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YOUNG    PEGGY 


Young  Peggy  blooms  our  boniest  lass : 

Her  blush  is  like  the  morning, 
The  rosy  dawn  the  springing  grass 

With  early  gems  adorning ; 
Her  eyes  outshine  the  radiant  beams 

That  gild  the  passing  shower, 
And  glitter  o'et  the  crystal  streams, 

And  cheer  each  fresh' ning  flower. 


II 


Her  lips^  more  than  the  cherries  brigh 

A  richer  dye  has  graced  them — 
They  charm  the  admiring  gazer's  sighi 

And  sweetly  tempt  to  taste  them. 
Her  smile  is  as  the  evening  mild. 

When  feather  d  pairs  are  courting. 
And  little  lambkins  wanton  wild, 

In  playful  bands  disporting. 

VOL  IIL  A 


BONIE     DUNDEE 

in 

Were  Fortune  lovely  Peggy's  foe, 

Such  sweetness  would  relent  her : 
As  blooming  Spring  unbends  the  brow 

Of  surly,  savage  Winter. 
Detraction's  eye  no  aim  can  gain 

Her  winning  powers  to  lessen. 
And  fretful  Envy  grins  in  vain 

The  poison 'd  tooth  to  fasten. 

IV 

Ye  Pow'rs  of  Honour,  Love,  and  Truth, 

From  ev'ry  ill  defend  her ! 
Inspire  the  highly- fa vour'd  youth 

The  destinies  intend  her ! 
Still  fan  the  sweet  connubial  flame 

Responsive  in  each  bosom, 
And  bless  the  dear  parental  name 

With  many  a  filial  blossom  ! 


BONIE     DUNDEE 


(NotMi  '  O,  wiiAR  gat  ye  that  hauver-meal  bannock  i 

do  not  *  O  silly  blind  body.  O,  dinna  ye  see  ? 

I  gat  it  frae  a  younfr^  brisk  sodger  laddie 
Perth  Between  Saint  Johnston  and  bonie  Dundc 


TO    THE    WEAVER'S    GIN    YE    GO     S 

O,  gin  I  saw  the  laddie  that  gae  me 't ! 

Aft  has  he  doudl'd  me  up  on  his  knee : 
May  Heaven  protect  my  bonie  Scots  laddie, 

And  send  him  hame  to  his  babie  and  me ! 


wooldthat 


II 


'  My  blessin's  upon  thy  sweety  wee  lippie  ! 

My  blessin's  upon  thy  bonie  e'e  brie  ! 
Thy  smiles  are  sae  like  my  blythe  sodger  laddie, 

Thou 's  ay  the  dearer  and  dearer  to  me  ! 
Bat  I  '11  big  a  bow'r  on  yon  bonie  banks, 

Wbare  Tay  rins  wimplin  by  sae  clear ; 
And  I  '11  deed  thee  in  the  tartan  sae  fine. 

And  mak  thee  a  man  like  thy  daddie  dear.' 


Thou  art 
baUd 


doKhe 


TO   THE    WEAVER'S    GIN    YE    GO      ibo«w 

Chorus 

To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go,  fair  maids, 

To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go, 
I  rede  you  right,  gang  ne'er  at  night,  m*^ 

To  the  weaver  s  gin  ye  go. 


Mv  heart  was  ance  as  blythe  and  free 
As  simmer  days  were  lang ; 

But  a  bonie,  westlin  weaver  lad 
Has  gart  me  change  my  sang. 


once 

western 
made 


4    TO    THE    WEAVER'S    GIN    Y] 


II 


iNout] 


aob 


My  mither  sent  me  to  the  town^ 
To  warp  a  plaiden  wab ; 

But  the  weary^  weary  warpin  o't 
Has  gart  me  sigh  and  sab. 


Ill 


A  bonie,  we^in  weaver  lad 
Sat  working  at  his  loom ; 

He  took  my  heart,  as  wi'  a  net. 
In  every  knot  and  thrum. 


drove 


IV 


I  sat  beside  my  warpin-wheel, 
And  ay  I  ca'd  it  roun' ; 

And  every  shot  and  every  knock. 
My  heart  it  gae  a  stoun. 


The  moon  was  sinking  in  the  west 
Wi'  visage  pale  and  wan. 

As  my  bonie,  westlin  weaver  lad 
Convoy'd  me  thro'  the  glen. 


VI 


befall;  if 
country 


But  what  was  said^  or  what  was  do 
Shame  fa'  me  gin  I  tell ; 

But  O  !  I  fear  the  kintra  soon 
Will  ken  as  weel  's  mysel ! 


0,  WHISTLE  AN'  I  LL  COME  TO  YE      5 

Chorus 

To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go,  fair  maids^ 

To  the  weaver  s  gin  ye  go, 
I  rede  you  rights  gang  ne'er  at  nighty 

To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go. 


O,  WHISTLE   AK   I  ^LL  COME  TO   YE, 

MY  LAD 

Chorus 

0,  whistle  an'  I  '11  come  to  ye,  my  lad  ! 

0,  whistle  an'  I  '11  come  to  ye,  my  lad  ! 

Tho'  father  an'  mother  an'  a'  should  gae  mad^    go 

O,  whistle  an'  I  '11  come  to  ye,  my  lad  ! 


But  warily  tent  when  ye  come  to  court  me,  spy 

And  come  nae  unless  the  back-yett  be  a-jee ;  ^^ilr' 

Syne  up  the  back-style,  and  let  naebody  see.  Then 

And  come  as  ye  were  na  comin  to  me,  not 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  comin  to  me  ! 


II 


At  kirk,  or  at  market,  whene'er  ye  meet  me, 
Gang  by  me  as  tho'  that  ye  car'd  na  a  die ;  Go; 

Bat  steal  me  a  blink  o'  your  bonie  black  e'e,  gUnc 

Yet  look  as  ye  were  na  lookin  to  me. 
Vet  look  as  ye  were  na  lookin  to  me  .' 


6     I'M    O'ER   YOUNG    TO    MARRY 


III 


•ometimes; 


•Btice 


Ay  vow  and  protest  that  ye  care  na  for  me. 
And  whyles  ye  may  lightly  my  beauty  a  we 
But  court  na  anither  tho'  jokin  ye  be. 
For  fear  that  she  wyle  your  fancy  frae  me. 
For  fear  that  she  wyle  your  fancy  frae  me ! 


Chorus 

O,  whistle  an'  I  *ll  come  to  ye,  my  lad  ! 
O,  whistle  an'  I  '11  come  to  ye,  my  lad  ! 
Tho'  father  an'  mother  an'  a'  should  gae 
O,  whistle  an'  I  '11  come  to  ye,  my  lad  ! 


FM    OER    YOUNG    TO    MARRY    \ 

Chorus 

I  'm  o'er  young,  I  'm  o'er  young, 
I  'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet ! 

I  *m  o'er  young,  'twad  be  a  sin 
To  tak  me  frae  my  mammie  yet 


only  child 
stranse 


I  fear; 

[Notes] 


I  AM  my  mammie's  ae  bairn, 
Wi'  unco  folk  I  weary.  Sir, 

And  lying  in  a  man's  bed, 

I  'm  fley'd  it  make  me  eerie.  Sir. 


THE   BIRKS     OF    ABERFELDIE      7 
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HaUowmass  is  come  and  gane, 
The  nights  are  lang  in  winter.  Sir, 

And  you  an'  i  in  ae  bed — 
In  trowthy  I  dare  na  venture.  Sir  ! 


Ill 


Fu  loud  and  shrill  the  frosty  wind 
Blaws  thro'  the  leafless  timmer^  Sir, 

Bat  if  ye  come  this  gate  again, 
I  '11  aulder  be  gin  simmer,  Sir. 

Chorus 

I'm  o'er  young,  I 'm  o'er  young, 
I  'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet ! 

I  'm  o'er  young,  'twad  be  a  sin 
To  tak  me  frae  my  mammie  yet. 


THE   BIRKS    OF    ABERFELDIE 

Chorus 

Bonie  lassie,  will  ye  go. 
Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go  ? 
Bonie  lassie,  will  ye  go 

To  the  birks  of  Aberfeldie  ? 


8      THE    BIRKS    OF    ABERFfiLD 


■Ums; 


Now  simmer  blinks  on  flow'ry  bimes. 
And  o'er  the  crystal  streamlets  plays^ 
Come^  let  us  spend  the  lightsome  days 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldie ! 


II 


The  little  birdies  blythely  sing. 
While  o'er  their  heads  the  hasels  hing. 
Or  lightly  flit  on  wanton  wing 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldie. 


woods 


III 


The  braes  ascend  like  lofty  wa's. 
The  foaming  stream,  deep-roaring,  £s's 
O'er  hung  with  fragrant-spreading  sha^ 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldie. 


faUt; 
brooklet 


IV 


The  hoary  cliffs  are  crown'd  wi'  flowerSj 
White  o'er  the  linns  the  bumie  pourSy 
Andy  rising,  weets  wi'  misty  showers 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldie. 


Let  Fortune's  gifts  at  random  flee. 
They  ne'er  shall  draw  a  wish  frae  me^ 
Supremely  blest  wi'  love  and  thee 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldie. 


M'PHERSON'S     FAREWELL 

Chorus 
Bonie  lassie,  will  ye  go, 
Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go  ? 
Bonie  lassie^  will  ye  go 

To  the  birks  of  Al>erfeldie  ? 


MCPHERSON'S    FAREWELL 

Chorus 
Sae  lantingly,  sae  wantonly^  ]a\ 

Sae  dauntingly  gaed  he. 
He  play'd  a  spring,  and  danc'd  it  round 

Below  the  gallows-tree. 

I 
Farewell,  ye  dungeons  dark  and  strong, 

The  wretch's  destinie ! 
M'Pherson's  time  will  not  be  long 

On  yonder  gallows-tree. 

II 
0,  what  is  death  but  parting  breath  ? 

On  many  a  bloody  plain 
I  Ve  dar'd  his  face,  and  in  this  place 

I  scorn  him  yet  again  ! 

Ill 
Untie  these  bands  from  off  my  hands. 

And  bring  to  me  my  sword. 
And  there 's  no  a  man  in  all  Scotland 

But  I  '11  brave  him  at  a  word. 


10       MY     HIGHLAND     LASSIE^    C 

IV 

ivMbk  I  Ve  liv'd  a  life  of  sturt  and  strife ; 

I  die  bv  tremcherie  : 
It  burns  my  heart  I  must  depart^ 
And  not  avengM  be. 

V 

Now  farewell  lights  thou  sunshine  farigh 
And  all  beneath  the  sky  ! 

May  coward  shame  distain  his  name. 
The  wretch  that  dare  not  die ! 

Chorus 
Sae  rantingly,  sae  wantonly, 

Sae  dauntingly  gaed  he. 
He  play'd  a  spring,  and  danc'd  it  row 

Below  the  gallows-tree. 

MY    HIGHLAND    LASSIE,    C 

Cliorus 
Within  the  glen  sae  bushy,  O, 
Abov«;nuhy  Aboon  the  plain  sae  rashy,  O, 

I  set  me  down  wi'  right  guid  will 
To  sing  my  Highland  lassie^  O  ! 

I 

No  hithbora  Nae  gentle  dames,  tho'  ne'er  sae  fair. 

Shall  ever  be  my  Muse's  care  : 
Their  titles  a'  are  empty  show — 

Oiv«  Gie  me  my  Highland  lassie,  O ! 


AfY    HIGHLAND    LASSIE,    O       11 

II 

O,  were  yon  hills  and  vallies  mine. 
Yon  palace  and  yon  gardens  fine^ 
The  world  then  the  love  should  know 
I  bear  my  Highland  lassie,  O  ! 

Ill 

But  fickle  Fortune  frowns  on  me, 
And  I  mann  cross  the  raging  sea ; 
But  while  my  crimson  currents  flow 
I  '11  love  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

IV 

Altho'  thro'  foreign  climes  I  range, 
I  know  her  heart  will  never  change  ; 
For  her  bosom  bums  with  honour's  glow, 
My  faithful  Highland  lassie,  O. 


For  her  I  '11  dare  the  billows'  roar. 
For  her  I  'U  trace  a  distant  shore. 
That  Indian  wealth  may  lustre  throw 
Around  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

VI 

She  has  my  heart,  she  nas  my  hand. 
My  secret  troth  and  honour's  band  ! 
Till  the  mortal  stroke  shall  lay  me  low, 
I  'm  thine,  my  Highland  lassie,  O  ! 


STAY,     MY    CHARMER 

Chorui 

Farewell  the  glen  8«e  bushy,  O ! 
Farewell  the  plain  sae  nshy,  O  ! 
To  other  lands  I  now  most  go 
To  sing  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 


THO*    CRUEL    FATE 

Tho'  cruel  &te  should  bid  us  part 

Far  as  the  pole  and  line, 
Her  dear  idea  round  my  heart 

Should  tenderly  entwine. 
Tho'  mountains  rise,  and  deserts  howl, 

And  oceans  roar  between. 
Yet  dearer  than  my  deathless  soul 

I  stiU  would  love  my  Jean. 


STAY,    MY    CHARMER 


Stay,  my  charmer,  can  you  leave  me  ? 

Cruel,  cruel  to  deceive  me ! 

Well  you  know  how  much  you  grieve  me 

Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go  ? 

Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go  ? 


STRATHALLAN'S     LAMENT      IS 

II 

By  my  love  so  ill-requited. 

By  the  faith  you  fondly  plighted. 

By  the  pangs  of  lovers  slighted. 

Do  not,  do  not  leave  me  so ! 

Do  not,  do  not  leave  me  so ! 


STRATHALLAN^S    LAMENT 


Thickest  night,  surround  my  dwelling  ! 

Howling  tempests,  o'er  me  rave  ! 
Turhid  torrents  wintry-swelling. 

Roaring  by  my  lonely  cave ! 
Crystal  streamlets  gently  flowing. 

Busy  haunts  of  base  mankind, 
Western  breezes  softly  blowing. 

Suit  not  my  distracted  mind. 

II 

In  the  cause  of  Right  engaged. 

Wrongs  injurious  to  redress. 
Honour's  war  we  strongly  wag^d. 

But  the  heavens  deny'd  success. 
Ruin's  wheel  has  driven  o'er  us  : 

Not  a  hope  that  dare  attend. 
The  wide  world  is  all  before  us. 

But  a  world  without  a  friend. 
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JUMPIN    JOHK 


MY    HOGGIE 


rata 


Uir«>|oac 
fold 


watcf&ll 

hUUidct: 
ncnibby 


owl 

snipe 

fox 

dawn 


strange  dog ; 
leaped; 
■tone  fence 

almost 


What  will  I  do  gin  my  boggie  die  ? 

My  joy,  my  pride,  my  hoggie ! 
My  only  bemst,  I  had  nae  mae. 

And  vow  but  1  was  vogie  ! 
The  lee-lang  night  we  watched  the  fanli 

Me  and  my  faithfu'  doggie ; 
We  heard  nocht  but  the  roaring  linn 

Amang  the  braes  sae  scroggie. 


11 


But  the  houlet  cry'd  frae  the  castle  wa', 

The  blitter  frae  the  boggie. 
The  tod  reply'd  upon  the  hill  : 

I  trembled  for  my  hoggie. 
When  day  did  daw,  and  cocks  did  craw. 

The  morning  it  was  foggie. 
An  unco  tyke  lap  o'er  the  dyke. 

And  maist  has  kilFd  my  hoggie  ! 


JUMPIN     JOHN 

Chonu 
The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jumpin  John 

Beguil'd  the  bonie  lassie  ! 
The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jumpin  John 

Beguird  the  bonie  lassie  ! 


LP  IN    THE     MORNING    EARLY     15 


Hu  daddie  forbad,  her  minnie  forbsd ; 

Forbidden  she  wadna  be  : 
She  wadna  trow 't,  the  browst  she  brew'd 

Wad  taste  sae  bitterlie  ! 


11 


A  cow  and  a  cauf,  a  yowe  and  a  hauf,  ewe ;  b 

And  thretty  guid  shillins  and  three :  thirty 

A  vera  guid  tocher  !  a  cotter-man's  dochter,  d«u2»t 
The  hiss  with  the  bonie  black  e'e  ! 

Chorus 

The  hmg  Ud  they  ca'  Jumpin  John 

Beguil'd  the  bonie  lassie  ! 
The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jumpin  John 

Beguil'd  the  bonie  lassie  ! 


UP  IN  THE    MORNING    EARLY 

Chorus 

Up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me. 

Up  in  the  morning  early  ! 
When  a'  the  hills  are  covered  wi'  snaw, 

1  'm  sure  it 's  winter  fairly ! 


16    THE    YOUNG   HIGHLAND    ROVE 


Cauld  blaws  the  wind  frae  east  to  weat. 

The  drift  is  driving  sairly, 
Sae  loud  and  shrill 's  I  hear  the  blast — 

I  'm  sure  it 's  winter  fairly  ! 


II 


The  birds  sit  chittering  in  the  thorn, 
A'  day  they  fare  but  sparely ; 

And  lang  's  the  night  frae  e'en  to  mom— 
I  'm  sure  it 's  winter  fairly. 

ChoruM 

Up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me^ 

Up  in  the  morning  early ! 
When  a'  the  hills  are  cover'd  wi'  snaw, 

I  'm  sure  it 's  winter  fairly  ! 


THE    YOUNG    HIGHLAND    ROVE 


Loud  blaw  the  frosty  breezes. 
The  snaws  the  mountains  cover. 

Like  winter  on  me  seises. 

Since  my  young  Highland  rover 
Far  wanders  naticms  over. 


THE     DUSTY     MILLER  17 

Where'er  he  go,  where'er  he  stray. 

May  Heaven  be  his  warden  ! 
Return  him  safe  to  fair  Strathspey 

And  bonie  Castle  Gordon ! 


II 

The  trees,  now  naked  groaning, 

Shall  soon  wi'  leaves  be  hinging,  haogl 

The  birdies,  dowie  moaning,  droopl 

Shall  a'  be  blythely  singing, 

And  every  flower  be  springing  : 
Sae  I  '11  rejoice  the  lee-lang  day,  Uve-lonf 

When  (by  his  mighty  Warden) 
My  youth  's  return' d  to  fair  Strathspey 

And  bonie  Castle  Gordon. 


THE    DUSTY    MILLER 


Hey  the  dusty  miller 

And  his  dusty  coat ! 
He  will  spend  a  shilling 

Or  he  win  a  groat.  Ere 

Dusty  was  the  coat. 

Dusty  was  the  colour. 
Dusty  was  the  kiss 

That  I  gat  frae  the  miller  ! 
II. 


18 


I     DRBAM'D    I     LAT 


fi 

Hey  the  dusty  miller 

And  his  dusty  sack  ! 
Leeze  me  on  the  calling 

Fills  the  dusty  peck  ! 
Fills  the  dusty  peck. 

Brings  the  dusty  siller ! 
I  wad  gie  my  coatie 

For  the  dusty  miller ! 


I    DREAMED    I    LAY 


turbid 


I  dream' D  I  lay  where  flowers  were  spring 

Gaily  in  the  sunny  beam, 
List'ning  to  the  wild  birds  singing. 

By  a  falling  crystal  stream ; 
Straight  the  sky  grew  black  and  daring. 

Thro'  the  woods  the  whirlwinds  rave. 
Trees  with  aged  arms  were  warrii:^ 

0*er  the  swelling,  drunilie  wave. 


II 


ere 

All 


Such  was  my  life's  deceitful  morning. 
Such  the  pleasures  I  enjoy'd  ! 

But  lang  or  noon  loud  tempests,  storming 
A*  my  flowery  bliss  destroy'd. 


DUNCAN    DAVISON  19 

Tho'  fickle  Fortune  lias  deceiv'd  me 
(She  promis'd  &ir,  and  perfonn'd  but  ill). 

Of  monie  a  joy  and  hope  bereav'd  me, 
I  bear  a  ^eart  shall  wpport  me  BtilL 


DUNCAN    DAVISON 


TiiKRB  was  a  lass,  they  ca'd  her  Meg, 

And  she  held  o'er  the  moors  to  spin ; 
Tliere  was  a  lad  that  followed  her. 

They  ca'd  him  Duncan  Davison. 
*Ilie  mo<ir  was  dreigh,  and  Meg  was  skeigh,        dt 

Her  £»¥our  Duncan  could  na  win ; 
^or  wi'  the  rock  she  wad  him  knock,  di 

And  ay  she  shook  the  temper-pin.  (!• 

II 

As  o'er  the  moor  they  lightly  foor,  fa 

A  bum  was  clear,  a  glen  was  green ; 
Upon  the  banks  they  eas'd  their  shanks, 

And  ay  she  set  the  wheel  between : 
But  Dimoan  swoor  a  haly  aith,  h< 

That  M^  should  he  a  bride  the  mom ;  to 

Then  Meg  took  up  her  spinnin-graith,  -i 

And  Bmng  tliem  a'  out  o'er  the  bum.  ^ 


80     THENIEL  MBNZIES'   BONIE  M 

III 
trniid  We  will  big  a  wee^  wee  house. 

And  we  will  live  like  king  and  queei 
Sae  bljrthe  and  merry 's  we  will  be. 

When  je  set  by  the  wheel  at  e'en ! 
A  man  may  drink,  and  no  be  drunk ; 
A  man  may  fight,  and  no  be  slain ; 
A  man  may  kiss  a  bonie  lass. 
And  ay  be  welcome  back  again  ! 


THENIEL  MENZIEff  BONIE  MA 

Chorus 

Theniel  Menzies'  bonie  Mary, 
Theniel  Menzies'  bonie  Mary, 
lost  Charlie  Grigor  tint  his  plaidie, 

Kissin  Theniel' s  bonie  Mary  ! 

I 
In  comin  by  the  brig  o'  Dye, 
while  At  Darlet  we  a  blink  did  tarry ; 

^inilng  As  day  was  dawin  in  the  sky, 

We  drank  a  health  to  bonie  Mary. 

II 
eyci  Her  een  sae  bright,  her  brow  sae  white^ 

nde  Her  haffet  locks  as  brown 's  a  berry. 

And  ay  they  dimpl't  wi'  a  smile. 
The  rosy  cheeks  o'  bonie  Mary. 


LADY   ONLIE,    HONEST    LUCKY     21 


III 


We  lap  an'  danc'd  the  lee-lang  day. 
Till  piper-lads  were  wae  and  weary ; 

But  Charlie  gat  the  spring  to  pay^ 
For  kissin  ThenieFs  bonie  Mary. 


leaped;  1 
long 

M(d 
tune 


Chorus 

Theniel  Menzies'  bonie  Mary, 
Theniel  Menzies'  bonie  Mary, 
Charlie  Grigor  tint  his  plaidie, 
Kissin  Theniel's  bonie  Mary  ! 


UDY  ONLIE,    HONEST    LUCKY 


Chorus 

Lady  Ohlie,  honest  lucky, 

Brews  guid  ale  at  shore  o'  Bucky  : 
I  wish  her  sale  for  her  guid  ale, 

The  best  on  a'  the  shore  o'  Bucky ! 


[Nolcsl 
Buchan 


A'  THE  lads  o'  Thomiebank, 

MThen  they  gae  to  the  shore  o'  Bucky, 
llej '11  step  in  an'  tak  a  pint 

Wi'  Lady  Onlie,  honest  lucky. 


go 


23   THE  BANKS  OF  THE  DEVON 


n 


olddcar 


Her  house  sae  bien^  her  curch  sae  clean- 
I  wat  she  is  a  dainty  chuckie. 

And  cheery  blinks  the  Ingle-gleede 
O'  L<ady  Onlie,  honest  lucky  ! 

Chorus 
Lady  Onlie,  honest  lucky, 

Brews  guid  ale  at  shore  o'  Bucky  : 
I  wish  her  sale  for  her  guid  ale^ 

The  best  on  a'  the  shore  o'  Bucky ! 


THE    BANKS    OF    THE    DEVON 


•lopes 


How  pleasant  the  banks  of  the  clear  winding  Devon^ 

With  green  spreading  bushes  and  flow'rs  blooming  £ai 
But  the  boniest  flow'r  on  the  banks  of  the  Devon 

Was  once  a  sweet  bud  on  the  braes  of  the  Ayr. 
Mild  be  the  sun  on  this  sweet  blushing  flower. 

In  the  gay  rosy  mom,  as  it  bathes  in  the  dew  ! 
And  gentle  the  fall  of  the  soft  vernal  shower. 

That  steals  on  the  evening  each  leaf  to  renew  ! 


n 


O,  spare  the  dear  blossom,  ye  orient  breezes. 
With  chill,  hoary  wing  as  ye  usher  the  dawn  ! 

And  far  be  thou  distant,  thou  reptile  that  seizes 
The  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  or  lawn  ! 


DUNCAN     GRAY  fU 

Let  Bourbon  exult  in  his  gay  gilded  lilies. 
And  England  triumphant  display  her  proud  rose 

A  fairer  than  eithet  adorns  the  green  vallies. 
Where  Devon,  sweet  Devon,,  meandering  flows. 


DUNCAN    GRAY 


Weary  fa'  you,  Duncan  Gray  ! 

(Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't !) 
Wae  gae  by  you,  Duncan  Gray  ! 

(Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't !) 
When  a'  the  lave  gae  to  their  play. 
Then  I  maun  sit  the  lee-lang  day. 
And  jeeg  the  cradle  wi'  my  tae. 

And  a'  for  the  girdin  o't ! 


II 


Bonie  was  the  Lammas  moon 

(Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't !), 
Glowrin  a'  the  hills  aboon 

(Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't !). 
The-gifdia  brak,  the  beast  cam  down, 
I  tint  my  evch  and  baith  my  shoon, 
AmI,  Duncan,  ye  're  an  unco  loun — 

Wae  OM  tbe  bad  girdin  o't ! 


84  THE    PLOUGHMAN 

III 

if;  tnk  But  Duncan,  gin  ye  '11  keep  your  aith 

(Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't !), 
in  I  'se  bless  you  wi'  my  hindmost  breath 

(Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't !). 
Duncan,  gin  ye  '11  keep  your  aith. 
The  beast  again  can  bear  us  baith, 
damage  And  auld  Mess  John  will  mend  the  ska 

patch  And  clout  the  bad  girdin  o't. 

THE    PLOUGHMAN 

Chorus 

Then  up  wi't  a',  my  ploughman  lad. 
And  hey,  my  merry  ploughman  ! 

Of  a'  the  trades  that  I  do  ken. 
Commend  me  to  the  ploughman  ! 

I 

The  ploughman,  he 's  a  bonie  lad. 
His  mind  is  ever  true,  jo  ! 

His  garters  knit  below  his  knee. 
His  bonnet  it  is  blue,  jo. 

II 

I  hae  been  east,  I  hae  been  west, 
Perth  I  hae  been  at  St.  Johnston ; 

The  boniest  sight  that  e'er  I  saw 
Was  the  ploughman  laddie  dancin. 


LANDLADY,   COUNT  THE  LAWIN 

III 
Snaw-white  stockings  on  his  legs 

And  siller  buckles  gl&ncin, 
A  guid  blue  bonnet  on  his  head. 

And  O,  but  he  was  handsome ! 

IV 

Commend  me  to  the  barn-yard 

And  the  com  mou,  man  ! 
I  never  got  my  coggie  fou 

Till  I  met  wi'  the  ploughman. 

Chorus 
Then  up  wi't  a',  my  ploughman  lad. 

And  hey,  my  merry  ploughman ! 
Of  a'  the  trades  that  I  do  ken, 

Conmiend  me  to  the  ploughman  ! 

LANDLADY,  COUNT  THE  LAWIN 

Chorus 
Hey  tutti,  taiti, 
How  tutti,  taiti. 
Hey  tutti,  taiti, 
Wha  's  fou  now  ? 

I 

Landlady,  count  the  lawin, 

The  day  is  near  the  dawin  ; 

Ye  're  a'  blind  drunk,  boys. 

And  I  'm  but  jolly  fou. 


fl«  RAVING  WINDS  AROUND  HER  BLOli 


Stoop;  full  CogfUkycwereMyitm^ 

Cog,  ma  ye  were  ay  foii^ 
I  wad  sit  and  sing  to  jfoo. 
If  ye  were  ay  fba  ! 

Ill 

•II  Wcel  may  ye  a'  be  ! 

Ill  may  ye  never  see  I 
God  bless  the  king 
And  the  companie ! 

Chorus 

Hey  tutti^  taiti. 
How  tutti,  taiti. 
Hey  tutti,  taiti^ 
Wha  's  fou  now  ? 


HAVING  WINDS  AROUND  HER  BLOW 


Raving  winds  aroand  her  blowing, 
Yellow  leaves  the  woodlands  strowing. 
By  a  river  hoarsely  roarings 
Isabella  stray'd  deploring: — 
'  Farewell  hours  that  late  did  measure 
Sunshine  days  of  joy  and  pleasure  ! 
Hail,  thou  gloomy  night  of  sorrow — 
Cheerless  night  that  knows  no  morrow  J 


HQW    LANG     AND     DREARY      «T 

II 
*  O'er  the  Past  too  fondly  wanderings 
On  the  hopeless  Future  pondering, 
Giilly  Grief  my  life-blood  freezes. 
Fell  Despair  my  faney  seizes, 
life,  thou  soul  of  every  blessing, 
Load  to  Miseiy  most  distressing. 
Gladly  how  would  I  resign  thee, 
And  to  dark  Oblivion  join  thee  ! ' 

HOW    LANG    AND    DREARY    IS 
THE    NIGHT 

Chonu 
For  O,  her  lanely  nights  are  lang. 

And  O,  her  dreams  are  eerie. 
And  O,  her  widow'd  heart  is  sair. 

That 's  absent  frae  her  dearie ! 

I 
How  lang  and  dreary  is  the  night. 

When  I  am  frae  my  dearie  ! 
I  restless  lie  firae  e'en  to  mom, 

Tho*  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary. 

II 
When  I  think  on  the  lightsome  days 

I  spent  wi'  thee^  my  dearie. 
And  now  what  seas  between  us  roar. 

How  ean  I  be  but  eerie  ? 


MUSING  ON   THE   ROARING   OCB> 

111 

How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  houn ! 

The  joyless  day  how  dreary  ! 
It  was  na  sae  ye  glinted  by. 

When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie ! 

Ckonu 

For  O,  her  lanely  nights  are  lang, 
And  O,  her  dreams  are  eerie. 

And  O,  her  vridow'd  heart  is  sair, 
That 's  absent  frae  her  dearie ! 


JSING  ON  THE  ROARING  OCE. 


Musing  on  the  roaring  ocean. 
Which  divides  my  love  and  me. 

Wearying  heav'n  in  warm  devotion 
For  his  weal  where'er  he  be  : 

II 

Hope  and  Fear's  alternate  billow 
Yielding  late  to  Nature's  law. 

Whispering  spirits  round  ray  pillow. 
Talk  of  him  that 's  far  awa. 

Ill 

Ye  whom  sorrow  never  wounded. 
Ye  who  never  shed  a  tear. 


BLYTHE    WAS    SHE  29 

Care-untroubled,  joy-surrounded. 
Gaudy  day  to  you  is  dear  ! 

IV 

Gentle  nighty  do  thou  befriend  me ! 

Downy  sleep,  the  curtain  draw  ! 
Spirits  kind,  again  attend  me. 

Talk  of  him  that 's  far  awa ! 


BLYTHE    WAS    SHE 

Chorus 

Blythe,  blythe  and  merry  was  she, 
Blythe  was  she  butt  and  ben,  «) 

Blythe  by  the  banks  of  Earn, 
And  blythe  in  Glenturit  glen  ! 


By  Oughtertyre  grows  the  aik,  01 

On  Yarrow  banks  the  birken  shaw  ;  bi 

But  Phemie  was  a  bonier  lass 

Than  braes  o'  Yarrow  ever  saw.  h< 

II 

Her  looks  were  like  a  flow'r  in  May, 
Her  smile  was  like  a  simmer  morn. 

She  tripped  by  the  banks  o'  Earn 
As  light's  a  bird  upon  a  thorn.  iii 


TO    DAU^TON    HE 

in 

Her  bonie  fmce  it  was  as  mtA 

As  onie  lamb  upon  a  lea. 
The  evening  sun  was  ne'er  sae  sweet 

As  was  the  blink  o'  Phemie's  e'e. 

IV 

The  Highland  hiUs  I  've  wander'd  wii 
As  o'er  the  Lawlands  I  hae  been. 

But  Phemie  was  the  blythest  lass 
That  ever  trod  the  dewy  green. 

Ckonu 

Blythe,  blythe  and  merry  was  she, 
Bljrthe  was  she  butt  and  ben, 

Blythe  by  the  banks  of  Earn, 
And  blythe  in  Glenturit  Glen! 


TO     DAUNTON    ME 

Ckonu 

To  daunton  me,  to  daunton  me. 

An  auld  man  shall  never  daonton  me  ! 


Thk  blude-red  rose  at  Yule  may  blaw. 
The  simmer  lilies  bloom  in  snaw. 
The  frost  may  Ireese  the  deepest  sea. 
But  an  auld  man  shall  never  damtoo  me. 


TO     DAUNTON     ME  Si 


II 


To  daonton  mtj  and  me  sae  yova%g, 
Wi'  his  fause  heart  and  flatt'ring  tongue  : 
That  18  the  thing  you  ne'er  shall  see^ 
For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 


Ill 


For  a'  his  ineal  and  a'  his  maut;, 
For  a'  his  firesh  beef  and  his  saut^ 
For  a'  his  gold  and  white  monie, 
An  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 


IV 


His  gear  may  'buy  him  kye  and  yowes^  J 

His  gear  may  buy  him  glens  and  knowes ;  i 

But  me  he  shall  not  buy  nor  fee,  i 
For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 


He  hirples  twa-fauld  as  he  dow^  | 

Wi'  his  teethless  gab  and  his  auld  held  pow,      > 
And  the  rain  rains  down  frae  his  red  blear'd 

That  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me  ! 

Chorus 

To  daunton  me,  to  daunton  me. 

An  auld  raaa  shall  never  daunton  me ! 


O'ER    THE    WATER    TO    CHARLIE 


)'ER   THE  WATER    TO    CHARLIE 

Chonu 

Well  o'er  the  water,  we  '11  o'er  the  sea, 
We  '11  o'er  the  water  to  Charlie  ! 

Come  weal,  come  woe,  we  '11  gather  and  go, 
And  live  and  die  wi'  Charlie ! 


Comb  boat  me  o'er,  come  row  me  o*cr. 
Come  boat  me  o'er  to  Charlie  I 

I  '11  gie  John  Ross  another  bawbee 
To  boat  me  o'er  to  Charlie. 


II 


I  lo'e  weel  my  Charlie's  name, 
Tho'  some  there  be  abhor  him ; 

But  O,  to  see  Auld  Nick  gaun  hame. 
And  Charlie's  faes  before  him ! 


ill 


I  swear  and  vow  by  moon  and  stars 
And  sun  that  shines  so  early. 

If  I  had  twenty  thousand  lives, 
I'd  die  as  aft  for  Charlie  1 


A  ROSE-BUD,    BY   MY   EARLY   WALK     SS 

Chorus 

Well  o'er  the  water,  we'll  o'er  the  sea, 

Wc  '11  o'er  the  water  to  Charlie  ! 
Come  weal,  come  woe,  we  '11  gather  and  go, 

And  hve  and  die  wi'  Charlie  ! 


i  ROSE-BUD,  BY  MY  EARLY  WALK 


A  RosB-BUD,  by  my  early  walk 

Adown  a  eom-inclos^  bawk,  Aei 

Sae  gently  bent  its  thorny  stalk, 

All  on  a  dewy  morning. 
£re  twice  the  shades  o'  dawn  are  fled, 
In  a'  its  crimson  glory  spread 
And  drooping  rich  the  dewy  head. 

It  scents  the  early  morning. 


II 


IVithin  the  bush  her  covert  nest 
A  little  linnet  fondly  prest. 
The  dew  sat  chilly  on  her  breast, 

Sae  early  in  the  morning. 
She  soon  shall  see  her  tender  brood, 
The  prlde^  the  pleasure  o'  the  wood, 
Amang  the  fresh  green  leaves  bedew'd, 

Awake  the  early  morning. 

VOL  III.  c 


AND    I'LL    KISS    THE£    YET 

III 
So  thou,  dear  bird,  young  Jeany  fidr. 
On  trembling  string  or  yoctl  air 
Shall  sweetly  pay  the  tender  care 

That  tents  thy  early  morning ! 
So  thou,  sweet  rose-bud,  young  and  gay 
Shalt  beauteous  blase  upon  the  day. 
And  bless  the  parent's  evening  ray 

That  watch'd  thy  early  morning ! 


LND    I'LL    KISS    THEE    YE*: 

Chonis 

And  I  '11  kiss  thee  yet,  yet. 
And  I  '11  kiss  thee  o'er  again. 

And  I  '11  kiss  thee  yet,  yet. 
My  bonie  Peggy  Alison. 

I 
When  in  my  arms,  wi'  a'  thy  charms, 

I  clasp  my  countless  treasure,  O, 
I  seek  nae  mair  o'  Heav'n  to  share 

Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure,  O  ! 

II 
And  by  thy  een  sae  bonie  blue 

I  swear  I  'm  thine  for  ever,  O  ! 
And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  my  vow. 

And  break  it  shall  I  never,  O ! 


lATTLIN,     ROARIN     WILLIE     55 

Chorus 

And  I  *11  kiss  thee  yet,  yet, 
And  I  '11  kiss  thee  o'er  again. 

And  I  '11  kiss  thee  yet,  yet. 
My  bonie  Peggy  Alisoa 


ATTLIN,    ROARIN    WILLIE 


0,  RATTUN,  roarin  Willie, 

O,  he  held  to  the  fair. 
An'  for  to  sell  his  fiddle 

And  buy  some  other  ware ; 
But  parting  wi'  his  fiddle. 

The  saut  tear  blin't  his  e'e — 
And,  rattlin,  roarin  Willie, 

Ye  're  welcome  hame  to  me  ! 


II 

'  0  Willie,  come  sell  your  fiddle, 

0,  sell  your  fiddle  sae  fine ! 
0  Willie  come  sell  your  fiddle 

And  buy  a  pint  o'  wine  ! ' 
'  If  I  should  seU  my  fiddle, 

The  warld  would  think  I  was  mad  ; 
For  monie  a  rantin  day  m< 

My  fiddle  and  I  hae  had.' 


96    BRAVING  ANGRY  WINTER'S  STOKBi 

ni 

As  I  cam  by  CrochAllan, 

I  cannily  keekit  ben, 
Rattlin,  loarin  Willie 

Was  sitting  at  yon  booid-en' : 
Sitting  at  yon  boord-en', 

And  amang  guid  companie  ! 
Rattlin,  roarin  Willie, 
.  Ye  're  welcome  hame  to  me. 


WHERE,    BRAVING    ANGRY    WINTE 

STORMS 


Where,  braving  angry  winter^s  storms, 

The  lofty  Ochils  rise. 
Far  in  their  shade  my  Peggy's  charms 

First  blest  my  wondering  eyes  : 
As  one  who  by  some  savage  stream 

A  lonely  gem  surveys, 
Astonish'd  doubly,  marks  it  beam 

With  art's  most  polish'd  blaze. 

II 

Blest  be  the  wild,  sequest^'d  glade, 
And  blest  the  day  and  hour. 

Where  Pegg/s  charms  I  first  survey'd. 
When  first  I  felt  their  pow'r ! 


0  TIBBIE,   I    HAE  SEEN   THE  DAY    37 

The  tyrant  Death  with  grim  control 

May  seize  my  fleeting  breath. 
But  tearing  Peggy  from  my  soul 

Must  be  a  stronger  death. 

0  TIBBIE,   I   HAE   SEEN   THE   DAY 

Chomg 
0  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day, 

Ye  wadna  been  sae  shy  !  fa 

For  laik  o*  gear  ye  lightly  me. 

But,  trowth,  I  care  na  by.  ^ 


I 

Vestrekn  I  met  you  on  the  moor, 

Ve  spak  na,  but  gaed  by  like  stoure !  I 

^e  geek  at  me  because  I  'm  poor —  ^ 

But  fient  a  hair  care  I !  £ 


s 


II 
\^en  comin  hame  on  Sunday  last, 
XJpon  the  road  as  I  cam  past, 
"Ye  snuflflt  an'  gae  your  head  a  cast—  s 

But,  trowth,  I  care't  na  by  !  c 

III 
I  donbt  na,  lass,  but  ye  may  think, 
Because  ye  hae  the  name  o'  clink,  « 

That  ye  can  please  me  at  a  wink, 
Whene'er  ye  like  to  try. 


38    O  TIBBIE,   I    HAE  SEEN   THE  DA 


IV 


But  sorrow  tak  him  that 's  sae  mean, 
Altho'  his  pouch  o'  coin  were  clean, 
Wha  follows  onie  saucy  quean. 
That  looks  sae  proud  and  high ! 


Altho'  a  lad  were  e'er  sae  smart, 
If  that  he  want  the  yellow  dirt, 
Ye  '11  cast  your  head  anither  airt. 
And  answer  him  fu'  dry. 


VI 


But  if  he  hae  the  name  o'  gear, 
Ye '11  fasten  to  him  like  a  brier, 
Tho'  hardly  he  for  sense  or  lear 
Be  better  than  the  kye. 


VII 


But,  Tibbie,  lass,  tak  my  advice  : 
Your  daddie's  gear  maks  you  sae  nice. 
The  Deil  a  ane  wad  spier  your  price. 
Were  ye  as  poor  as  I. 


VIII 


There  lives  a  lass  beside  yon  park, 
I  'd  rather  hae  her  in  her  sark 
Than  you  wi'  a'  your  thousand  mark. 
That  gars  you  look  sae  high. 


CURINDA,   MISTRESS  OF   MY   SOUL     39 

Chorus 

0  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day. 

Ye  wadna  been  sae  shy  ! 
For  laik  o'  gear  ye  lightly  me, 

But,  trowth,  I  care  na  by. 


CLAKINDA,   MISTRESS  OF  MY  SOUL 


CuRiNDA,  mistress  of  my  soul. 
The  measur'd  time  is  run  ! 

The  wretch  beneath  the  dreary  pole 
So  marks  his  latest  sun. 


II 


To  what  dark  cave  of  frozen  night 
Shall  poor  Sylvander  hie, 

Depriv'd  of  thee,  his  life  and  light, 
The  sun  of  all  his  joy  ? 


Ill 


We  part — but,  by  these  precious  drops 

That  fill  thy  lovely  eyes, 
No  other  light  shall  guide  my  steps 

Till  thy  bright  beams  arise  J 


40     THE    WINTER     IT    IS     PAST 


IV 


She,  the  &ir  gun  of  all  her  sex. 
Has  blest  my  glorious  day  ; 

And  shall  a  glimmering  planet  fix 
My  worship  to  its  ray  ? 


THE    WINTER    IT    IS    PAST 


The  winter  it  is  past,  and  the  simmer  comes  at  las 
And  the  small  birds  sing  on  ev'iy  tree : 

The  hearts  of  these  are  glad,  but  mine  is  very  sadj 
For  my  love  is  parted  from  me. 


II 


The  rose  upon  the  brier  by  the  waters  running  dei 
May  have  charms  for  the  linnet  or  the  bee : 

Their  little  loves  are  blest,  and  their  little  hearts  i 
rest. 
But  my  lover  is  parted  from  me. 


Ill 


My  love  is  like  the  sun  in  the  firmament  does  run- 
Forever  is  constant  and  true ; 

But  his  is  like  the  moon,  that  wanders  up  and  dowi 
And  every  month  it  is  new. 


I  LOVE    MY    LOVE    IN    SECRET     41 

IV 

All  you  that  are  in  love,  and  cannot  it  remove, 

I  pity  the  pains  you  endure^ 
^or  experience  makes  me  know  that  your  hearts  are 
full  of  woe, 

A  woe  that  no  mortal  can  cure. 


I  LOVE  MY  LOVE   IN  SECRET 

Chorus 

My  Sandy  O,  my  Sandy  O, 
My  bonie,  bonie  Sandy  O ! 
Tho'  the  love  that  I  owe 
To  thee  I  dare  na  show. 
Yet  I  love  my  love  in  secret. 
My  Sandy  O ! 

I 

'M^Y  Sandy  gied  to  me  a  ring  g 

^as  a'  beset  wi'  diamonds  fine  ; 
^Ut  I  gied  him  a  far  better  thing, 
^  gied  my  heart  in  pledge  o'  his  ring. 

II 

My  Sandy  brak  a  piece  o'  gowd,  g 

^Vhile  down  his  cheeks  the  saut  tears  row'd ;  s 

He  took  a  hauf,  and  gied  it  to  me,  h 

And  I  '11  keep  it  till  the  hour  I  die. 


42        SWEET    TIBBIE    DUNBAR 

Ckanu 

My  Sandy  O,  my  Suidy  O, 
My  bonie^  bonie  Sandy  O  ! 
Tho'  the  love  that  I  owe 
To  thee  I  dare  na  show^ 
Yet  I  love  my  love  in  secret. 
My  Sandy  O ! 


SWEET     TIBBIE     DUNBAR 

I 
O,  WILT  thou  go  wi'  me^  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ? 
O,  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me^  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ? 
Wilt  thou  ride  on  a  horse^  or  be  drawn  in  a  car, 
Or  walk  by  my  side,  O  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar? 

II 
1  care  na  thy  daddie^  his  lands  and  his  money  ; 
I  care  na  thy  kin,  sae  high  and  sae  lordly ; 
But  say  that  thou  'It  hae  me  for  better  or  waur. 
And  come  in  thy  coatie^  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar. 

HIGHLAND     HARRY 

Chorus 
O,  for  him  back  again  ! 
O^  for  him  back  again  ! 
I  wad  gie  a'  Knockhaspie's  land 
For  Highland  Harry  back  again.      # 


HIGHLAND     HARRY  48 


My  Harry  was  a  gallant  gay^ 

Fu  stately  strade  he  on  the  plain,  tu 

But  now  he 's  banish'd  far  away  : 

I  '11  never  see  him  back  again. 


II 


'^^hen  a'  the  lave  gae  to  their  bed,  re 

I  wander  dowie  up  the  glen,  di 

I  set  me  down,  and  greet  my  fill,  w. 
And  ay  I  wish  him  back  again. 


Ill 


O,  were  some  villains  hangit  high, 

And  ilka  body  had  their  ain,  cy 

llien  I  might  see  the  joyfu'  sight. 

My  Highland  Harry  back  again  I 

Chorus 

O,  for  him  back  again  ! 

O,  for  him  back  again ! 

I  wad  gie  a'  Knockhaspie's  land, 

For  Highland  Harry  back  again. 


44    THE  TAILOR  FELL  THRCX  THE  BE 


THE  TAILOR  FELL  THRO'  THE  BE 

I 

The  tailor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  thimble  an'  a'^ 
The  tailor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  thimble  an'  a' ; 
The  blankets  were  thin,  and  the  sheets  they  w« 

sma' — 
The  taUor  fell  thio'  the  bed,  thimble  an'  a  ! 

II 

The  sleepy  bit  lassie,  she  dreaded  nae  ill. 
The  sleepy  bit  lassie,  she  dreaded  nae  ill ; 
The  weather  was  cauld,  and  the  lassie  lay  still : 
She  thought  that  a  tailor  could  do  her  nae  ill ! 

Ill 

Gie  me  the  groat  again,  cannie  young  man  ! 
Gie  me  the  groat  again,  cannie  young  man  ! 
The  day  it  is  short,  and  the  night  it  is  lang — 
The  dearest  siller  that  ever  I  wan ! 

rv 

There 's  somebody  weary  wi'  lying  her  lane. 
There  *s  somebody  weary  wi*  lying  her  lane ! 
There's  some  that  are  dowie,  I  trow  wad  be  fain 
To  see  the  bit  tailor  come  skippin  again. 


AY    WAUKIN,    O  45 

AY    WAUKIN,     O 

Chanu 
Ay  waukin,  O, 

Waukin  still  and  weary : 
Sleep  I  can  get  nane 

For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 

I 
Simmer  's  a  pleasant  time : 

Flowers  of  every  colour, 
The  water  rins  owre  the  heugh,  a 

And  I  long  for  my  true  lover. 

II 
When  I  sleep  I  dream, 

When  I  wauk  I  'm  eerie,  a 

Sleep  I  can  get  nane 

For  thinkin  on  my  dearie. 

Ill 
Lanely  night  comes  on, 

A'  the  lare  are  sleepin,  r< 

I  think  on  my  bonie  lad. 

And  I  bleer  my  een  wi*  greetin.  ^ 


Chorus 
Ay  waukin,  O, 

Waukin  still  and  weary : 
Sleep  I  can  get  nane 

For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 


46        BEWARE    O'    BONIE    ANN 


BEWARE    O'    BONIE    ANN 


tnM 


Ye  gallants  bright^  I  rede  yon  tight. 

Beware  o'  bonie  Ann ! 
Her  comely  face  sae  fu'  o'  grace, 

Your  heart  she  will  trepan. 


Cnm 


II 


Her  een  sae  bright  like  stars  by  night. 

Her  skin  is  like  the  swan. 
Sae  j  imply  lac'd  her  genty  waist 

That  sweetly  ye  might  span. 


Ill 


Youth,  Grace,  and  Love  attendant  move, 
And  Pleasure  leads  the  van : 

In  a'  their  charms,  and  conquering  arms. 
They  wait  on  bonie  Ann. 


fine 


IV 


The  captive  bands  may  chain  the  hands. 

But  Love  enslaves  the  man  : 
Ye  gallants  braw,  I  rede  you  a'. 

Beware  o'  boaie  Ann  ! 


LADDIE,    LIE    NEAR    ME 


LADDIE,    LIE    NEAR    ME 

Chonu 

Near  me,  near  me. 
Laddie,  lie  near  me ! 
Lang  hae  I  lain  my  lane — 
Laddie,  lie  near  me ! 


Lano  hae  we  parted  been, 

Laddie,  laj  dearie ; 
Now  we  are  met  again — 

Laddie,  lie  near  me ! 

II 

A'  that  I  hae  endur  d. 

Laddie,  my  dearie. 
Here  in  thy  arms  is  cur'd — 

Laddie,  lie  near  me ! 

Chorus 

Near  me,  near  me. 
Laddie,  lie  near  me ! 
Lang  hae  I  lain  my  lane — 
Laddie,  lie  near  me  ! 


THE  GARD'NEl  WF   HIS  PAIDL£ 


THE  GABD'NER  WT  HIS  PAmLE 


When  rosy  licy  eomes  in  wi'  flowen 

To  deck  her  gay,  greeii««preadiiig  bowers. 

Then  busy,  busy  mre  hii  homiy 

The  gaid'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 


II 


The  crystml  waters  gently  fti*, 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a, 
The  scented  breeses  round  him  blaw — 
The  gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 


Ill 


When  purple  morning  starts  the  hare 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare. 
Then  thro'  the  dew  he  maun  repair — 
The  gaid'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 


IV 


When  Day,  expiring  in  the  west. 
The  curtain  draws  o'  Nature's  rest. 
He  fhes  to  her  arms  he  lo'es  best. 

The  gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 
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ON   A    BANK    OF   FLOWERS 


On  a  bank  of  flowers  in  a  gummer  day. 

For  summer  lightly  drest, 
X*he  youthful,  blooming  Nelly  lay 

With  love  and  sleep  opprest ; 
^^lien  Willie,  wand'ring  thro'  the  wood, 
"Who  for  her  favour  oft  had  sued — 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd^ 
He  fear'd,  he  blush'd, 
-And  trembled  where  he  stood. 


II 

Her  closM  eyes,  like  weapons  sheath 'd. 

Were  seal'd  in  soft  repose ; 
Her  lips,  still  as  she  fragrant  breath'd, 

It  richer  dyed  the  rose ; 
The  springing  lilies,  sweetly  prest. 
Wild-wanton  kis^d  her  rival  breast  : 
He  gas'd,  he  wish'd. 
He  fear'd,  he  blush'd, 
Hk  botom  ill  at  rest 
^OL.  m.  D 


THE    DAY    RETURNS 

III 
Her  robes^  light-waving  in  the  breese, 

Her  tender  limbs  embrace ; 
Her  lovely  form,  her  native  eaae^ 

All  harmony  and  grace. 
Tumultuous  tides  his  pulses  roU^ 
A  faltering,  ardent  kiss  he  stole  : 
He  gas'd,  he  wish'd. 
He  fear'd,  he  blush'd, 
And  sigh'd  his  very  soul. 

« 

IV 

As  flies  the  partridge  from  the  brake 

On  fear-inspired  wings. 
So  Nelly  starting,  half-awake. 

Away  affrighted  springs. 
But  Willie  followed — as  he  should ; 
He  overtook  her  in  the  wood  ; 
He  vow'd,  he  pray'd. 
He  found  the  maid 
Forgiving  all,  and  good. 

THE    DAY    RETURNS 

I 
The  day  returns,  my  bosom  burns. 

The  blissful  day  we  twa  did  meet ! 
Tho'  winter  wild  in  tempest  toU'd, 

Ne'er  summer  sun  was  half  sae  sweet 


MY  LOVE,  SHE'S  BUT  A  LASSIE  YET    51 

Thin  ft'  the  pride  that  loada  tbe  tide. 

And  crouea  o'er  the  sultry  line, 
Than  kingly  robes,  than  crowns  and  globes, 

Hcav'n  gave  me  more — It  made  thee  mine  I 


While  day  and  night  can  bring  delist. 

Or  Nature  aught  of  pleasure  give. 
While  joys  above  my  mind  can  move. 

For  thee,  and  thee  alone,  I  live ! 
When  that  grim  foe  of  Life  below 

Comes  in  between  to  make  us  part. 
The  iron  hand  that  breaks  our  band. 

It  breaks  my  bliss,  it  breaks  my  heart ! 


MY  LOVE,  SHE'S  BUT  A  LASSIE  YET 

Ckomt 

My  love,  she 's  but  a  lassie  yet. 

My  love,  she 's  but  a  lassie  yet ! 

We  '11  let  her  stand  a  year  or  twa. 

She  '11  no  be  half  sae  saucy  yet ! 


I  BDK  the  flay  1  sought  her,  0 1 
1  me  the  day  I  sought  her,  O ! 
Wha  gets  her  need  na  say  he 's  woo'd. 
But  he  may  say  he  baa  bought  her,  O. 


JAMIE,    COME    TRY    ME 


II 


Come  draw  a  drap  o'  the  best  o't  yet. 
Come  draw  a  drap  o'  the  beat  o't  yet 
Gae  seek  for  pleasure  whare  ye  will. 
But  here  I  never  missed  it  yet. 

ui 

We  're  a'  dry  wi*  drinkin  o't. 
We're  a'  dry  wi'  drinkin  o't ! 
The  minister  kiss't  the  fiddler's  wife- 
He  could  na  preach  for  thinkin  o't ! 

Chorus 

My  love,  she 's  but  a  lassie  yet. 
My  love,  she 's  but  a  lassie  yet ! 
We  '11  let  her  stand  a  year  or  twa, 
She  '11  no  be  half  sae  saucy  yet ! 


JAMIE,    COME    TRY    Ml 

Chorus 

Jamie,  come  try  me, 
Jamie,  come  try  me ! 
If  thou  would  win  my  love, 
Jamie,  come  try  me  ! 


THE    SILVER    TASSIE 


5S 


If  thou  should  ask  my  love« 

Could  I  deny  thee  ? 
If  thou  would  win  my  love, 

Jamiej  come  try  me ! 

II 

If  thou  should  kiss  me,  love, 
Wha  could  espy  thee  ? 

If  thou  wad  be  my  love, 
Jamie,  come  try  me ! 

Chonu 

Jamie,  come  try  me, 
Jamie,  come  try  me ! 
If  thou  would  win  my  love, 
Jamie,  come  try  me ! 


THE    SILVER    TASSIE 


Go,  fetch  to  me  a  pint  o'  wine. 

And  fill  it  in  a  silver  tassie, 
That  I  may  drink  before  I  go 

A  service  to  my  bonie  lassie ! 
The  boat  rocks  at  the  pier  o'  Leith, 

Fu'  loud  the  wind  blaws  frae  the  Ferry, 
The  ship  rides  by  the  Berwick-Law, 

And  I  maun  leave  my  bonie  Mary. 


(Notes] 
most 


54  THE     LAZY     MIST 

II 

The  trumpets  sound,  the  banners  fly. 

The  glittering  spears  are  rankM  ready, 
The  shouts  o'  war  are  heard  afar. 

The  battle  closes  deep  and  bloody. 
It 's  not  the  roar  o'  sea  or  shore 

Wad  mak  me  langer  wish  to  tarry. 
Nor  shouts  o'  war  that 's  heard  afar : 

It 's  leaving  thee,  my  bonie  Mary ! 


THE     LAZY     MIST 


The  lazy  mist  hangs  from  the  brow  of  the  hill. 
Concealing  the  course  of  the  dark  winding  rill. 
How  languid  the  scenes,  late  so  sprightly,  appear. 
As  Autumn  to  Winter  resigns  the  pale  year ! 

II 

The  forests  are  leafless,  the  meadows  are  brown. 
And  all  the  gay  foppery  of  summer  is  flown. 
Apart  let  me  wander,  apart  let  me  muse. 
How  quick  Time  is  Hying,  how  keen  Fate  pursues 

III 

How  long  I  have  liv'd,  but  how  much  liv'd  in  vain 
How  little  of  life's  scanty  span  may  remain  ! 
What  aspects  old  Time  in  his  progress  has  worn ! 
What  ties  cruel  Fate  in  my  bosom  has  torn  ! 


THE    CAPTAIN'S     LADY  55 


IV 


How  foolish,  or  worse,  till  our  summit  is  gain'd  ! 
And  downward^  how  weaken'd,  how  darken'd,  how 

pain'd! 
^e  is  not  worth  having  with  all  it  can  give  : 
For  something  beyond  it  poor  man^  sure,  must  live. 


THE    CAPTAIN^S    LADY 

Chorus 

0,  mount  and  go, 

Mount  and  make  you  ready  ! 
0,  moimt  and  go^ 

And  be  the  Captain's  Lady  ! 


When  the  drums  do  beat, 
And  the  cannons  rattle. 

Thou  shalt  sit  in  state, 
And  see  thy  love  in  battle  : 


11 


When  the  vanquished  foe 
Sues  for  peace  and  quiet, 

To  the  shades  we  '11  go. 
And  in  love  enjoy  it. 


56 


OF    A*    THE    AIRTS 

Chorus 

Of  mchiiit  and  go. 

Mount  and  make  you  ready  1 
O,  mount  and  go, 

And  be  the  Captain's  Lady  1 


directioBc 


OF    A'    THE    AIRTS 


roU 


Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw 

I  dearly  like  the  west. 
For  there  the  bonie  lassie  lives, 

The  lassie  I  lo'e  best. 
There  wild  woods  grow,  and  rivers  row, 

And  monie  a  hill  between. 
But  day  and  night  my  fancy's  flight 

Is  ever  wi'  my  Jean. 


wood 


reminds 


II 

I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flowers — 

I  see  her  sweet  and  fair. 
I  hear  her  in  the  tunefu'  birds — 

I  hear  her  charm  the  air. 
There  's  not  a  bonie  flower  that  springs 

By  fountain,  shaw,  or  green. 
There 's  not  a  bonie  bird  that  sings. 

But  minds  me  o'  my  Jean. 


CARL,    AN    THE    KING    CQME     57 


CARL,    AN    THE    KING    COME        if 

Chorus 

Carl,  an  the  King  come, 
Carl,  an  the  King  come. 
Thou  shalt  dance,  and  I  will  sing^ 
Carl,  an  the  King  come  ! 


II 


mus 


lN  somebodie  were  ccyme  again, 
*Xlien  somebodie  maun  cross  the  main, 
-^^d  every  man  shall  hae  his  ain,  own 

Carl,  an  the  King  come  ! 


1  trow  we  swapped  for  the  worse  :  swo; 

^e  gae  the  boot  and  better  horse,  gavi 

^And  that  we  '11  tell  them  at  the  Cross, 
Carl,  an  the  King  come  ! 


Ill 

Coggie,  an  the  King  come,  sto* 

Coggie,  an  the  King  come,  ^  .^^ 

I  'U  be  ton.  and  thou  'se  be  toom,  ({f- 

Coggie,  an  the  King  come  !  «>»i 


WHISTLE   O'ER   THE    LAVE   OT 

Oonu 

Car],  mn  the  King  come^ 
Carl,  an  the  King  come. 
Thou  shall  dance,  and  I  will  sing, 
Carl,  an  the  King  come ! 


HISTLE    O^ER   THE   LAVE    O'T 


First  when  Msggie  was  my  care, 
Heav'n,  I  thought,  was  in  her  air ; 
Now  we  're  married,  spier  nae  mair. 

But — whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't ! 
Meg  was  meek,  and  Meg  was  mild. 
Sweet  and  harmless  as  a  child : 
Wiser  men  than  me 's  beguiled — 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't ! 

II 

How  we  live,  my  Meg  and  me. 
How  we  love,  and  how  we  gree, 
I  care  na  by  how  few  may  see — 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't ! 
Wha  I  wish  were  maggots'  meat, 
Dish'd  up  in  her  winding-sheet, 
I  could  write  (but  Meg  wad  see 't)— 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't  I 


0,  WERE   I   ON    PARNASSUS   HILL      59 


0,  WERE   I   ON    PARNASSUS    HILL 


0,  WERE  I  on  Parnassus  hill. 
Or  had  o*  Helicon  my  fill, 
That  I  might  catch  poetic  skill 

To  sing  how  dear  I  love  thee  ! 
But  Nith  maun  be  my  Muses'  well. 
My  Muse  maun  be  thy  bonie  sel', 
On  Corsincon  I  'U  glowr  and  spell, 
And  write  how  dear  I  love  thee. 


must 


II 


iTien  come,  sweet  Muse,  inspire  my  lay  ! 
I^or  a'  the  lee-lang  simmer  s  day 
I  couldna  sing,  I  couldiia  say 

How  much,  how  dear  I  love  thee. 
1  see  thee  dancing  o'er  the  green, 
thy  waist  sae  jimp,  thy  limbs  sae  clean, 
*rhy  tempting  lips,  thy  roguish  een — 

By  Heaven  and  Earth  I  love  thee ! 


eyes 


III 


By  night,  by  day,  a-field,  at  hame, 
The  thoughts  o'  thee  my  breast  inflame. 
And  ay  I  muse  and  sing  thy  name— 
I  only  live  to  love  thee. 


THE    CAPTIVE    RIBBAND 

Tho'  I  were  doom'd  to  wuider  on. 
Beyond  the  sea,  beyond  the  sun, 
Till  my  lut  weuy  luid  was  ran. 

Till  then— ud  then— I  'd  love  thee ! 


THE    CAPTIVE    RIBBAND 


MvRA,  the  captive  rjbband  's  mine ! 

'Twas  all  my  faithful  love  could  gain. 
And  would  you  ask  me  to  resign 

The  sole  reward  that  crowns  my  pain  f 


Go,  bid  the  hero,  who  has  run 

Thro'  fields  of  death  to  gather  fame — 
Go,  bid  him  lay  his  laurels  down, 

And  all  his  well-eam'd  praise  disclaim  I 


The  ribband  shall  its  freedom  lose — 
Lose  all  the  bliss  it  had  with  you  ! — 

And  share  the  fate  1  would  impose 
On  thee,  wert  thou  my  captive  too. 


THERE'S  A  YOUTH   IN  THIS  CItY     61 


IV 


It  shall  upon  my  bosom  live, 
Or  clasp  me  in  a  close  embrace ; 

And  at  its  fortmie  if  you  gtieve. 
Retrieve  its  doom^  and  take  Iff  place. 


THERE'S  A  YOUTH  IN  THIS  CITY 


There  's  a  youth  in  this  city,  it  were  a  great  pity 
That  he  fieom  our  lasses  should  Ivuoder  awm' ; 

For  he 's  bonie  and  braw,  weel4kvot^d  witha'. 
An'  hiA  hair  has  a  natural  buckle  aa'  a*. 


cwl 


II 


His  coat  is  the  hue  o'  his  bonnet  sae  blue> 
His  feeket  is  white  as  the  new-driven  snaw. 

His  hose  they  are  blae,  and  his  shoon  like  the  slae,  Mm;  iIm 
And  his  clear  siller  buckles,  they  dasale  us  a'. 


Ill 


For  beauty  and  fortune  the  laddie 's  been  courtin  : 
Weel-featui^d,  weel-tocher'd,  weel-mounted,  an'    Hiowwvd 
braw, 

Bnt  chiefly  the  sffler  that  gam  him  g«ig  tai  her^    ^SSl^u, 
The  penny 's  the  jewel  that  beautifies  a' ! 


68    MY  HEART'S  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS 


IV 

fann ;  sladly 

^dhave    There's  Meg  wi'  the  mailen^  that  fain  wad  a  haen 

him^ 
And  Susiei  wha's  daddie  was  laird  of  the  Ha'^ 
almost         There's  lang-tocher'd    Nancy    maist  fetters  his 

fancy ; 
self  But  the  huidie's  dear  sel  he  loes  dearest  of  a'. 


MY  HEARTHS  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS 

Chonu 

My  heart 's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here> 
My  heart 's  in  the  Highlands  ar-chasing  the  deer, 
A-chasing  the  wild  deer  and  following  the 
My  heart 's  in  the  Highlands,  wherever  I  go  ! 


Farewkix  to  the  Highlands,  farewell  to  the  North, 
The  birthpUce  of  valour,  the  country  of  worth ! 
Wherever  I  wander,  wherever  I  rove. 
The  hills  of  the  Highlands  for  ever  I  love. 


II 


Farewell  to  the  mountains  high  cover'd  with  snow, 
Farewell  to  the  straths  and  green  valleys  below. 
Farewell  to  the  forests  and  wild-hanging  woods. 
Farewell  to  the  torrents  and  loud-pouring  floods ! 


JOHN    ANDERSON     MY    JO      6S 

Chorus 

My  heart 's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here, 
My  heart 's  in  the  Highlands  a-chasing  the  deer, 
A-chasing  the  wild  deer  and  following  the  roe-^ 
My  heart 's  in  the  Highlands,  wherever  I  go ! 


JOHN    ANDERSON    MY    JO 


John  Anderson  my  jo,  John, 

When  we  were  first  acquent,  ac 

Your  locks  were  like  the  raven, 

Your  bonie  brow  was  brent ;  st 

Bat  now  your  brow  is  beld,  John,  bi 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snaw. 
But  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow,  pt 

John  Anderson  my  jo  ! 

II 

John  Anderson  my  jo,  John, 

We  clamb  the  hill  thegither,  tc 

And  monie  a  cantie  day,  John,  jo 

We  've  had  wi'  ane  anither ; 
Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John,  m 

And  hand  in  hand  we  '11  go, 
And  sleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson  my  jo  ! 


6i 


AW  A',    WHIGS,    AWA' 


AWA\    WHIGS,    AWA' 

Chorus 

Awa',  Whigs,  awa' ! 

Awa',  Whigs,  awa' ! 
Ye  're  but  a  pack  o'  traitor  loans. 

Ye  '11  do  nae  gold  at  a'. 


thistles 


dust-whirl 
hook 


describing 


awake 


hare 


Our  thrissles  flourish'd  fresh  and  fair, 
And  bonie  bloom'd  our  roses  ; 

But  Whigs  cam  like  a  firost  in  June, 
An'  wither'd  a'  our  posies. 


II 


Our  ancient  crown 's  fa'n  in  the  dust — 
Deil  blin'  them  wi'  the  stoure  o't, 

An'  write  their  names  in  his  black  beulc 
Wha  gae  the  Whigs  the  power  o't ! 


Ill 


Our  sad  decay  in  church  and  state 
Surpasses  my  descriving. 

The  Whigs  cam  o'er  us  for  a  curse. 
And  we  hae  done  wi'  thriving. 


IV 


Grim  Vengeance  lang  has  taen  a  nap, 
But  we  may  see  him  waukin — 

Gude  help  the  day  when  Royal  heads 
Are  hunted  like  a  maukin  ! 


CA'  THE  YOWES  TO   THE    KNOWES    65 

Chorus 
Awa',  Whigs,  awa'  ! 

Awa',  Whigs,  awa* ! 
Ye  're  but  a  pack  o'  traitor  louns, 

Ye  '11  do  nae  guid  at  a'. 

CA'  the  YOWES  TO  THE  KNOWES    giS* 

Chorus 
Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowes, 
Ca*  them  where  the  heather  grows, 
Ca'  them  where  the  bumie  rowes,  r^^'* 

My  bonie  dearie ! 

I 
As  I  gaed  down  the  water-side,  went 

There  I  met  my  shepherd  lad  : 
He  row'd  me  sweetly  in  his  plaid,  wrappe 

And  he  ca'd  me  his  dearie.  called 

II 
'Will  ye  g&ng  down  the  water-side,  go 

And  see  the  waves  sae  sweetly  glide 
Beneath  the  hazels  spreading  wide  ? 
The  moon  it  shines  fu'  clearly.' 

Ill 
'  I  was  bred  up  in  nae  sic  school,  tuch 

My  shepherd  lad,  to  play  the  fool. 
An'  a'  the  day  to  sit  in  dool,  sorrow 

An'  naebody  to  see  me.' 

^'OI..  UI.  E 


66        O,    MERRY    HAS    I     BIIN 


Calf. 


IV 


'  Ye  sail  get  gowns  and  ribbons  meet, 
Cauf-leather  shoon  upon  your  feet. 
And  in  mj  arms  thou  'It  lie  and  sleep, 
An'  ye  sail  be  my  dearie.' 


I'll  go 


wind 

ibinet; 
welkin ;  high 


'  If  ye'll  but  stand  to  what  ye'Y«  said, 
I  'se  gang  wi'  you,  my  shepherd  lad. 
And  ye  may  row  me  in  your  plaid. 
And  I  sail  be  your  dearie.' 

VI 

'  While  waters  wimple  to  the  sea. 
While  day  blinks  in  the  lift  sae  hie. 
Till  clay-cauld  death  sail  blin'  my  e'e. 
Ye  sail  be  my  dearie.' 

Chorus 
C&  the  yowes  to  the  knowes, 
Ca'  them  where  the  heather  grows, 
Ca'  them  where  the  bumie  rowes. 
My  bonie  dearie ! 


O,   MERRY    HAE     I     BEEN 


huckUng* 
comb 


patching 


O,  MERRY  hae  I  been  teethin  a  heekle. 
An'  merry  hae  I  been  shapin  a  spoon ! 

O,  merry  hae  I  been  cloutin  a  kettle. 
An'  kissin  my  Katie  when  a'  was  done 


A    MOTHER'S    LAMENT 

0,  a'  the  lang  day  I  ca'  at  my  hammer^ 
An'  a'  the  lang  day  I  whistle  an'  sing 

0^  a'  the  lang  night  I  cuddle  my  kimme 
An'  a'  the  lang  night  as  happy 's  a  kii 

n 

Bitter  in  dool,  I  lickit  my  winning 

O'  marrying  Bess,  to  gie  her  a  slave, 
^l^st  be  the  hour  she  cool'd  in  her  liner 
^nd  blythe  be  the  bird  that  sings  on  hei 
Come  to  my  arms,  my  Katie,  my  Katie, 
An'  come  to  my  arms,  and  kiss  me  agi 
C^»Ticken  or  sober,  here 's  to  thee,  Katie, 
And  blest  be  the  day  I  did  it  again  ! 


A    MOTHER'S     LAMENT 


Fate  gave  the  word — the  arrow  sped. 

And  pierc'd  my  darling's  heart. 
And  with  him  all  the  joys  are  fled 

Life  can  to  me  impart. 
By  cruel  hands  the  sapling  drops, 

In  dust  diahonor'd  laid : 
So  fell  the/ptide  of  all  my  hopes. 

My  age's  future  shade. 


68         THE    WHITE    COCKADE 

n 

The  mother  linnet  in  the  brmke 

Bewails  her  ravish'd  young : 
So  I  for  my  lost  darling's  sake 

Lament  the  live-day  long. 
Death,  oft  I  've  fear'd  thy  (atal  blow  ! 

Now  fond  I  bare  my  breast ! 
O,  do  thou  kindly  lay  me  low. 

With  him  I  love  at  rest ! 


THE     WHITE     COCKADE 

Chonu 

O,  he 's  a  ranting,  roving  lad  ! 

He  is  a  brisk  an'  a  bonie  lad  ! 

Betide  what  may,  I  will  be  wed. 

And  follow  the  boy  wi'  the  White  Cockade 

I 

My  love  was  bom  in  Aberdeen, 
The  boniest  lad  that  e'er  was  seen ; 
But  now  he  makes  our  hearts  fu'  sad — 
He  takes  the  field  wi'  his  White  Cockade. 

II 
I  '11  sell  my  rock,  my  reel,  my  tow. 
My  guid  gray  mare  and  hawkit  cow. 
To  buy  mysel  a  tartan  plaid,  ^ 
To  follow  the  boy  wi'  the  White  Cockade. 


THE  BRAES  O'   BALLOCHMYLE    69 

Chonu 

O,  he 's  a  rmnting^  roving  lad  ! 

He  is  a  brisk  an'  a  bonie  lad  ! 

Betide  what  may^  I  will  be  wed, 

And  follow  the  boy  wi'  the  White  Cockade  ! 


THE    BRAES    O^    BALLOCHMYLE     hiii» 


The  Catrine  woods  were  yellow  seen. 

The  flowers  decay'd  on  Catrine  lea ; 
Nae  lav'rock  sang  on  hillock  green,  Urk 

But  nature  sicken' d  on  the  e'e ;  €>•« 

Thro'  faded  groves  Maria  sang, 

Hersel  in  beauty's  bloom  the  while, 
And  aye  the  wild-wood  echoes  rang  : — 

'  Fareweel  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle  i 

II 

'  Low  in  your  wintry  beds,  ye  flowers, 

Again  ye  '11  flourish  fresh  and  fair ; 
Ye  birdies,  dumb  in  with' ring  bowers, 

Again  ye  '11  charm  the  vocal  air  ; 

But  here,  alas !  for  me  nae  mair 
Shall  birdie  charm,  or  floweret  smile : 

Fareweel  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr ! 
Fareweel !  fareweel  sweet  Ballochmyle  I ' 


70    THE  RANTIN  DOG,  THE   DADDIi 


raiucuoc     THE  UANTIN  DOG,  THE  DADDIE 


•cloches 
attcad  to 


O,  WHA  my  babie-clouts  will  buy  ? 
O,  wha  will  tent  me  when  I  cry  ? 
Wha  will  kiss  me  where  I  lie  ? — 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't ! 


II 


fault 
[Notes] 
name  it 


O,  wha  will  own  he  did  the  faut  ? 
O,  wha  will  buy  the  groanin  maut  ? 
O,  wha  will  tell  me  how  to  ca't  ? — 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't ! 


[Notes] 


III 


When  I  mount  the  creepie-chair, 
Wha  will  sit  beside  me  there  ? 
Gie  me  Rob,  I  '11  seek  nae  mair — 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't ! 


IV 


tallc ;  alone 
[Notes] 


Wha  will  crack  to  me  my  lane  ? 
W^ha  will  mak  me  fidgin  fain  ? 
Wha  will  kiss  me  o'er  again  ?--^ 
The  rwitin  dog,  the  daddie  o't ! 


THOU     LINGERING     STAR       71 


THOU    LINGERING     STAR 


Thou  ling' ring  star  with  lessening  ray. 

That  lov'st  to  greet  the  early  mom, 
Again  thou  usher'st  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
0  Mary,  dear  departed  shade  ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest  ? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ? 


ir 


That  sacred  hour  can  I  forget. 

Can  I  forget  the  hallow'd  grove, 
Where,  by  the  winding  Ayr,  we  met 

To  live  one  day  of  parting  love  ? 
Eternity  cannot  efface 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past. 
Thy  image  at  our  last  embrace — 

Ah !  httle  thought  we  'twas  our  last ! 


Ill 


^T^i  Rurglingy  kiss'd  his  pebbled  shore, 
O'erhung  with  wild  woods  thickening  green  ; 

The  fragrant  bireh  and  hawthorn  hoar 
'Twin'd  amorous  round  the  raptur'd  scene ; 


EPPIE    ADAIR 

The  flowers  sprang  wanton  to  be  prest. 
The  birds  sang  love  on  eveiy  spray, 

Till  too,  too  soon,  the  glowing  west 
Proclaimed  the  speed  of  wing^  day. 

IV 

Still  o'er  these  scenes  my  mem'ry  wakes. 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser-care. 
Time  but  th'  impression  stronger  makes. 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear. 
O  Mary,  dear  departed  shade  ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest  ? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear  st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  brei 


EPPIE     ADAIR 

Cfiorus 

An'  O  my  Eppie, 
My  jewel,  my  Eppie  ! 
Wha  wadna  be  happy 
Wi*  Eppie  Adair  ? 


By  love  and  by  beauty. 
By  law  and  by  duty, 
I  swear  to  be  true  to 
My  Eppie  Adair ! 


THE  BATTLE  OF  SHERRAMUIR     73 


II 


A'  pleasure  exile  me, 

Dishonour  defile  me^ 

If  e'er  I  beguile  thee, 

My  Eppie  Adair ! 

Chorus 

An'  O  my  Eppie, 
My  jewel,  my  Eppie  ! 
Wha  wadna  be  happy 
Wi'  Eppie  Adair  ? 


THE  BATTLE    OF    SHERRAMUIR 


*  0|  CAM  ye  here  the  fight  to  shun, 

Or  herd  the  sheep  wi'  me,  man  ? 
^  were  ye  at  the  Sherra-moor, 

Of  did  the  battle  see,  man  ? ' 
'I  saw  the  battle^  sair  and  teugli, 
^d  reekin-red  ran  monie  a  sheugh  ;  u 

%  heart  for  fear  gae  sough  for  sough, 
To  heir  the  thuds^  and  see  the  cluds 
^  chms  firae  woods  in  tartan  duds,  c 

^^  glaum'd  at  kingdoms  three,  man.  s 


74    THE  BATTLE  OF  SHERRAMUIR 


loCtlow 


runic 


irot ;  shone 

ocked ; 
kittles 


ited 


II 

'  The  red-coat  lads  wi'  black  cockauds 
To  meet  them  were  na  slaw,  man  : 

They  rush'd  and  push'd  and  bluid  outgush'd. 
And  monie  a  bouk  did  fa'^  man  ! 

The  great  Argyle  led  on  his  files, 

I  wat  they  glanc'd  for  twenty  miles ; 

They  hough' d  the  clans  like  nine-pin  kyles. 

They  hack'd  and  bash'd,  while  braid-sword 
clash'd. 

And  thro'  they  dash'd,  and  hew'd  and  smash' 
Tiil  fey  men  died  awa,  man. 


Ill 


ilts 

aring ; 
rousers 

ared 


layonets 


Pigeons 


unr  the  Dnril 

urent 


*  But  had  ye  seen  the  philibegs 

And  skyrin  tartan  trews,  man. 
When  in  the  teeth  they  daur'd  our  Whigs 

And  Covenant  trueblues,  man  ! 
In  lines  extended  lang  and  large. 
When  baig'nets  o'erpower'd  the  targe, 
And  thousands  hasten' d  to  the  charge, 
Wi'  Highland  wrath  they  frae  the  sheath 
Drew  blades  o'  death,  till  out  o'  breath 
They  fled  like  frighted  dows,  man  ! ' 

IV 

'  O,  how  Deil !  Tam,  can  that  be  true  ? 

The  chase  gaed  frae  the  north,  man  ! 
I  saw  mysel,  they  did  pursae 

The  horseman  back  to  Forth>  man ; 


THE  BATTLE  OF  SHERRAMUIR     75 


And  at  Dunblane^  in  my  ain  sight, 
They  took  the  brig  wi'  a'  their  might, 
And  straught  to  Stirling  wing'd  their  flight ; 
But,  cursed  lot !  the  gates  were  shut. 
And  monie  a  huntit  poor  red-coat, 
For  fear  amaist  did  swarf,  man  ! ' 


bridge 


almost ; 
swoon 


'  My  sister  Kate  cam  up  the  gate 

Wi'  crowdie  unto  me,  man : 
She  swoor  she  saw  some  rebels  run 

To  Perth  and  to  Dundee,  man  ! 
Their  left-hand  general  had  nae  skill  ; 
The  Angus  lads  had  nae  good  will 
That  day  their  neebors'  bluid  to  spill ; 
For  fear  by  foes  that  they  should  lose 
Their  cogs  o'  brose,  they  scar'd  at  blows, 

And  hameward  fast  did  fiee,  man. 


road 

meal  and 
water 


mugs  of 
porridge 


VI 


'They've  lost  some  gallant  gentlemen, 

Amang  the  Highland  clans,  man  ! 
I  fear  my  Lord  Panmure  is  slain, 
Or  in  his  en'mies'  hands,  man. 
Now  wad  ye  sing  this  double  flight. 
Some  fell  for  wrang,  and  some  for  right. 
But  monie  bade  the  world  guid-night  : 
Say,  pell  and  mell,  wi'  muskets'  knell 
How  Tories  fell,  and  Whigs  to  Hell 
Flew  off  in  frighted  b^nds^  man !' 


;(i 


VOL  N(;     ,l()t  K  I  K 


YOUNG   JOCKIE   WAS   TH 
BLYTHEST  LAD 


roand  about 
g<»d;|Notes) 


Young  Jockie  was  the  blythest  lad^ 
In  a'  our  town  or  h^re  awa : 

Fu'  blythe  he  whistled  at  the  gaud, 
Fu'  lightly  danc'd  he  in  the  ha'. 


II 


pnised ;  eyes 

trimly 

mouth 


He  roos'd  my  een  sae  bonie  blue. 
He  roos'd  my  waist  sae  genty  sma' ; 

An'  ay  my  heart  cam  to  my  mou'. 
When  ne'er  a  body  heard  or  saw. 


Ill 


longingly 
cocen ;  drive 


My  Jockie  toils  upon  the  plain 
Thro'  wind  and  weet,  thro'  frost  and  c 

And  o'er  the  lea  I  leuk  fu*  fain. 

When  Jockie' s  owsen  hameward  ca'. 


IV 


An'  ay  the  night  comes  round  again, 
When  in  his  arms  he  taks  me  a'. 

An'  ay  he  vows  he'll  be  my  ain 
As  lang  's  he  has  a  breath  to  draw. 


A    WAUKRIFE     MINI 


^    WAUKRIFE    MIN 


^HARK  are  you  gaun,  my  boni* 
Whare  are  you  gaun^  my  hinj 
^^lie  answer'd  me  right  saucilie : 
'An  errand  for  my  minnie  ! ' 


II 


*0,  whare  live  ye,  my  bonie  la« 
0,  whare  live  ye,  my  hinnie  ? 

'By  yon  bumside,  gin  ye  maun 
In  a  wee  house  wi'  my  minni 


III 


Bnt  I  foor  up  the  glen  at  e'en 
To  see  my  bonie  lassie. 

And  lang  before  the  grey  mom 
She  was  na  hauf  sae  saucy. 


IV 


0,  weary  fa'  the  waukrife  cock. 

And  the  foumart  lay  his  craw 
He  wauken'd  the  auld  wife  fra< 

A  wee  blink  or  the  dawin. 


78 


THO'    WOMEN'S    MINDS 


big;  -cudgel 
irell-chrmstMd 


An  angry  wife  I  wat  she  raise. 
And  o'er  the  bed  she  brought  her, 

And  wi'  a  meikle  hasEel-mng 

She  made  her  a  weel-pay'd  dochter. 


▼1 


'  O,  fare-thee-weel,  my  bonie  lass ! 

O^  fare-thee-weel^  my  hinnie  ! 
Thou  art  a  gay  and  a  bonie  lass. 

But  thou  has  a  waukrife  minnie ! ' 


THO'    WOMEN^S    MINDS 


machas 


Chorus 

For  a  that,  an'  a'  that. 

And  twice  as  meikle 's  a'  that. 
The  bonie  lass  that  I  loe  best. 

She  'U  be  my  ain  for  a'  that ! 


most 


Tho'  women's  minds  like  winter  winds 
May  shift,  and  turn,  an'  a'  that. 

The  noblest  breast  adores  them  maist— 
A  consequence,  I  draw  that. 


THO'    WOMEN'S    MINDS 


79 


II 


Great  love  I  bear  to  a'  the  fair. 
Their  humble  slave,  an'  a'  that ; 

But  lordly  will,  I  hold  it  still 
A  mortal  sin  to  thraw  that 


contradict 


III 


In  imptnre  sweet  this  hour  we  meet, 
Wi'  mutual  love  an'  a'  that. 

But  for  how  lang  the  flie  may  stang. 
Let  inclination  law  that ! 


fly;  tting 


IV 


Their  tricks  an'  craft  hae  put  me  daft. 

They  've  taen  me  in  an'  a'  that. 
But  clear  your  decks,  and  here 's : — 'The  Sex ! ' 

I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that !  Jadct 


Chorui 

For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that. 

And  twice  as  meikle  's  a'  that, 
The  bonie  lass  that  I  loe  best. 

She  '11  be  my  ain  for  a'  that ! 


80    WILLIE   BREWD  A  PECK  O'   MA 


uJt 


WILLIE  BREWD   A   PECK   O'  MAI 


oil  (f ./. 
nink) 

Iroplet 
row;  dawn 
brew 


Chorus 

We  are  na  fou,  we  're  nae  that  fou, 
But  just  a  drappie  in  our  e'e  ! 

The  cock  may  craw,  the  day  may  daw 
And  ay  we  '11  taste  the  barley-bree 


ive*loof 

rould  not 

lave; 

^Christendom 


O^  Willie  brewed  a  peck  o'  maut. 
And  Rob  and  Allan  cam  to  see. 

Three  blyther  hearts  that  lee-lang  night 
Ye  wad  na  found  in  Christendie. 


Notts] 


nore 


II 


Here  are  we  met  three  merry  boys. 
Three  merry  boys  I  trow  are  we ; 

And  monie  a  night  we  've  merry  been, 
And  monie  mae  we  hope  to  be  ! 


Ill 


(hlnini^; 
^7 ;  high 

entice 


It  is  the  moon,  I  ken  her  horn. 
That 's  blinkin  in  the  lift  sae  hie : 

She  shines  sae  bright  to  wyle  us  hame. 
But,  by  my  sooth,  she  '11  wait  a  wee ! 


KILLIECRANKIE  81 


IV 


"Tu  first  ^hall  rise  to  gang  awa,  go 

A  cuckold^  coward  loun  is  he  !  rogue 

^Tia  first  beside  hU  chair  shall  fa, 
"c  is  the  King  amang  us  three ! 

Chonu 

"^c  *re  na  fou,  we  *re  nae  that  fou, 

But  just  a  drappie  in  our  e'e ! 
*»*e  cock  may  craw,  the  day  may  daw. 

And  ay  we  '11  taste  the  barley-bree  ! 


KILLIECRANKIE 

Chonu 

An  ye  had  been  whare  I  hae  been, 
Ye  wad  na  been  sae  cantie,  O  ! 

An  ye  had  seen  what  I  hae  seen 
On  the  braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  O  ! 


I 


'Wharb  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad  ? 
Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  brankie,  O 
Whaie  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad  ? 
Cim  ye  1^  Killiecrankiei  O  ?' 
^01.  in.  F 


fine 
spnice 


^^i 


r  1 1 1:    H  L( '  K  - 1:  v  k  d    l  a  s  s  i  r 


II 


'  I  faaght  at  Imnd,  I  fimght  at  aea. 
At  hame  I  fauf^t  my  atmtie,  O ; 

But  I  met  the  Deril  and  Dundee 
On  the  braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  O. 


knock 
Else;  hawk 


ni 


'The  bauld  Pitcur  fell  in  a  furr. 
An'  Claven  gat  a  dankie,  O, 

Or  I  had  fed  an  Athole  gled 

On  the  braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  O I ' 


Chorus 

An  ye  had  been  whare  I  hae  been. 
Ye  wad  na  been  sae  cantie,  O  ! 

An  ye  had  seen  what  I  hae  seen  ' 
On  the  braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  O ! 


THE    BLUEEYED    LASSII 


I  went  a 
woful  way 
last  night 


eye* 


I  OAED  a  waefu'  gate  yestreen, 
A  gate  I  fear  I  'U  dearly  me : 

I  gat  my  death  frae  twa  sweet 
Twa  lovely  een  o'  bonie  blue ! 


THE    BANKS    OF     NITH  85 

Twas  not  her  golden  ringlets  bright. 

Her  lips  like  roses  wat  wi'  dew,  wet 

Her  heaving  bosom  lily-white : 

It  was  her  een  sae  bonie  blue. 


II 


snarec 


She  talk'd,  she  smil'd,  my  heart  she  wyl'd. 

She  charm'd  my  soul  I  wist  na  how ; 
^nd  ay  the  stound,  the  deadly  wound,  ache 

Cam  frae  her  een  sae  bonie  blue. 
But  'spare  to  speak,  and  spare  to  speed ' —        [Note 

She  11  aiblins  listen  to  my  vow  :  may  b 

Should  she  refuse,  I  '11  lay  my  dead  death 

To  her  twa  een  sae  bonie  blue. 


THE    BANKS    OF    NITH 


Th£  Thames  flows  proudly  to  the  sea. 

Where  royal  cities  stately  stand ; 
But  sweeter  flows  the  Nith  to  me. 

Where  Cummins  ance  had  high- command.      [Note 

When  shall  I  see  that  honor'd  land, 
That  winding  stream  I  love  so  dear  } 

Most  wayward  Fortune's  adverse  hand 
Pot  ever— ever  keep  me  here  ? 


M 


TAM    GLEN 


u 


How  lovely,  Nith,  thy  fniitfiil  vales. 

Where  bouoding  hawthorns  gaily  Uoom, 

And  sweetly  spread  thy  sloping  dales, 
Where  lambkins  wanton  thro'  the  broom 
The'  wandering  now  must  be  my  doom 

Far  from  thy  bonie  banks  and  braes. 
May  there  my  latest  homrs  consume 

Amang  my  friends  of  early  days ! 


TAM    GLEN 


litter 


My  heart  is  a-breaking,  dear  tittie. 
Some  counsel  unto  me  come  len'. 

To  anger  them  a'  is  a  pity. 

But  what  will  I  do  wi'  Tam  Glen  ? 


II 


luch;  fine 

poverty; 

ihift 


most  not 


in 
money 


I  'm  thinking,  wi'  sic  a  braw  fellow 
In  poortith  I  might  mak  a  fen'. 

What  care  I  in  riches  to  wallow, 
If  I  mauna  marry  Tam  Glen  ^ 


III 


There 's  Lowrie  the  laird  o'  Dumeller  : 
*  Guid  day  to  you,'  brute  !  he  comes  ben 

He  brags  and  he  blaws  o'  his  siller. 

But  when  will  he  dance  like  Tam  Glen  i 


TAM    GLEN 


S6 


IV 


Mj  minnie  does  constantly  cleave  me. 
And  bids  me  beware  o'  young  men. 

They  flatter,  she  says,  to  deceive  me — 
But  wha  can  think  sae  o'  Tam  Glen  ? 


motheri 


My  daddie  says,  gin  I  '11  forsake  him. 
He  'd  gie  me  guid  hunder  marks  ten* 

But  if  it 's  ordain'd  I  maun  take  him, 
O,  wha  will  I  get  but  Tam  Glen  ? 


if 


VI 


Yestreen  at  the  valentines'  dealing. 
My  heart  to  my  mou  gied  a  sten. 

For  thrice  I  drew  ane  without  failing. 
And  thrice  it  was  written  '  Tam  Glen ' ! 


Luc  night 
roooth; 


VII 


The  last  Halloween  I  was  waukin 
My  droukit  sark-sleeve,  as  ye  ken — 

His  likeness  came  up  the  house  staukin. 
And  the  very  grey  breeks  o'  Tam  Glen  ! 


[NotM] 
wetted  shift 
italkinc 


VIII 


Come,  counsel,  dear  tittie,  don't  tarry  ! 

I  '11  gie  ye  my  bonie  black  hen, 
Gif  ye  will  advise  me  to  marry 

The  lad  I  lo'e  dearly,  Tam  Glen. 


16  CRAIOIEBUBN    WOOD 


CRAI6IEBURN    WOOD 

Ckorut 

Beyond  thee^  de&rie^  beyond  thee,  dearie 
And  0|  to  be  lying  beyond  thee ! 

O,  sweetly,  soundly,  weel  may  he  sleep 
That 's  laid  in  the  bed  beyond  thee ! 


Sweet  closes  the  ev'ning  on  Craigiebum  W 
And  blythely  awaukens  the  morrow  ; 

But  the  pride  o'  the  spring  on  the  Craig 
Wood 
Can  yield  me  naught  but  sorrow. 

II 

I  see  the  spreading  leaves  and  flowers^ 

I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing ; 
But  pleasure  they  hae  nane  for  me. 

While  care  my  heart  is  wringing. 

Ill 

I  can  na  tell,  I  maun  na  tell, 

I  daur  na  for  your  anger ; 
But  secret  love  will  break  my  heart. 

If  I  conceal  it  langer. 


CRAIGIEBURN     WOOD  87 


IV 


I  see  thee  graceful  straight,  and  tall, 
I  see  thee  sweet  and  bonie ; 

But  0,  what  will  my  torment  be. 
If  thou  refuse  thy  Johnie ! 


1*0  see  thee  in  another's  arms 

In  love  to  lie  and  languish, 
*Twtd  be  my  dead,  that  will  be  seen — 

My  heart  wad  burst  wi'  anguish  ! 

VI 

But,  Jeanie,  say  thou  wilt  be  mine, 

Say  thou  lo'es  nane  before  me, 
And  a'  my  days  o'  life  to  come 

1  'U  gratefully  adore  thee. 

Chonu 

Beyond  thee,  dearie,  beyond  thee,  dearie. 
And  O,  to  be  lying  beyond  thee  ! 

0,  sweetly,  soundly,  weel  may  he  sleep 
That 's  laid  in  the  bed  beyond  thee ! 


88    O   JOHN,   COME   KISS    ME   NO^ 


FRAE  THE  FRIENDS  AND  LAND  I  ] 

I 
Frae  the  friends  and  land  I  love 
r«iaiti««  Driv'n  by  Fortane't  fellj  spite, 

Frae  my  best  belov'd  I  rove. 
Never  mair  to  taste  delight ! 
most  Never  mair  mami  hope  to  find 

Ease  frae  toil,  relief  frae  care. 
When  remembrance  wracks  the  mind. 
Pleasures  but  unveil  despair. 

II 
gloomy  Brightest  climes  shall  mirk  appear, 

«v«ry  Desert  ilka  blooming  shore. 

Till  the  Fates,  nae  mair  severe. 

Friendship,  love,  and  peace  restore 
Till  Revenge  wi'  laurell'd  head 
Bring  our  banish'd  hame  again, 
«Ach  And  ilk  loyal,  bonie  lad 

Cross  the  seas,  and  win  his  ain  ! 


O    JOHN,    COME    KISS    ME    N( 

Chorus 
O  John,  come  kiss  me  now,  now,  now 
O  John,  my  love,  come  kiss  me  now ! 

O  John,  come  kiss  me  by  and  by. 
For  weel  ye  ken  the  way  to  woo ! 


COCK    UP    YOUR    BEAVER       89 


0,  SOME  will  court  and  compliment. 
And  ither  some  will  kiss  and  daut ; 

But  I  will  mak  o'  my  guidman, 
Ikly  ain  gtiidman — it  is  nae  faut ! 


II 


^^  some  wiU  court  and  compliment, 
-And  ither  some  will  prie  their  mou', 

'^^x^d  some  will  hause  in  ither' s  arms. 
And  that 's  the  way  I  like  to  do ! 

Chorus 

0  John,  come  kiss  me  now,  now,  now ! 
0  John,  my  love,  come  kiss  me  now ! 

0  John,  come  kiss  me  by  and  by, 
For  weel  ye  ken  the  way  to  woo  ! 


COCK    UP    YOUR    BEAVER 


*^HEii  fiitt  my  brave  Johnie  lad  came  to  this  town, 
He  had  a  bine  bonnet  that  wanted  the  crown, 
^Qt  now  he  has  gotten  a  hat  and  a  feather — 
Hej,  brive  Johnie  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver ! 


90    MY    TOCHER'S    THE    JEWEL 


11 


spmce 


Cock  up  your  beaver,  and  cock  it  fu'  sprush  ! 
We  '11  over  the  border  and  gie  them  a  brush : 
There 's  somebody  there  we  '11    teach    better  be- 
haviour— 
Hey>  brave  Johnie  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver ! 


dowry's 


MY    TOCHER'S    THE    JEWEL 


WWlOii 


finely 


hoacy 
much; 


O,  MEiKLE  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  beauty. 
And  meikle  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  kin ; 

But  little  thinks  my  luve  I  ken  brawlie 
My  tocher's  the  jewel  has  charms  for  him. 

It's  a'  for  the  apple  he'll  nourish  the  tree. 

It's  a'  for  the  hiney  he'll  cherish  the  bee  ! 
My  laddie 's  sae  meikle  in  luve  wi'  the  siller. 

He  canna  hae  luve  to  spare  for  me  ! 


11 


hansel- 


if 


timber 


Your  proffer  o'  luve 's  an  airle-penny. 

My  tocher 's  the  bargain  ye  wad  buy ; 
But  an  ye  be  crafty,  I  am  cunnin, 

Sae  ye  wi'  anither  your  fortune  may  try. 
Ye  're  like  to  the  timmer  o'  yon  rotten  wood. 

Ye  're  like  to  the  bark  o'  yon  rotten  tree : 
Ye  '11  slip  frae  me  like  a  knotless  thread, 

An'  ye '11  crack  ye're  credit  wi'  mair  nor  me! 


GUIDWIFE,    COUNT    THE    LAWIN    91 


GUIDWIFE,    COUNT    THE    LAWIN      ^, 

Chorus 

Then,  guidwife,  count  the  lawin, 

The  lawin,  the  lawin  ! 
Then,  guidwife,  count  the  lawin. 

And  bring  a  coggie  mair  !  [' 


Gane  is  the  day,  and  mirk 's  the  night,  G 

But  we  '11  ne'er  stray  for  faut  o'  light,  « 

For  ale  and  brandy  's  stars  and  moon. 
And  blude-red  wine 's  the  risin  sun. 


II 


III 


There 's  wealth  and  ease  for  gentlemen,  si 

And  semple  folk  maun  fecht  and  feu' ;  (i 

But  here  we  're  a*  in  ae  accord,  ^^ 

For  ilka  man  that 's  drunk's  a  lord.  c 


SI 


My  coggie  is  a  haly  pool, 

That  heals  the  wounds  o'  care  and  dool,  s< 

And  Pleasure  is  a  wanton  trout : 

An  ye  drink  it  a',  ye  '11  find  him  out !  i 


98    THERE'LL    NEVER    BE    PEAC 

Chorus 

Then,  guidwife,  count  the  Uwin, 
The  lawin,  the  lawin ! 

Then,  guidwife,  count  the  Uwin, 

And  bring  a  coggie  mair ! 


THERE'LL     NEVER     BE    PEACE    T] 
JAMIE    COMES    HAME 


By  yon  castle  wa'  at  the  close  of  the  day, 
I  heard  a  man  sing,  tho'  his  head  it  was  grey. 
And  as  he  was  singing,  the  tears  doon  came : — 
'  There  '11  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hamc 


II 


'  The  Church  is  in  ruins,  the  State  is  in  jars. 
Delusions,  oppressions,  and  murderous  wars. 
We  dare  na  weel  say 't,  but  we  ken  wha  's  to  blan 
There  '11  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame 


III 


'  My  seven  braw  sons  for  Jamie  drew  sword, 
h  But  now  I  greet  round  their  green  beds  in  the  ye 
It  brak  the  sweet  heart  o'  my  faithfu'  auld  dam 
There  '11  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame 


WHAT   CAN     A     YOUNG     LASSIE    93 


IV 

'Now  life  is  a  burden  that  bows  me  down, 

cl 


Sin  I  tint  my  bairns^  and  he  tint  his  crown ;  ^' 


But  till  my  last  moments  my  words  are  the  same — 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame  ! ' 


WHAT   CAN    A    YOUNG    LASSIE 


What  can  a  young  lassie, 
What  shall  a  young  lassie, 
What  can  a  young  lassie 

Do  wi'  an  auld  man  ? 
Bad  luck  on  the  penny 
That  tempted  my  minnie  ^' 

To  sell  her  puir  Jenny 

For  siller  an*  Ian' !  m. 

II 

He's  always  compleenin 

Frae  momin  to  eenin  ; 

He  hoasts  and  he  hirples  ^^ 

The  weary  day  lang ; 
He 's  doylt  and  he 's  dozin  ; 
His  blude  it  is  frozen — 
0,  dreary's  the  night 

Wi'  a  crazy  auld  man  ! 


sti 
to 


lONIE  LAD  THAT'S  FAR  AWA 

m 

He  hums  md  he  lumken. 
He  frets  and  he  cmken, 
I  nerer  can  please  him 

Do  a'  that  I  ean. 
He 's  peevish  an'  jealous 
Of  a'  the  young  fellows — 
O9  dool  on  the  day 

I  met  wi'  an  auld  man  t 

nr 

My  auld  auntie  Katie 
Upon  me  taks  pity, 
I  '11  do  my  endeavour 

To  follow  her  plan : 
I  '11  cross  him  an'  wrack  him 
Until  I  heartbreak  him. 
And  then  his  auld  brass 

Will  buy  me  a  new  pan. 


NIE  LAD  THAT«  FAR  AWA 


>w  can  I  be  blythe  and  glad, 
how  can  I  gang  brisk  and  braw, 
n  the  bonie  lad  that  I  lo'e  best 
o'er  the  hills  and  far  awa  ? 


re  BONIE  LAD   THAT'S  FAR   AWA    95 


II 


It's  no  the  frosty  winter  wind, 
It's  no  the  driving  drift  and  snaw  ; 

But  ay  the  tear  comes  in  my  e'e 
To  think  on  him  that 's  far 


III 


%  £ither  pat  me  frae  his  door, 
My  friends  they  hae  disown' d  me  a' ; 

But  I  hae  ane  will  tak  my  part — 
The  honie  lad  that 's  far  awa. 

IV 

^  pair  o'  glooves  he  bought  to  me. 
And  silken  snoods  he  gae  me  twa, 

And  I  will  wear  them  for  his  sake, 
The  bonie  lad  that 's  far  awa. 


^  weary  Winter  soon  will  pass. 
And  Spring  will  deed  the  birken  shaw. 

And  my  sweet  babie  will  be  born, 
And  he  '11  be  hame  that 's  far  awa  \ 
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I   DO   CONFESS   THOU   ART    SAE    FAIR 

I  DO  confess  tbou  art  sae  fair, 

I  wad  been  o'er  the  lugs  ia  luve. 
Had  I  oa  found  the  slightest  prayer 

That  hps  could  speak  thy  heart  could  muve. 
I  do  confess  tbee  sweet,  but  find 

Thou  art  so  thriftless  o'  thy  sweets, 
,  Thy  favours  are  the  silly  wind 

That  kisses  ilka  thing  it  meets. 


See  yonder  rosebud  rich  in  dew, 

Aniang  its  native  hrien  sae  coy. 
How  sune  it  tines  its  scent  and  hue. 

When  pu'd  and  worn  a  common  toy  I 
Sic  fate  ere  lang  shall  thee  betide, 

Tho'  thou  may  gaily  bloom  awhile. 
And  sune  thou  shalt  be  thrown  aside, 

Like  onie  common  weed,  an'  vile. 


SENSIBILITY    HOW    CHARMING 


ScNsiBiLrrv  how  charming. 

Thou,  my  friend,  can'st  truly  tell ! 
But  Distress  with  horrors  arming 

Thou  alas  I  hast  known  too  well ! 
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II 


Fiirest  flower^  behold  the  lily 
Blooming  in  the  sunny  ray  : 

Let  the  blast  sweep  o'er  the  valley^ 
See  it  prostrate  in  the  clay. 

Ill 

Hear  the  woodlark  charm  the  forest. 
Telling  o'er  his  little  joys ; 

But  alas !  a  prey  the  surest 
To  each  pirate  of  the  skies ! 

IV 

Dearly  bought  the  hidden  treasure 
Finer  feelings  can  bestow  : 

Chords  that  vibrate  sweetest  pleasure 
Thrill  the  deepest  notes  of  woe. 


YON  WILD    MOSSY    MOUNTAINS 


ION  wild  mossy  mountains  sae  lofty  and  wide, 
That  nurse  in  their  bosom  the  youth  o'  the  Clyde, 
*^Qerethe  grouse  lead  their  coveys  thro*  the  heather 

to  feed, 
^d  the  shepherd  tents  his  flock  as  he  pipes  on  his 
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II 


Not  Cowrie's  rieh  vaUey  nor  Forth's  sminj  tl 
To  me  hae  the  charms  o'  yon  wild,  mony  mo 
For  there^  by  a  lanely,  teqaetteiM  stream. 
Resides  a  sweet  lassie,  my  thought  and  my  d 


III 

Amang   thae   wild   mountains   shall  still   b 

path. 
Ilk  stream  foaming  down  its  ain  green,  n 

strath  ; 
For  there  wi'  my  lassie  the  lang  day  I  rove. 
While  o'er  us  unheeded  file  the  swift  hours  o 

IV 

She  is  not  the  fairest,  altho'  she  is  fair ; 
0'  nice  education  but  sma'  is  her  share  ; 
Her  parentage  humble  as  humble  can  be ; 
But  I  lo'e  the  dear  lassie  because  she  lo'es  nu 


To    Beauty  what    man    but  maun  yield  h 

prize. 
In  her  armour  of  glances,  and  blushes,  and  8i| 
And  when  Wit  and   Refinement  hae  polish 

darts, 
They  dazzle  our  een,  as  they  flie  to  our  hearfa 
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VI 

Bflt  kindness,  sweet  kindness,  in  the  fond-sparkling 

c'e 
Uis  lostre  outshining  the  diamond  to  me, 
And  the  heart  beating  love  as  I  'm  clasp'd  in  her 

anns, 
0>  these  are  my  lassie's  all-conquering  charms  ! 


I  HAE   BEEN    AT    CROOKIEDEN 


I  HAE  been  at  Crookieden — 

My  bonie  Uddie,  Highland  laddie  ! 
Viewing  Willie  and  his  men — 

My  bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie  ! 
There  our  foes  that  burnt  and  slew — 

My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie  ! 
There  at  last  they  gat  their  due — 

My  bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie  ! 

II 

Sttin  rits  in  his  black  neuk — 
My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie ! 

Breaking  sticks  to  roast  the  Duke — 
My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie  ! 
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The  bloody  monster  gme  a  yell — 
My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie  ! 

And  loud  the  laugh  gaed  round  a'  Hell — 
My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie  ! 


rr  IS  NA,  JEAN,  THY  BONIE  FACE 


t  It  if  na,  Jean,  thy  bonie  face 

Nor  shape  that  I  admire, 
Altho'  thy  beauty  and  thy  grace 
Might  weel  awauk  desire, 
ery  Something  in  ilka  part  o'  thee 

To  praise,  to  love,  I  find  ; 
But,  dear  as  is  thy  form  to  me. 
Still  dearer  is  thy  mind. 

n 

Nae  mair  ungen'rous  wish  I  hae, 

Nor  stronger  in  my  breast, 
Than,  if  I  canna  mak  thee  sae. 

At  least  to  see  thee  blest  : 
Content  am  I,  if  Heaven  shall  give 

But  happiness  to  thee. 
And,  as  wi'  thee  1  wish  to  live. 

For  thee  I  'd  bear  to  dee. 


MY     EPPIE    MACNAB 


MY     EPPIE    MACNAB 


0,  SAW  je  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab  P 
0,  saw  jc  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab  ? 

'She 's down  in  the  yard,  she 's  kissin  th 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  ain  Jock  Rafc 


II 


0^  come  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  Macna 

0,  come  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  Macna] 

Whatever  thou  has  done,  be  it  late,  be  it 

Thoa  's  welcome  again  to  thy  ain  Jock  Ral 


III 


^^t  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macm 

What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macni 

'She  lets  thee  to  wit  that  she  has  thee  f 

And  for  ever  disowns  thee,  her  ain  Jock  R 


IV 


0,  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  Macna 

0,  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  Macna 

^  light  as  the  air  and  as  fause  as  thou ': 

^^'8  broken  the  heart  o'  thy  ain  Jock  B 


IM    WHA  IS  THAT  AT  MY  BOWER  £ 


WHA  IS  THAT  AT  MY  BOWEE  I 


'  Wha  is  that  at  my  bower  door  ? ' 
<  O,  wha  is  it  but  Findlay !' 
^  thaU  ^r  '  Then  gae  your  gate,  ye  'se  nae  be  hei 

most  '  Indeed  maun  I ! '  quo'  Findlay. 

do  '  What  mak  ye,  sae  like  a  thief? ' 

'  O,  come  and  see  1 '  quo'  Findlay. 
'  Before  the  mom  ye  '11  work  mischief! 
'  Indeed  will  I ! '  quo'  Findlay. 


If 


II 


'  Gif  I  rise  and  let  you  in ' — 

'  Let  me  in  ! '  quo*  Findlay — 
»^'^«  '  Ye  '11  keep  me  wauken  wi'  your  din  ? 

'  Indeed  will  I ! '  quo'  Findlay. 
'  In  my  bower  if  ye  should  stay ' — 

'  Let  me  stay  ! '  quo'  Findlay — 
'  I  fear  ye  '11  bide  tUl  break  o'  day  ? ' 

'  Indeed  will  I ! '  quo'  Findlay. 


Ill 


'  Here  this  night  if  ye  remain  '-^ 
'  I  'U  remain  ! '  quo'  Findlay — 

'I  dread  ye '11  leam  the  gate  again?' 
'  Indeed  will  I ! '  quo'  Findlay. 
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'What  may  pass  within  this  bower' 

('Let  it  pass  ! '  quo'  Findlay  !  J 
'Ye maun  conceal  till  your  last  hour' — 

'  Indeed  will  I ! '  quo*  Findlay. 


BONIE     WEE      THING 

Chorus 

Bonie  wee  things  cannie  wee  things 
Lovely  wee  thing,  wert  thou  mine, 

I  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bosom 
Lest  my  jewel  it  should  tine. 


^IBHFULLY  I  look  and  languish 
In  that  bonie  face  o  thine, 

And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi'  anguish. 
Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 


II 


Wit  and  Gnce  and  Love  and  Beauty 
In  ae  oonstellation  shine  1 

To  adore  thee  is  my  duty, 
GoddeiB  o'  this  soul  o'  mine ! 


104 


THE    TITHER    MORN 


Chorus 

Bonie  wee  thing,  cannie  wee  thing, 
Lovely  wee  thing,  wert  thou  mine 

I  wftd  wear  thee  in  my  bosom 
Lest  my  jewel  it  should  tine. 


ochcr 


THE    TITHER     MORN 


oak 

sweetheart 

by  the 
darkening 

trim ;  leapt  ; 
ridge 

pettingly 
neverthelcM 


The  tither  mom,  when  I  forlorn 

Aneath  an  aik  sat  moaning, 
I  did  na  trow  I  'd  see  my  jo 

Beside  me  gin  the  gloaming. 
But  he  sae  trig  lap  o'er  the  rig, 

And  dawtingly  did  cheer  me. 
When  I,  what  reck,  did  least  ezpeck 

To  see  my  lad  sae  near  me  ! 


aside 

spnice 

wot;  fondness 
wept 


early 


a  little  ago 


II 

His  bonnet  he  a  thought  ajee 

G>ck'd  spunk  when  first  he  clasp'd  n 
And  I,  I  wat,  w'l  fainness  grat. 

While  in  his  grips  he  press'd  me. 
'  Deil  tak  the  war  ! '  I  late  and  air 

Hae  wish'd  since  Jock  departed ; 
But  now  as  glad  I  'm  wi'  my  lad 

As  short  syne  broken-hearted. 
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III 


Fu'  aft  at  e'en,  wi'  dancing  keen,  f* 

When  a'  were  bljrthe  and  merry, 
I  car'd  na  by,  sae  sad  was  I  a^ 

In  absence  o'  my  deary. 
^Qt  praise  be  blest !  my  mind 's  at  rest, 

I  m  happy  wi'  my  Johnie  ! 
^t kirk  and  fair,  I'se  ay  be  there,  i ' 

And  be  as  canty 's  onie.  jo 


AE    FOND    KISS 


Ac  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever  ! 
Ae  farewell,  and  then  forever  ! 
Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  I  '11  pledge  thee, 
Waning  sighs  and  groans  I  '11  wage  thee. 
Who  shall  say  that  Fortune  grieves  him, 
While  the  star  of  hope  she  leaves  him  ? 
Me,  Bae  cheerfu'  twinkle  lights  me, 
BariL  despair  around  benights  me. 


H 


I  'U  ne'er  blame  my  partial  fancy 
Naething  could  resist  my  Nancy ! 
But  to  see  her  was  to  love  her, 
Love  but  her,  and  love  for  ever. 


LOVELY     DAVIES 

Had  we  never  lov'd  sae  kindly. 
Had  we  never  lov'd  sae  blindly. 
Never  met— or  never  parted — 
We  had  ne'er  been  broken-hearted. 


ui 

Fare-thee-weel,  thou  first  and  fairest ! 
Fare-thee-weel,  thou  best  and  dearest ! 
Thine  be  ilka  joy  and  treasure, 
Peace,  Enjoyment,  Love  and  Pleasure ! 
Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever ! 
Ae  farewell,  alas,  for  ever ! 
Deep  in  heart- wrung  tears  I  '11  pledge  thee, 
Warring  sighs  and  groans  I  '11  wage  thee. 


LOVELY     DAVIES 


O,  HOW  shall  I,  unskilfii',  try 

The  Poet's  occupation  ? 
The  tunefu'  Powers,  in  happy  hours 

That  whisper  inspiration. 
Even  they  maun  dare  an  effort  mair 

Than  aught  they  ever  gave  us. 
Ere  they  rehearse  in  equal  verse 

The  charms  o'  lovely  Davies. 
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II 


Each  eye^  it  cheers,  when  she  appears. 

Like  Phoebus  in  the  mornings 
When  past  the  shower,  and  every  flower 

The  garden  is  adorning  ! 
As  the  wretch  looks  o'er  Siberia's  shore, 

When  winter-bound  the  wave  is, 
Sae  droops  our  heart,  when  we  maun  part 

Frae  charming^  lovely  Davies. 

Ill 

Her  smile 's  a  gift  frae  'boon  the  lift,  ll 

That  maks  us  mair  than  princes. 
A  sceptred  hand,  a  king's  command. 

Is  in  her  darting  glances. 
The  man  in  arms  'gainst  female  charms, 

Even  he  her  willing  slave  is  : 
He  hugs  his  chain,  and  owns  the  reign 

Of  conquering  lovely  Davies. 

IV 

My  Muse  to  dream  of  such  a  theme 

Her  feeble  powers  surrenders ; 
The  eagle's  gaze  alone  surveys 

The  sun's  meridian  splendours. 
I  wad  in  vain  essay  the  strain — 

The  deed  too  daring  brave  is  ! 
I  '11  dxmp  the  lyre,  and^  mute,  admire  d 

The  charma  o'  lovely  Davies. 


108    THE    WEARY     FUND    O'    T 


pound;  y«n       THE     WEARY     FUND    O'     TO 


Chorus 


The  weary  pund^  the  weary  pund. 
The  weary  pund  o*  tow ! 

I  think  my  wife  will  end  her  life 
Before  she  spin  her  tow. 


■tone ;  fUx 


one  poor 


I  BOUGHT  my  wife  a  stane  o'  lint 
As  g^id  as  e'er  did  grow, 

And  a'  that  she  has  made  o'  that 
Is  ae  puir  pund  o'  tow. 


II 


hole  in  the 
wall 

At  the  back 
of  the  fire- 
place 

other  suck 
wet  the  dusty 


There  sat  a  bottle  in  a  bole 
Beyont  the  ingle  low  ; 

And  ay  she  took  the  tither  souk 
To  drouk  the  stourie  tow. 


Ill 


biinch 
distaff 
pate 


Quoth  I : — '  For  shame,  ye  dirty  danu 
Gae  spin  your  tap  o'  tow ! ' 

She  took  the  rock^  and  wi'  a  knock 
She  brake  it  o'er  my  pow. 
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IV 


At  last  her  feet — I  sang  to  see't ! — 
Gaed  foremost  o'er  the  knowe. 

And  or  I  wad  anither  jad^ 
I'll  wallop  in  a  tow. 

Chonu 

The  weary  pund,  the  weary  pund, 
The  weary  pund  o'  tow ! 

I  think  my  wife  will  end  her  life 
Before  she  spin  her  tow. 


I  HAE   A    WIFE    (y  MY   AIN 


I  HAE  a  wife  o'  my  ain, 
I  '11  partake  wi'  naebody  : 

I  '11  take  cuckold  frae  nane, 
I  '11  gie  cuckold  to  naebody. 


II 


I  hae  a  penny  to  spend. 
There — thanks  to  naebody ! 

I  hae  naething  to  lend, 
I  '11  borrow  frae  naebody. 


blows 
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III 


I  am  naebody's  lord, 
I  '11  be  slave  to  naebodjr. 

I  hae  a  guid  braid  sword, 
I  '11  tak  dants  fnie  nadbody. 


[Notes] 


IV 


I  '11  be  merrj  and  free, 
I  '11  be  sad  for  naebody. 

Naebody  cares  for  me, 
I  care  for  naebody. 


into  the 
pariour ; 
cmtseyed 


WHEN  SHE  CAM  BEN,   SHE  BOBS 


then;  mtall 


O,  WHEN  she  cam  ben,  she  bobbed  fii'  law 
O,  when  she  cam  ben,  she  bobbdd  fu'  law 
And  when  she  cam'  ben,  she  kiss'd  Cockpenj 
And  syne  she  deny'd  she  did  it  at  a' ! 


II 


And  was  na  Cockpen  right  saucy  witha'  ? 
And  was  na  Cockpen  right  saucy  witha', 
In  leaving  the  dochter  o'  a  lord, 
And  kissin  a  collier  lassie  an'  a'  ? 
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in 


O^  never  look  down^  my  lassie^  at  a' ! 
O,  never  look  down,  my  lassie,  at  a'  I 
Thj  lips  are  as  sweet,  and  thy  figure  complete. 
As  the  finest  dame  in  castle  or  ha\ 


IV 


'Tho'  thott  hast  nae  silk,  and  hoUand  sae  sma'^ 
Tho'  thou  hast  nae  silk,  and  hoUand  sae  sma', 
Thy  coat  and  thy  sark  are  thy  ain  handywark. 
And  Lady  Jean  was  never  sae  braw/ 


fine 


shift 


0,  FOR  ANE-AND-TWENTY,  TAM     on- 


Chorus 

An'  O,  for  ane-and-twenty,  Tam ! 

And  hey,  sweet  ane-and-twenty,  Tam  f 
I  '11  leam  my  kin  a  rattlin  sang 

An  I  saw  ane-and-twenty,  Tam. 


If 


Tionr  snool  me  sair,  and  haud  me  down. 
And  gar  me  look  like  bluntie,  Tam ; 

But  three  short  years  will  soon  wheel  roun'- 
And  then  comes  ane-and-twenty,  Tam  ! 


snob;  aore; 
keep 

nuke ;  a 
stupid 


lis    O,  KENMURE'S  ON  AND  AWA,  W] 

II 

haodfai  of  A  gleib  o'  Ian',  a  daut  o'  gear 

Was  left  me  by  my  auntie.  Tarn. 

Of ;  uk  At  kith  or  kin  I  needna  spier. 

An  I  saw  ane-and-twenty,  Tam. 

ni 

dolt  They  '11  hae  me  wed  a  wealthy  eoof, 

Tho'  I  myiel  hae  plenty,  Tam ; 

palm  But  hear* St  them,  laddie — ^there  't  my  1<m 

I  'm  thine  at  ane-and-twenty,  Tam  ! 

Chorus 

An*  O,  foi*  ane-and-twenty,  Tam  ! 

And  hey,  sweet  ane-and-twenty,  Ta 
I  '11  learn  my  kin  a  rattlin  sang 

An  I  saw  ane-and-twenty,  Tam. 


O,  KENMURE^  ON  AND  AWA,  Wl 


O,  Kenmure  's  on  and  awa,  Willie, 
O,  Kenmure 's  on  and  awa ! 

An'  Kenmure's  lord 's  the  bravest  lord 
That  ever  Galloway  saw ! 
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II 

Success  to  Kenmure's  band,  Willie, 

Success  to  Kemnure's  band  ! 
There 's  no  a  heart  that  fears  a  Whig 

That  rides  by  Kenmure's  hand. 

Ill 

Here 's  Kenmure's  health  in  wine,  Willie, 
Here 's  Kenmure's  health  in  wine  ! 

There  ne'er  was  a  coward  o'  Kenmure's  blude. 
Nor  yet  o'  Gordon's  line. 

rv 

O,  Kenmure's  lads  are  men,  Willie, 

0,  Kenmure's  lads  are  men  ! 
Their  hearts  and  swords  are  metal  true. 

And  that  their  faes  shall  ken. 


They  'U  live  or  die  wi'  fame,  Willie, 
They  '11  live  or  die  wi'  fame  ! 

But  soon  wi'  sounding  Victorie 
May  Kenmure's  lord  come  hame  ! 

VI 

Here's  him  that's  far  awa,  Willie, 
Here 's  him  that 's  far  awa ! 

^  here's  the  flower  that  I  lo'e  best- 
The  rose  that 's  like  the  snaw  ! 
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O,  LEEZE  ME  ON  MY  SPINNIN-WH] 


dtttaff 

top  to  toe ; 

cloches; 

ooofortably 

wraps ;  well 
place 

low  , 


O,  LKEZE  me  on  tay  spinnin-wheel ! 
And  leeze  me  on  my  rock  and  reel, 
Frae  tap  to  tae  that  deeds  me  bien. 
And  haps  me  fiel  and  warm  at  e'en  ! 
I  '11  set  me  down,  and  sing  and  spin. 
While  laigh  descends  the  summer  sun. 
Blest  wi'  content,  and  milk  and  meal — 
O,  leeze  me  on  my  spinnin-wheel ! 


II 


either; 
brooklets 

birch 


cool 

glances: 
uielter 


On  ilka  hand  the  bumies  trot. 
And  meet  below  my  theekit  cot. 
The  scented  birk  and  hawthorn  white 
Across  the  pool  their  arms  unite. 
Alike  to  screen  the  birdie's  nest 
And  little  fishes'  caller  rest. 
The  sun  blinks  kindly  in  the  biel. 
Where  blythe  I  turn  my  qpinnin-wheel. 


Ill 


oaks 

doleful 

linnets ; 
slopes 

each  other's 


On  lofty  aiks  the  cushats 
And  Echo  cons  the  doolfu'  tale. 
The  lintwhites  in  the  hazel  brmes. 
Delighted,  rival  ither's  lays. 


MY    COLLIES    LADDIE 

The  craik  amang  the  claver  hay, 
The  paitrick  whirrin  o'er  the  ley, 
The  swallow  jinkin  round  my  shiel, 
Amuse  me  at  my  spinnin-wheel. 

IV 

^i'  sma  to  sell  and  less  to  buy, 
Aboon  distress,  below  envy, 
O,  wha  wad  leave  this  humble  state 
Por  a'  the  pride  of  a'  the  great  ? 
Amid  their  flaring,  idle  toys. 
Amid  their  cumbrous,  dinsome  joys. 
Can  they  the  peace  and  pleasure  feel 
Of  Bessy  at  her  spinnin-wheel  ? 
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corncnuk 
clover 

partridge 
meadow 

darting; 
cottage 


little 
Above 


noisy 


MY    COLLIER    LADDIE 


*  O,  WHAKE  live  ye,  my  bonie  lass. 
And  tell  me  how  they  ca'  ye  ? ' 

*  My  name/  she  says,  *  is  Mistress  Jean, 
And  I  follow  the  collier  laddie.' 


call 


II 


'^1  see  you  not  yon  hills  and  dales 
"Hie  sun  shines  on  sae  brawlie  ? 

^ey  a'  are  mine,  and  they  shall  be  thine, 
^in  ye  '11  leave  your  collier  laddie  ! 


finely 


If 
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MY    COLLIER    LADDIE 


in 


'  An'  ye  shall  gang  in  gay  attire^ 

Weel  buskit  up  sae  gaudy. 
And  ane  to  wait  on  every  liand. 

Gin  ye  '11  leave  your  collier  laddie ! ' 


IV 


*  Tho'  ye  had  a'  the  sun  shines  on. 
And  the  earth  conceals  sae  lowly, 

1  wad  turn  my  back  on  you  and  it  a'. 
And  embrace  my  collier  laddie. 


'  I  can  win  my  five  pennies  in  a  day, 
An'  spend  it  at  night  fu'  brawlie. 

And  make  my  bed  in  the  collier's  neuk 
And  lie  down  wi'  my  collier  laddie. 


VI 


'  Loove  for  loove  is  the  bargain  for  me, 
Tho'  the  wee  cot-house  should  baud  me^ 

And  the  warld  before  me  to  win  my  bread 
And  fair  fa'  my  collier  laddie  ! ' 
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MTHSDALE'S    WELCOME    HAME 

1 
The  noble  Maxwells  and  their  powers 

Are  coming  o'er  the  border ; 
And  they  '11  gae  big  Terreagles'  towers,  go  boUd 

And  set  them  a'  in  order ; 
And  they  declare  Terreagles  fair, 

For  their  abode  they  choose  it  : 
There 's  no  a  heart  in  a'  the  land 

But 's  lighter  at  the  news  o't ! 

II 
Tho'  stars  in  skies  may  disappear, 

And  angry  tempests  gather, 
The  happy  hour  may  soon  be  near 

That  brings  us  pleasant  weather ; 
The  weary  night  o'  care  and  grief 

May  hae  a  jo)rfu'  morrow  ; 
So  dawning  day  has  brought  relief — 

Fareweel  our  night  o'  sorrow ! 

^  SIMMER,  WHEN  THE  HAY  WAS  MA WN 

I 
In  simmer,  when  the  hay  was  mawn 

And  com  wav'd  green  in  ilka  field,  every 

^c  daver  blooms  white  o'er  the  ley,  ^J^ 

And  roses  blaw  in  ilka  bield,  theiured 

'  spot 
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abed 


dd 


Blythe  Bessie  in  the  milking  shiel 
Says : — '  I  '11  be  wed,  come  o't  what  will 

Out  spake  a  dame  in  wrinkled  eild  : — 
'  O'  guid  advisement  comes  nae  ilL 


II 


many  aooe 


itbly 
chooM 

well-fttocked 
kitchen ; 
parlour 

Full ;  cow- 
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fly 
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full-handed ; 
fighting 

terrible 


'  It 's  ye  liae  wooers  monie  ane. 

And  lassie,  ye  're  but  young,  ye  ken ! 
Then  wait  a  wee,  and  cannie  wale 

A  routhie  butt,  a  routhie  ben. 

There  Johnie  o'  the  Buskie-Glen, 
Fu'  is  his  bam,  fu'  is  his  byre. 

Tak  this  frae  me,  my  bonie  hen : 
It 's  plenty  beets  the  Inver's  fire  ! ' 

III 

'  For  Johnie  o'  the  Buskie-Glen 

I  dinna  care  a  single  flie  : 
He  lo'es  sae  weel  his  craps  and  kye, 

He  has  nae  love  to  spare  for  me. 

But  blythe  's  the  blink  o'  Robie's  e'e. 
And  weel  I  wat  he  lo'es  me  dear : 

Ac  blink  o'  him  I  wad  na  gie 
For  Buskie-Glen  and  a'  his  gear.' 

IV 

'  O  thoughtless  lassie,  life's  a  faught ! 

The  canniest  gate,  the  strife  is  sair. 
But  ay  fa'-han't  is  fechtin  best : 

A  hungry  care 's  an  unco  cars. 


FAIR    ELIZA 
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Bat  some  will  spend,  and  some  will  spare, 
An'  wilfa'  folk  maun  hae  their  will. 

Syne  as  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair. 
Keep  mind  that  ye  maun  drink  the  yill  1 ' 


Th«i 


'  O,  gear  will  buy  me  rigs  o'  land. 

And  gear  will  buy  me  sheep  and  kye ! 
But  the  tender  heart  o'  leesome  loore 

The  gowd  and  siller  canna  buy  ! 

We  may  be  poor,  Robie  and  I ; 
light  is  the  burden  lave  lajri  on ; 

Content  and  loove  brings  peace  and  joy : 
What  mair  hae  Queens  upon  a  throne  ? ' 


ridg«t 


Uwfel 

1^  and 
Hirer 


FAIR     ELIZA 


Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza  ! 
Ae  kind  blink  before  we  part ! 

Rew  on  thy  despairing  lover- 
Canst  thou  break  his  faithfu'  heart  ? 

Turn  again,  thou  fair  Elisa  I 
If  to  love  thy  heart  denies, 

For  pity  hide  the  cruel  sentence 
Under  friendship's  kind  disguise ! 


One;  glsDCc 
Take  pity 
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II 

Thee,  dear  mmid,  hae  I  offended  ? 

The  offence  is  loving  thee. 
Canst  thou  wreck  his  peace  for  ever, 

Wha  for  thine  wad  gladly  die  ? 
While  the  life  beats  in  my  bosom, 

Thou  shalt  mix  in  ilka  throe. 
Turn  again,  thou  lovely  maiden. 
One  Ae  sweet  smile  on  me  bestow  ! 

Ill 

Not  the  bee  upon  the  blossom 
tanny  lu  the  pride  o'  sinny  noon. 

Not  the  little  sporting  fairy 

All  beneath  the  simmer  moon. 
Not  the  Poet  in  the  moment 

Fancy  lightens  in  his  e'e. 
Kens  the  pleasure,  feels  the  rapture. 

That  thy  presence  gies  to  me. 


YE     JACOBITES     BY     NAM] 


Ye  Jacobites  by  name, 

Give  an  ear,  give  an  ear ! 
Ye  Jacobites  by  name. 
Give  an  ear ! 
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Ye  Jacobites  by  name, 
Your  fautes  I  will  proclaim,  fa 

Your  doctrines  I  maun  blame —  ni 

You  shall  hear ! 

II 
What  is  Right,  and  what  is  Wrang, 

By  the  law,  by  the  law  ? 
What  is  Right,  and  what  is  Wrang, 

By  the  law  ? 
What  is  Right,  and  what  is  Wrang  ? 
A  short  sword  and  a  lang, 
A  weak  arm  and  a  Strang 
For  to  draw ! 

Ill 

What  makes  heroic  strife 

Famed  afar,  famed  afar  ? 
What  makes  heroic  strife 

Famed  afar  ? 
What  makes  heroic  strife  ? 
To  whet  th'  assassin's  knife, 
Or  hunt  a  Parent's  life 

Wi'  bluidy  war ! 

IV 

Then  let  your  schemes  alone, 
In  the  State^  in  the  State  ! 
Then  let  your  schemes  alone, 
In  the  SUte ! 


1» 


THE    POSIE 

Then  let  your  tcbemei  alone, 
Adore  the  lishig  nm, 
And  leave  a  man  nndcme 
To  hu  faU ! 


THE     POSIE 


O,  LUVE  will  venture  in  where  it  daur  na  weel  be 

seen ! 
O^  luve  will  venture  in,  where  wisdom  ance  hathi 

been ! 
But  I  will  doun  yon  river  rove  amang  the  wood  sae 

green. 
And  a'  to  pu'  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May  ! 

II 

The  primrose  I  will  pu',  the  firstling  o'  the  year. 
And  I  will  pu'  the  pink,  the  emblem  o'  my  dear. 
For  she 's  the  pink  o  womankind,  and  blooms  with- 
out a  peer — 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May  ! 

Ill 

I'll  pu'  the  budding  rose  when  Phoebus  peeps  in 

view. 
For  it 's  like  a  baumy  kiss  o'  her  sweet,  bonie  mou. 
The  hyacinth's  for  constancy  wi'  its  unchanging  blue — 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May ! 


THE    POSIE 


im 


IV 


The  lily  it  is  pure,  and  the  lily  it  is  fmir. 
And  in  her  lovely  bosom  1 11  place  the  lily  there. 
The  daisy's  for  simplicity  and  miaffected  air — 
And  a'  to  be  a  pcsie  to  my  ain  dear  May  ! 


The  hawthorn  I  will  pa',  wi'  its  locks  o'  siller  gray. 

Where,  like  an  agtd  man,  it  stands  at  break  o'  day ; 

Bat  the  songste/s  nest  within  the  bush  I  winna  tak 

away — 

And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May ! 


wOlooC 


VI 

The  woodbine  1  will  pu'  when  the  e'ening  star  is 

near. 
And  the  diamond  draps  o'  dew  shall  be  her  een  sae 

clear! 
The  violet 's  for  modesty,  which  weel  she  fa*s  to 


And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May ! 

VII 

I  '11  tie  the  posie  roand  wi'  the  silken  band  o'  luve, 
And  I  '11  place  it  in  her  breast,  and  I  '11  swear  by  a' 

above. 
That  to  my  latest  draught  o'  life  the  band  shall 

ne'er  remove. 
And  this  will  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May  I 


«»l»^|H«. 
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THE    BANKS    O'     DOON 


THE     BANKS    O^     DOON 


Yb  banks  and  braes  o'  bonie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fair  ? 
How  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds, 

And  I  sae  weary  fu*  o'  care ! 
Thou  '11  break  my  heart,  thou  warbling  bin 

That  wantons  thro'  the  flowering  thorn  ! 
Thou  minds  me  o'  departed  joys, 

Departed  never  to  return. 


II 


Aft  hae  I  rov'd  by  bonie  Doon 

To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  twine^ 
And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  luve. 

And  fondly  sae  did  I  o'  mine. 
Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 

Fu'  sweet  upon  its  thorny  tree  I 
And  my  fause  luver  staw  my  rose — 

But  ah  !  he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 


WILLIE     WASTLE 
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WILLIE     WASTLE 


Willie  Wastle  dwalt  on  Tweed, 

The  spot  they  ca'd  it  Linkumdoddie. 
Willie  was  a  wabster  guid 

Could  stown  a  clue  wi'  onie  bodie. 
He  had  a  wife  was  dour  and  din, 

0,  Tinkler  Maidgie  was  her  mither ! 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wad  na  gie  a  button  for  her. 


weaver 

havefttoko 

ttabboni ; 
dun 

Tinker 
Such 


II 


She  has  an  e'e  (she  has  but  ane), 

The  cat  has  twa  the  very  colour, 
five  rusty  teeth,  forbye  a  stump, 

A  dapper-tongue  wad  deave  a  miller ; 
A  whiskin  beard  about  her  mou. 

Her  nose  and  chin  they  threaten  ither 
Sic  a  wife  as  WiUie  had, 

I  wad  na  gie  a  button  for  her. 


besides 
deafen 

each  other 


III 


She 's  bow-hough'd,  she 's  hem-shin'd, 
Ae  limpin  leg  a  hand-breed  shorter ; 

She 's  twisted  right,  she 's  twisted  left. 
To  balance  fair  in  ilka  quarter ; 


bandy: 
[Notes] 

one; 'bread 


either 
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She  has  a  hump  opon  her  breast. 
The  twin  o*  that  upon  her  shouther 

Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wad  na  gie  a  button  for  her. 


rv 

>ki  puMM  Auld  baadrans  bj  the  ingle  sits, 
mim  An'  wi'  her  loof  her  face  a-washin ; 

ria  But  Willie's  wife  is  nae  sae  trig, 
npa^Mpi;  g^^  di^ts  her  grunaie  wi'  a  hushion ; 

nScct?***'  ^^  walie  nieves  like  midden-creels, 

oui  Her  face  wad  fyle  the  Logan  Water : 

Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wad  na  gie  a  button  for  her. 


LADY     MARY     ANN 


O^  Lady  Mary  Ann  looks  o'er  the  Castle  wa'j 

She  saw  three  bonie  boys  playing  at  the  ba'. 

The  youngest  he  was  the  flower  amang  them 

My  bonie  laddie's  young,  but  he's  growin  ; 


II 


'  O  father,  O  father,  an  ye  think  it  fit* 
We  '11  send  him  a  year  to  the  college  yet ; 
We  '11  sew  a  green  ribbon  round  about  his  ha 
And  that  will  let  them  ken  he's  to  marry  ; 
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LaJj  Uuy  Ann  was  a  flower  in  the  dew. 
Sweet  wu  its  smell  and  bonie  was  ita  hue, 
And  the  longer  it  blossom'd  the  sweeter  it  grew. 
For  the  Hly  in  the  bud  will  be  bonier  jet 


Young  Charlie  Cochnm  was  the  sprout  of  sn  aik  ; 
Bonie  and  bloomin  and  straucht  was  its  make  ; 
The  sun  took  delight  to  shine  for  its  lakei 
And  it  will  be  the  brag  o'  the  fbrcft  yet. 


The  simmer  is  gane  when  the  IcftTCS  tfaej  were  green. 
And  the  days  are  awa  that  we  hae  seen  ; 
But  far  better  days  I  trust  wiD  come  agMia, 
For  my  bonie  laddie  '<  young,  but  he's  growin  yet 


SUCH  A  PARCEL  OF  ROGUES 
IN  A  NATION 


Fahewxel  to  a'  our  Scottish  fame, 
Fareweel  our  ancient  glory ! 

Fareweel  cv'n  to  the  Scottish  name. 
Sae  famed  in  martial  story  ! 


SUCH    A    PARCEL    OF    ROGU 

Now  Sark  rins  over  Solwaj  sands. 
An'  Tweed  rins  to  the  ocean. 

To     mark     where     England's     province 
stands — 
Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation  ! 

II 

What  force  or  guile  could  not  subdue 

Thro'  many  warlike  ages 
Is  wrought  now  by  a  coward  few 

For  hireling  traitor^s  wages. 
The  English  steel  we  could  disdain^ 

Secure  in  valour's  station ; 
But  English  gold  has  been  our  bane 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  natkNi  I 

III 

O,  would,  or  I  had  seen  the  day 

That  Treason  thus  could  sell  lis. 
My  auld  grey  head  had  lien  in  clay 

Wi'  Bruce  and  loyal  Wallace  ! 
But  pith  and  power,  till  my  last  hour 

I  '11  mak  this  declaration  : — 
'  We  're    bouglit    and    sold    for    Englis 
gold  '— 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation  ! 


^»^xvn//y  J^K  ■  y^,i^/P'.>//ii-m .    U,H,y^^  ■  7,lrA,u/ 
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KELLYBURN    BRAES 


Thirs  lived  a  carl  in  Kellybum  Braes  old 

(Hey  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thjrme !), 
And  he  had  a  wife  was  the  plague  o'  his  days 

(And  the  th3mie  it  is  wither  d,  and  rue  is  in 
prime !). 

u 

Ae  day  as  the  carl  gaed  up  the  lang  glen  One 

(Hey  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme  !), 
He  met  wi*  the  Devil,  says :— •  How  do  you  fen  ? '     JStS^oo 

(And  the  thyme  it   is  wither'd,  and   rue  is  in 
prime !). 

m 

'I've  got  a  bad  wife^  sir,  that's  a'  my  eomplaint 

(Hey  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thjrme  f). 
For,  saving  your  presence,  to  her  ye  *re  a  saint ' 

(And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue   is  in 
prime !). 

nr 

'  It's  neither  your  stot  nor  your  staig  I  shall  crave    ^'  ^^"^^ 

(Hey  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme !), 
'  But  gie  me  your  wife,  man,  for  her  I  must  have' 

(And  the  thyme  it  is  withei'd,  and  rue   is  in 
prime !). 

VOL,  ui.  I 
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'  O  welcome  mott  kindly  I '  the  blythe  carl  said 
(Hey  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi*  thyme  !), 

'  But  if  ye  can  match  her  ye  're  waur  than  ye 're  ca'd ' 
(And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd^  and  rue  is  in 
prime!). 


VI 


The  Devil  has  got  the  auld  wife  on  his  back 
(Hey  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme  !), 

And  like  a  poor  pedlar  he 's  carried  his  pack 
(And  the  thyme  it  is  wither' d,  and   rue  is  in 
prime!). 

VII 

He 's  carried  her  hame  to  his  ain  hallan-door 
(Hey  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme  IX 

Syne  bade  her  gae  in  for  a  bitch  and  a  whore 
(And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in 
prime !). 

VIII 

Then  straight  he  makes  fifty,  the  pick  o'  his  band 
(Hey  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme  !), 

Turn  out  on  her  guard  in  the  clap  o'  a  hand 
(And  the  th3rme  it  is  withered,  and  rue  fs  in 
prime  I). 
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IX 


The  carlin  gaed  thro'  them  like  onie  wod  bear 
(Hey  and  the  me  grows  hbnie  wi'  thyme  !) : 

Whae'er  she  gat  hands  on  cam  ne'er  her  nae  mair 
(And  the  th3rme  it  is   withered,  and  rue  it  in 
prime !). 


bddani;ayul 


A  reekit  wee  deevil  looks  over  the  wa 
(Hey  and  the  me  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme !)  :— 

'  O  help^  maister^  help,  or  she  11  ruin  us  a* ! ' 

(And   the  thyme   it  is  withered,  and   me  is  in 
prime !). 


tmoky  foial] 


XI 

The  Devil  he  swore  by  the  edge  o'  his  knife 
(Hey  and  the  me  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme  1), 

He  pitied  the  man  that  was  tied  to  a  wife 

(And  the   thyme   it  is  wither'd,  and  me  is  in 
prime  !)• 


ZII 

The  Devil  he  swore  by  the  kirk  and  the  bell 
(Hey  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  th3rme !), 

He  was  not  in  wedlock,  thank  Heaven,  but  in  Hell 
(And  the  thyme  it  is  withered,  and  me  is  in 
prime!). 


IJii  I  H  R     <  L  A  \'  R  •  S      L  A  M  E  N  T 

xni 

Then  Satan  has  tcnrell'd  agun  wi'  hk  padL 

(Hej  and  the  rue  giowt  banie  wi'  thyme !), 
And  to  her  anld  husband  he's  eanied  her  back 
(And  the  thjrme  it  is  withered,  and  roe  i^ 
prime !). 

xnr 

'  I  hae  been  a  Devil  the  feck  o'  my  life 

(Hey  and  the  me  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme  !), 

Bat  ne'er  was  in  Hell  till  I  met  wi'  a  wife ' 
(And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd^  and   rue  is 
prime !). 


THE     SLAVEYS     LAMENT 


It  was  in  sweet  Senegal 
That  my  foes  did  me  enthral 

For  the  lands  of  Virginia,  -ginia,  O  ! 
Tom  from  that  lovely  shore. 
And  must  never  see  it  more, 

And  alas  !  I  am  weary,  weary,  O  ! 


II 


All  on  that  charming  coast 
Is  no  bitter  snow  and  frost. 

Like  the  lands  of  Virginia,  -ginia^  O ! 
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There  streamf  for  ever  Bow, 
And  the  flowers  for  ever  blow, 
And  alas !  I  am  weary,,  weary,  O  ! 


Ill 

The  burden  I  mutt  bear. 
While  the  cruel  scourge  I  fear. 

In  the  lands  of  Virginia,  -ginia,  O ! 
And  I  think  on  friends  most  dear 
With  the  biUer,  bitter  tear. 

And  alas !  I  am  weary,  weary,  O ! 


THE    SONG    OF    DEATH 


Fahewell,  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  earth,  and  ye 
skies. 
Now  gay  with  the  broad  setting  sun  1 
Farewell,  loves   and  friendships,  ye  dear   tender 


Our  race  of  existence  is  run ! 
Thou  grim  King  of  Terrors !  thou  Life's  gloomy  foe. 

Go,  frighten  the  coward  and  slave  ! 
Go,  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tjrrant,  but  know, 

No  terrors  hast  thou  to  the  brave ! 


IM  SWEET    AFTON 

II 

Thou  strik'st  the  dull  peasant— he  linkB  in  the  daik, 

Nor  saves  e'en  the  wreck  of  a  name ! 
Thou  strik'st  the  young  hero^a  glorious  mark^ 

He  falls  in  the  blaze  of  his  fame  ! 
In  the  field  of  proud  honour,  our  swords  in  our  hands. 

Our  king  and  our  country  to  save, 
While  victory  shines  on  Life's  last  ebbing  sands, 

O,  who  would  not  die  with  the  brave  ? 


SWEET    AFTON 


Flow  gently,  sweet  Aflon,  among  thy  green  braes ! 
Flow  gently,  I  '11  sing  thee  a  song  in  thy  praise  ! 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream — 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream ! 


II 


Thou  stock  dove  whose  echo  resounds  thro'  the  glen, 
Ye  wild  whistling  blackbirds  in  yon  thorny  den^ 
Thou  green-crested  lapwing,  thy  screaming  forbear — 
I  charge  you,  disturb  not  my  slumbering  fair ! 

Ill 

How  lofly,  sweet  Afton,  thy  neighbouring  hills, 
Far  mark'd  with  the  courses  of  clear,  winding  rills ! 
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There  daily  I  wander,  as  noon  rises  high, 

Mj  flocks  and  my  Mary's  sweet  cot  in  my  eye. 

IV 

How  pleasant  thy  banks  and  green  vallies  below, 
Where  wild  in  the  woodlands  the  primroses  blow 
There  oft,  as  mild  Ev'ning  weeps  over  the  lea, 
The  sweet-scented  birk  shades  my  Mary  and  me.       bii 


Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides. 
And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides  ! 
How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave. 
As,  gathering  sweet  flowerets,  she  stems  thy  clear 
wave  ! 

VI 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  braes  ! 
Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  *the  theme  of  my  lays  ! 
My  Mary 's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream — 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream  ! 


BONIE    BELL 


The  smiling  Spring  comes  in  rejoicing, 
And  surly  Winter  grimly  flies. 

Now  crystal  clear  are  the  falling  waters. 
And  bonie  blue  are  the  sunny  skies. 
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Fresh  o'er  the  moimtaiiis  breaks  forth  the  momi 
The  ev'ning  gilds  the  ocean's  swell : 

All  creatures  joy  in  the  sun's  returning. 
And  I  rejoice  in  my  bonie  BelL 

II 

The  flowery  Spring  leads  sunny  summer. 

The  yellow  Autumn  presses  near ; 
Then  in  his  turn  comes  gloomy  Winter, 

Till  smiling  Spring  again  appear. 
Thus  seasons  dancing,  life  advancing. 

Old  Time  and  Nature  their  changes  tell ; 
But  never  ranging,  still  unchanging, 

I  adore  my  bonie  Bell. 


THE    GALLANT    WEAVER 


Where  Cart  rins  rowin  to  the  sea 
By  monie  a  flower  and  spreading  tree. 
There  lives  a  lad,  the  lad  for  me — 

He  is  a  gallant  weaver  ! 
O,  I  had  wooers  aught  or  nine. 
They  gied  me  rings  and  ribbons  fine. 
And  I  was  fear  d  my  heart  wad  tine. 

And  I  gied  it  to  the  weaver. 


HEY,    CA*    THRO* 


1ST 


If 

My  daddie  sign'd  my  tocher-band 
To  gie  the  Ud  that  has  the  land ; 
Bat  to  my  heart  I  'U  add  my  hand. 

And  give  it  to  the  weaver. 
While  birds  rejoice  in  leafy  bowers. 
While  bees  delight  in  opening  flowers, 
While  com  grows  green  in  summer  showers, 

I  love  my  gallant  weaver. 


dMdof 


HEY,      CA^     THRO* 

Chonu 
Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro'. 
For  we  hae  mickle  ado  ! 
Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro*. 
For  we  hae  mickle  ado ! 


nmchtodo 


Up  wi'  the  carls  of  Dysart 
And  the  lads  o'  Buckhaven, 

And  the  kimmers  o'  Largo 
And  the  lasses  o'  Leven ! 


OM  ■■n'H  f 

[Nous] 


II 


We  hae  tales  to  tell. 

And  we  hae  sangs  to  sing ; 
We  hae  pennies  to  spend. 

And  we  hae  pints  to  bring. 
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wealth 


111 


We 'U  live  a' our  cIajs, 

And  theid  tiiat  eomet  bdiin*. 
Let  Aem  do  the  Uke, 

And  tpend  the  gear  they  win ! 


Chonu 

Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro'. 
For  we  hae  mickle  ado  ! 
Hey,  ca'  thro*,  ca'  thro'. 
For  we  hae  mickle  ado  ! 


O,    CAN    YE    LABOUR    LE^ 


[Notes] 


Go;  way 

YeshaU; 
despise 


Chorui 

O,  can  ye  labour  lea,  young  man, 

O,  can  ye  labour  lea  ? 
Gae  back  the  gate  ye  came  again- 

Ye  'se  never  scorn  me  ! 


hired 
hansel- 


I  fee'd  a  man  at  Martinmas 
Wi'  airle-pennies  three ; 

But  a'  the  faut  I  had  to  him 
He  couldna  labour  lea 
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11 


0,  clappin  's  guid  in  Febarwar^  strokii 

An'  kissin  's  sweet  in  May ; 
But  what  signifies  a  young  man's  love^ 

An '  t  dinna  last  for  ay  ?  if  it  d 


III 

0,  kissin  is  the  key  o'  love 

An'  clappin  is  the  lock  ; 
An'  makin  of 's  the  best  thing  [Note 

That  e'er  a  young  thing  got ! 

Chorus 

Of  can  ye  labour  lea^  young  man, 

O,  can  ye  labour  lea  ? 
Gae  back  the  gate  ye  came  again — 

Ye  'se  never  scorn  me  ! 


THE  DEUK'S  DANG  O^ER  MY  DADDEE  ^^^ 


The  bairns  cat  out  wi'  an  unco  shout : —  ^^^r 

o  surpru 

'  The  deuk  's  dang  o'er  my  daddie^,  O  ! ' 

'The  fien-ma-care,'  quo'  the  feirrie  auld  wife,  \^^'^ 

*  He  was  but  a  paidlin  body,  O  !  ^^""f 


IK)      SHE'S     FAIR     AND     PAUSE 


iottil 


old 


He  paidles  out^  and  he  paidles  iu. 
An'  he  paidles  Jete  and  early,  O  ! 

This  seven  lang  yeais  I  hae  lien  by  hk  side. 
An'  he  is  bat  a  fasiooless  eailie,  O ! ' 


II 


kid 

•  have 
•ty 

tout] 


inaoc-doU 
i]  it  lorely 


*  Of  haud  your  tongue,  my  feirrie  auld  wife, 

O,  haud  your  tongue,  now  Nansie,  O  ! 
I  've  seen  the  day,  and  sae  hae  ye. 

Ye  wad  na  been  sae  donsie,  O. 
I  've  seen  the  day  ye  butter'd  my  brose. 

And  cuddl'd  me  late  and  early,  O ; 
But  downa-do  's  come  o'er  me  now. 

And  och,  I  find  it  sairly,  O  ! ' 


Ise 


SHE'S    FAIR    AND    PAUSE 


uch;  kwg 


nny; 
enty; 
ooey 

•t 


She's  fair  and  f&use  that  causes  my  smart ; 

I  lo'ed  her  meikle  and  lang ; 
She 's  broken  her  vow,  she 's  broken  my  heai 

And  I  may  e'en  gae  hang. 
A  coof  cam  in  wi'  routh  o'  gear. 
And  I  hae  tint  my  dearest  dear ; 
But  Woman  is  but  warld's  gear, 

Sae  let  the  bonie  lass  gang  ! 
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II 

Whae'er  ye  be  that  Woman  love. 

To  this  be  never  blind  : 
Nae  ferlie  'tis,  tho'  fickle  she  prove, 

A  woman  has't  by  kind. 
0  Woman  lovely,  Woman  fair. 
An  angel  form 's  faun  to  thy  share, 
Twad  been  o'er  meikle  to  gien  thee  mair  !  .  .  . 

I  mean  an  angel  mind. 


THE  DEIL^  AWA  WF  TH'  EXCISEMAN 

Chonis 

The  Deil  's  awa,  the  Deil  's  awa. 
The  Deil  *s  awa  wi*  th'  Exciseman  ! 

He 's  danc'd  awa,  he 's  danc'd  awa. 
He  *s  danc'd  awa  wi'  th'  Exciseman  ! 

I 

The  Deil  cam  fiddlin  thro'  the  town. 
And  danc'd  awa  wi'  th'  Exciseman, 

And  ilka  wife  cries : — '  Auld  Mahoun, 
I  wish  you  luck  o'  the  prize,  man  ! 

II 

'  We  '11  mak  our  maut,  and  we  '11  brew  our  drink. 
We  '11  laugh,  sing,  and  rejoice,  man, 

And  monie  braw  thanks  to  the  meikle  black  Deil, 
That  danc'd  awa  wi'  th'  Exciseman, 


I  V2     THE    LOVELY     LASS    OF    IXVER: 

III 

There  'b  threesome  reels,  there 's  foursome  i 
There 's  hornpipes  and  strmthspeys,  man. 

But  the  ae  best  dance  ere  cam  to  the  land 
Was  The  DeU's  Awa  wi  ik'  Exctseman. 

Chorus 

The  Deil  's  awa,  the  Deil  's  awa. 
The  Deil 's  awa  wi'  th'  Exciseman  ! 

He 's  danc'd  awa,  he 's  danc'd  awa. 
He 's  danc'd  awa  wi'  th'  Exciseman ! 


THE    LOVELY    LASS  OF  INVERN] 


The  lovely  lass  of  Inverness, 

Nae  joy  nor  pleasure  can  she  see ; 
For  e'en  to  mom  she  cries  '  Alas  ! ' 
lait  And  ay  the  saut  tear  blin's  her  e'e 


II 


'  Dnunossie  moor,  Dnimossie  day — 
wofoi  A  waefii'  day  it  was  to  me ! 

For  there  I  lost  my  father  dear. 
My  father  dear  and  brethren  three. 


A     RED,     RED     ROSE 


III 


Their  winding-sheet  the  bluidy  cla^ 
Their  graves  are  growin  green  to 

And  by  them  lies  the  dearest  lad 
That  ever  blest  a  woman's  e'e. 


IV 


Now  wae  to  thee^  thou  cruel  lord, 
A  bluidy  man  I  trow  thou  be, 

For  monie  a  heart  thou  hast  made  a 
That  ne'er  did  wrang  to  thine  or 


A   RED,    RED    ROSE 


0,  MY  luve  is  like  a  red,  red  rose. 

That's  newly  sprung  in  June. 
0,  my  luve  is  like  the  melodic. 

That's  sweetly  play'd  in  tune. 


II 


As  fair  art  thou,  my  bonie  lass. 

So  deep  in  luve  am  I, 
And  I  will  luve  thee  still,  my  de^ 

Till  a'  the  seas  gang  dry. 


I  U    AS  1  SrcKK)  BY  VON  ROOFLESS  TO 


111 


Till  a'  the  w^m  guig  dij,  m j  dear. 
And  the  fodu-nelt  wi'  the  Mm ! 

And  I  will  linre  thee  ttiU,  my  deer. 
While  the  mndi  o'  lile  ahall  nm. 


n 


And  fare  thee  weel,  my  only  luve» 
And  fare  thee  weel  a  while ! 

And  I  will  come  again^  my  luve» 
Tho'  it  were  ten  thousand  mile ! 


AS  I  STOOD  BY  YON  ROOFLESS  TO^ 

Chorut 

A  lassie  all  alone  was  making  her  moan 
Lamenting  our  lads  beyond  the  sea  :- 

'  In  the  bluidy  wars  they  fa',  and  our  he 
gane  an'  a', 
And  broken-hearted  we  maun  die.' 


As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower. 

Where  the  wa'flow'r  scents  the  dewy  ai 
owl  Where  the  houlet  mourns  in  her  vrj  bowe 

And  tells  the  midnight  moon  her  care : 


AS  I  STOOD  BY  YON  ROOFLESS  TOWER    U5 

11 

The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still. 

The  stars  they  shot  along  the  sky. 
The  tod  was  howling  on  the  hill,  foi 

And  the  distant-echoing  glens  reply. 

Ill 

The  bum,  adown  its  hazelly  path,  ^ 

Was  rushing  by  the  niin*d  wa'. 
Hasting  to  join  the  sweeping  Nith, 

^^llase  roarings  seem'd  to  rise  and  fa'. 

rv 

The  cauld  blae  North  was  streaming  forth  liv 

Her  lights,  wi'  hissing,  eerie  din  : 
Athort  the  lift  they  start  and  shift,  oil 

Like  Fortune's  favours,  tint  as  win. 


los 
as 


Now,  looking  over  firth  and  fauld,  foi. 

Her  horn  the  pale-faced  Cynthia  rear'd. 
When  lo !  in  form  of  minstrel  auld 

A  stem  and  stalwart  ghaist  appeared.  gh< 

VI 

And  frae  hia  harp  sic  strains  did  flow,  sue 

Might  roiisTd  the  slumbering  Dead  to  hear. 

But  O,  it  was  a  tale  of  woe 
As  ever  met  a  Briton's  ear  ! 

^'OU  UI.  K 


as  I 
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vn 

He  sang  wi'  joy  his  fonner  dmy^ 

He,  weeping,  wail'd  bis  latter  tim 
But  what  he  said — ^it  was  nae  ^pAmy  !- 
win  Dot  I  winna  ventur^t  in  my  iliymea. 

Chonu 

A  lassie  all  alone  was  making  her 
Lamenting  our  lads  beyond  the 

'  In  the  bluidy  wars  they  fa',  and  c 
gane  an'  a', 
And  broken-hearted  we  maun  d 


if;haa»nd    (),    AN    YE    WERE    DEAD,    Gl 

Chorus 

cudgel  ^ing,  round  about  the  fire  wi'  a  ru 

An'  round  about  the  fire  wi'  a  rung 

stall  '  Your  horns  shall  tie  you  to  the 

An'  I  shall  bang  your  hide,  guii 


O,  AN  ye  were  dead,  guidman, 
A  green  turf  on  your  head,  guidm 
I  wad  bestow  my  widowhood 
roistering  Upou  a  rantin  Highlandman  ! 


AULD     LANG     SYNE 


147 


II 


There 's  sax  eggs  in  the  pan,  guidman^ 
There 's  sax  eggs  in  the  pan,  gaidman  : 
There 's  ane  to  you,  and  twa  to  me. 
And  three  to  our  John  Highlandman ! 


tax 


III 


A  sheep-head's  in  the  pot,  guidman, 

A  sheep-head 's  in  the  pot,  guidman : 

The  flesh  to  him,  the  broo  to  me, 

An'  the  horns  become  your  brow,  guidman ! 


bvtch 


Chorus 

Sing,  round  about  the  fire  wi'  a  rung  she  ran. 
An'  round  about  the  fire  wi'  a  rung  she  ran: — 
'Your  horns  shall  tie  you  to  the  staw. 
Ad'  I  sliall  bang  your  hide,  guidman  !  * 


AULD    LANG    SYNE 


Old  long  ago 


Chorus 

For  auld  hing  syne,  my  dear. 

For  auld  lang  syne. 
We'll  tak  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet 

For  auld  lang  syne ! 


[Notet] 
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AULD    LANG    SYNE 


pay  for 


hiUsadeft 

puOed; 
wild  daisies 

foot 
Since 


Should  auld  aeqiuunUnoe  be  forgot 
And  never  Inroiigfat  to  mind  ? 

Should  auld  aequaintance  be  forgot. 
And  Mild  lang  ajne  1 


II 


And  surely  ye  '11  be  your  pint-stowp, 

And  sorely  I  '11  be  mine. 
And  we  '11  Uk  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet 

For  auld  lang  S3me ! 


Ill 


We  twa  hae  run  about  the  braes. 
And  pou  d  the  gowans  fine. 

But  we  've  wander'd  monie  a  weary  & 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 


waded; 

brook 


broad 


IV 


We  twa  hae  paidl'd  in  the  bum 
Frae  morning  sun  till  dine. 

But  seas  between  us  braid  hae  roar'd 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 


chum 
!i(ive  me 
(Notes) 


And  there 's  a  hand^  my  trusty  fiere. 
And  gie  's  a  hand  o'  thine. 

And  we  '11  tak  a  right  guid-willie  wau 
For  auld  lang  syne  I 


HAD     I     THE     WYTE?  149 

Chorus 

For  auld  lang  83me,  my  dear. 

For  auld  lang  83me, 
We  '11  tak  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet 

For  auld  lang  syne ! 


LOUIS,   WHAT    RECK    I    BY    THEE 


Louis,  what  reck  I  by  thee, 
Or  Geordie  on  his  ocean  ? 

Djyor  beggar  louns  to  me  ! 
I  reign  in  Jeanie's  bosom. 


bankrupt ; 
fellows 


II 


Let  her  crown  my  love  her  law, 
And  in  her  breast  enthrone  me. 

Kings  and  nations — swith  awa ! 
Reif  randies,  I  disown  ye. 


oHT  away ! 

Thieving 

rascaU 


HAD     I     THE     WYTE? 


Was  1  to 

blame? 


Had  I  the  wy te  ?  had  I  the  wy te  ? 

Had  I  the  wyte  ?  she  bad^  me ! 
She  wateb'd  me  by  the  hie-gate  side. 

And  up  the  loan  she  shaw'd  me ; 


highway 

approach ; 
showed 
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HAD    I    THE    WYTE» 


wonld  not 

rMcal 
tWvto 


Ud  nMin 


•oriy; 

hosMnd 
beyood 

foodie 


Then; 
tnuugressor 


have  refused 

would  not  ; 
have  been 


wool-oomb 
blue 
sock 
would  have 


And  when  I  wadna  Tentiue  in, 
A  coward  loon  she  ca'd  me ! 
Had  Kirk  and  State  been  in  the 
•  I  'd  lighted  when  she  bade  me. 


II 
Sae  craftilie  she  took  me  ben 

And  bade  me  mak  nae  clatter : — 
'  For  our  ramgunshoch,  glum  guidman 

Is  o'er  ayont  the  water/ 
Whae'er  shall  say  I  wanted  grace 

When  I  did  kiss  and  dawte  her. 
Let  him  be  planted  in  my  place. 

Syne  say  I  was  the  fautor ! 

Ill 

Could  I  for  shame,  could  I  for  shame, 

Could  I  for  shame  refus'd  her  ? 
And  wadna  manhood  been  to  blame 

Had  I  unkindly  used  her  ? 
He  claw'd  her  wi'  the  ripplin-kame. 

And  blae  and  bluidy  bruis'd  her — 
When  sic  a  husband  was  frae  hame, 

What  wife  but  wad  excus'd  her ! 


IV 


wiped;  eyes 

cursed; 
scoundrel 

wot;  mouth 


I  dighted  ay  her  een  sae  blue. 
An'  bann'd  the  cruel  randy. 

And,  weel  I  wat,  her  willin  mou' 
Was  sweet  as  sugarcandie. 
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At  gloamin-shot^  it  was,  I  wot, 

I  lighted — on  the  Monday, 
But  I  cam  thro'  the  Tyseday's  dew 

To  wanton  Willie's  brandy. 


sunset 

Toesday'si 
[NoCMl 


COMIN    THRO^    THE    RYE 


Chants 

O,  Jenny  'g  a'  weet,  poor  body, 
Jenny 's  seldom  dry  : 

She  draigl't  a'  her  petticoatie^ 
Comin  thro'  the  rye ! 


dngghd 


CoMiN  thro'  the  rye,  poor  body^ 

Comin  thro'  the  rye. 
She  draigl't  a'  her  petticoatie, 

Comin  thro'  the  rye ! 


II 


Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 
Comin  thro'  the  rye. 

Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body. 
Need  a  body  cry  ? 


Slwakl 


YOUNG    JAMIE 

III 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 

Comin  thro'  the  glen, 
Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body^ 

Need  the  warld  ken  ? 

Chorus 

O,  Jenny 's  a'  weet,  poor  body, 
Jenny 's  seldom  dry  : 

She  draigl't  a'  her  pettieoatie, 
Comin  thro'  the  lye ! 


YOUNG     JAMIE 


Young  Jamie,  pride  of  a'  the  plain, 
S>ae  gallant  and  sae  gay  a  swain. 
Thro'  a'  our  lasses  he  did  rove. 
And  reign'd  resistless  King  of  Love. 


II 


But  now,  wi'  sighs  and  starting  tears, 
He  strays  amang  the  woods  and  breers ; 
Or  in  the  glens  and  rocky  caves 
His  sad  complaining  dowie  raves : — 
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III 


'  I,  wha  sae  late  did  range  and  rove. 
And  chang'd  with  every  moon  my  love — 
I  little  thought  the  time  was  near. 
Repentance  I  should  buy  tae  dear. 


IV 


'  The  slighted  maids  my  torments 
And  laugh  at  a'  the  pangs  I  dree ; 
While  she,  my  cruel,  scornful  Fair, 
Forbids  me  e'er  to  see  her  mair/ 


OUT    OVER    THE     FORTH 


Out  over  the  Forth,  I  look  to  the  north- 
But  what  is  the  north,  and  its  Highlands  to  me  ? 

The  south  nor  the  east  gie  ease  to  my  breast, 
The  far  foreign  land  or  the  wide  rolling  sea  I 


u 


But  I  look  to  the  west,  when  I  gae  to  rest. 
That  happy  my  dreams  and  my  slumbers  may  be ; 

For  far  in  the  west  lives  he  I  loe  best, 
The  man  that  is  dear  to  my  babie  and  me. 


54    CHARLIE    HE'S    MY    DARI 


WANTONNESS    FOR    EVERMi' 

Wantonnem  for  evennair. 

Wantonness  has  been  my  ruin. 

Yet  for  a'  my  dool  and  care 

It's  wantonness  for  eyermair. 
I  hae  lo'ed  the  Black,  the  Brown ; 

I  hae  lo'ed  the  Fair,  the  Gowden  ! 
A'  the  colours  in  the  town — 

1  hae  won  their  wanton  favour. 


CHARLIE    HE^S    MY    DARLI 

Chorus 

An'  Charlie  he 's  my  darling. 
My  darling,  my  darling, 
Charlie  he 's  my  darling — 
The  Young  Chevalier ! 


'TwAs  on  a  Monday  morning 
Right  early  in  the  year. 

That  Charlie  came  to  our  town- 
The  Young  Chevalier  1 


;  HAKI.I  I.     II  E    S     \l  >      DA  I!  I.I  Nd      I.-.". 


In 


I 


u 


> 


II 


As  he  was  walking  up  the  street 

The  city  for  to  view, 
O,  there  he  spied  a  bonie  lass 

The  window  looking  thro'  1 


III 


Sae  light 's  he  jimp^  up  the  stair, 

And  tirl'd  at  the  pin ;  fNocei] 

And  wha  sae  ready  as  hersel' 

To  let  the  laddie  in ! 


IV 


He  set  his  Jenny  on  his  knee. 

All  in  his  Highland  dress ; 
For  brawlie  weel  he  kend  the  way  finely  w«ii 

To  please  a  bonie  lass. 


It 's  up  yon  heathery  mountain 

And  down  yon  scroggy  glen,  tcmbby 

We  dauma  gang  a-milking  dam't  go 

For  Charlie  and  his  men  ! 

Choruif 

An'  Charlie  he 's  my  darling. 
My  darling,  my  darling, 
Charlie  he 's  my  darling — 
The  young  Chevalier  I 
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THE    LASS    (r    ECCLEFECHA 


big;[Noui] 

MOfCOVCf  f 

goodsire 
high;  low; 
[Nous] 

AD 
toast 


'  Gat  ye  mc,  O,  gat  ye  me. 

Gat  ye  me  wi'  naething  ? 
Rock  an'  reel,  au'  spimung  wheel, 

A  mickle  quarter  baaixi : 
Bye  attour,  my  gutcher  has 

A  heich  house  and  a  laich  ane, 
A'  forbye  my  bonie  sel. 

The  toss  o'  Ecclefechan  I ' 


II 


hold; 
[Notes] 

jabbtr 

kept  to  the 
strait  path 

Then 
lost 


grave 
direct 


^  O,  haud  your  tongue  now.  Lucky  L 

O,  haud  your  tongue  and  jauner ! 
I  held  the  gate  till  you  I  met. 

Syne  I  began  to  wander : 
I  tint  my  whistle  and  my  sang, 

I  tint  my  peace  and  pleasure ; 
But  your  green  graff,  now  Lucky  La 

Wad  airt  me  to  my  treasure.' 


THE     COOl^KK     ()       CLDDY 


>  t 


THE    COOPER    O'    CUDDY 


Ckanu 

We  '11  hide  the  cooper  behint  the  door, 
Behint  the  door,  behint  the  door, 
We'U  hide  the  cooper  behint  the  door, 
And  cover  him  under  a  mawn,  O. 


bMlwt 


The  Cooper  o'  Cuddy  came  here  awa. 
He  ca'd  the  ginrs  oat  o'er  us  a'. 
An'  our  guidwife  has  gotten  a  ca', 
That 's  anger'd  the  silly  guidman,  O. 


hmrnahtmt 

knode«d ; 
hoopc 

knodc 


II 


He  sought  them  out,  he  sought  them  in, 
Wi'  '  DeU  hae  her  i '  an'  '  Deil  hae  him  ! ' 
But  the  body  he  was  sae  doited  and  blin'. 
He  wist  na  where  he  was  gaun,  O. 


atnpid 
going 


III 


They  coopered  at  e'en,  they  coopered  at  mom. 
Till  our  guidman  has  gotten  the  scorn : 
On  ilka  brow  she 's  planted  a  horn,  ewh 

And  swears  that  there  they  sail  stan',  O !       shall 


FOR   THE   SAKE    O'    SOMEBC 

Ckonu 

We'll  hide  the  cooper  behint  the  doo 
Behint  the  door,  behint  the  door. 
We  '11  hide  the  cooper  behint  the  doo 
And  cover  him  under  a  mawn,  O. 


OR   THE   SAKE   O'   SOMEBO 


My  heart  is  sair — I  dare  na  tell — 
My  heart  is  sair  for  Somebody : 
I  could  wake  a  winter  night 
For  the  sake  o'  Somebody. 
O-hon !  for  Somebody ! 
O-hey !  for  Somebody  !. 
I  could  range  the  world  around 
For  the  sake  o'  Somebody. 

.    II 

Y'e  Powers  that  smile  on  virtuous  love 

O,  sweetly  smile  on  Somebody ! 
Frae  ilka  danger  keep  him  free. 
And  send  me  safe  my  Somebody ! 
O-hon !  for  Somebody ! 
O-hey  !  for  Somebody ! 
I  wad  do — what  wad  I  not  ? — 
For  the  sake  o'  Somebody  ! 
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THE    CARDIN    O'T 


Chorus 


The  cardin  o't,  the  spinnin  o't. 

The  warpin  o't,  the  winnin  o't ! 

When  ilka  ell  cost  me  a  groat^  ea 

The  tailor  staw  the  lynin  o't.  stc 


I  coFT  a  stane  o*  haslock  woo,  J^, 

IN 

To  raak  a  wab  to  Johnie  o't,  wc 

For  Johnie  is  my  only  jo — 
I  lo'e  him  best  of  onie  yet ! 


II 

For  tho*  his  locks  be  lyart  gray,  [N 

And  tho'  his  brow  be  beld  aboon,  ba 

Yet  I  hae  seen  him  on  a  day 
The  pride  of  a'  the  parishen. 


Chorus 

The  cardin  o't,  the  spinnin  o't, 
The  warpin  o't,  the  winnin  o't ! 
When  ilka  ell  cost  me  a  groat. 
The  tailor  staw  the  lynin  o't. 


th. 
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THERE'S  THREE  TRUE 
GUID  FELLOWS 


MJOOd 


There  's  three  true  guid  fellows, 
There 's  three  true  guid  fellows, 
There 's  three  true  guid  fellows, 
Down  ayont  yon  glen ! 


II 


davninf 

before 
niffhtfaU 


shan 


It 's  now  the  day  is  dawin. 
But  or  night  do  fa'  in, 
Whase  cock 's  best  at  crawin^ 
Willie,  thou  sail  ken  ! 


SAE    FLAXEN   WERE    HER    RING! 


eyes 


Sae  flaxen  were  her  ringlets^ 
Her  eyebrows  of  a  darker  hue, 

Bewitchingly  o'er-arching 
Twa  laughing  een  o'  bonie  blue. 


SAE  FLAXEN   WERE   HER   RINGLETS     l6l 

Her  smiling.  Me  wjling, 

Wad  make  a  wretch  forget  his  woe ! 
What  pleasure,  what  treasure. 

Unto  those  rosy  lips  to  grow ! 
Such  was  my  Chloris'  bonie  face, 

When  first  that  bonie  face  I  saw. 
And  ay  my  Chloiis'  dearest  charm — 

She  says  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a' ! 


II 

Like  harmony  her  motion. 

Her  pretty  ankle  is  a  spy 
Betraying  fair  proportion 

Wad  make  a  saint  forget  the  sky !  Wo«id 

Sae  wanning,  sae  charming. 

Her  faultless  form  and  gracefu'  air, 
Ilk  feature — auld  Nature  Bach 

Dedar'd  that  she  could  dae  nae  mair  !        do  » 
Hers  are  the  willing  chains  o'  love 

By  conquering  beauty's  sovereign  law, 
And  ay  my  Chloiis'  dearest  charm — 

She  says  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. 

Ill 

Let  others  love  the  city. 

And  gaudy  show  at  sunny  noon  ! 
Gie  me  the  lonely  valley. 

The  dewy  eve,  and  rising  moon, 

VOL.  111.  L 


THE  LASS  THAT  MADS  THB  Bi 

Fair  beaming,  and  streaming 

Her  silrer  light  the  boagfas  amang. 
While  falling,  recalling. 

The  amorous  thrush  condudes  his  sang 
There,  dearest  Chloris,  wilt  thou  rove 

By  wimpling  bum  and  leafy  shaw. 
And  hear  my  vows  o'  truth  and  love, 

And  say  thou  lo'es  me  best  of  a'  P 


THE     LASS     THAT    MADE 
THE    BED 


When  Januar'  wind  was  blawin  cauld. 

As  to  the  North  I  took  my  way. 
The  mirksome  night  did  me  enfauld, 

I  knew  na  where  to  lodge  till  day. 
By  my  guid  luck  a  maid  I  met 

Just  in  the  middle  o'  my  care^ 
And  kindly  she  did  me  invite 

To  walk  into  a  chamber  fair. 

II 

I  bow'd  fu'  low  unto  this  maid. 
And  thank' d  her  for  her  courtesie ; 

I  bow'd  fu'  low  unto  this  maid. 
An'  bade  her  mak  a  bed  to  me. 


HE  LASS  THAT  MADK  THE  BED      l63 

She  made  the  bed  baith  large  and  wide, 
Wi'  twa  white  hands  she  spread  it  down, 

She  put  the  cup  to  her  rosy  lips, 
And  drank : — '  Young  man,  now  sleep  ye 


soun'.' 


Ill 


She  snatch' d  the  candle  in  her  hand. 

And  frae  my  chamber  went  wi'  speed, 
But  I  call'd  her  quickly  back  again 

To  lay  some  mair  below  my  head  :  m 

A  cod  she  laid  below  my  head,  pi 

And  servM  me  with  due  respeck. 
And,  to  salute  her  wi'  a  kiss, 

I  put  my  arms  about  her  neck. 


IV 

'Haud   afT  your   hands,   young  man,'    she        H 
said, 

'  And  dinna  sae  uncivil  be  ;  d< 

Gif  ye  hae  onie  luve  for  me, 

0,  wrang  na  my  virginitie !' 
Her  hair  was  like  the  links  o'  gowd,  k< 

Her  teeth  were  like  the  ivorie. 
Her  cheeks  like  lilies  dipt  in  wine. 

The  lass  that  nude  the  bed  to  me  I 
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Her  bosom  was  the  driven  bukw, 
Twa  drifted  heaps  sae  fair  to  see ; 

Her  limbs  the  polish  *d  marble  stane. 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me  ! 

I  kiss'd  her  o'er  and  o'er  again. 
And  ay  she  wist  na  what  to  say. 

I  laid  her  'tween  me  an'  the  wa' — 
iS!t!^^  '^e  lassie  thocht  na  lang  till  day. 

VI 

raw  Upon  the  morrow^  when  we  raise, 

I  thank'd  her  for  her  courtesie. 
But  ay  she  blush' d,  and  ay  she  sigh'd. 
And  said : — '  Alas,  ye  've  ruin'd  me ! ' 
thtn  I  clasp'd  her  waist,  and  kiss'd  her  syne, 

•re  While  the  tear  stood  twinklin  in  her  e'e. 

I  said  : — '  My  lassie,  dinna  cry^ 

For  ye  ay  shall  mak  the  bed  to  me/ 

VII 

She  took  her  mither's  holland  sheets, 
■hirtt  An'  made  them  a'  in  sarks  to  me. 

Blythe  and  merry  may  she  be. 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me .' 
The  bonie  lass  made  the  bed  to  me, 
hwdtowf  The  braw  lass  made  the  bed  to  me ! 

I  '11  ne'er  forget  till  the  day  I  die. 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 


SAE    FAR    AWA 


165 


SAE    FAR    AWA 


O^  BAD  and  heavy  should  I  part 
But  for  her  sake  sae  far  awa^ 

Unknowing  what  my  way  may  thwart — 
My  native  land  sae  far  awa. 


II 


Thou  that  of  a'  things  Maker  art, 
That  formed  this  Fair  sae  far  awa, 

Gie  hody  strength^  then  I  '11  ne'er  start 
At  this  my  way  sae  far  awa ! 


Ohm 


III 


How  true  is  love  to  pure  desert ! 

So  mine  in  her  sae  far  awa, 
And  nocht  can  heal  my  bosom's  smart. 

While,  O,  she  is  sae  far  awa ! 


IV 


Nane  other  love,  nane  other  dart 
I  feel,  but  hers  sae  hr  awa ; 

But  fairer  neYer  touched  a  hearty 
Than  hers,  the  Fair  sae  far  awa. 


I6t)       ILL    AY     CA      IN     BY     YON     TO 


w\  ^ 


THE    REEL    O'    STUMPIE 


tmp;  roll  Wap  and  rowe>  wap  and  rowe,  > 

tk  feet  Wap  and  rowe  the  fc^tie  o't ; 

I  thought  I  was  a  maiden  fadr, 
i  little  or  Till  I  heard  the  greetie  o't ! 


II 


My  daddie  was  a  fiddler  fine, 
J^]'  My  minnie  she  made  mantie,  O, 

f"^'-^'  And  I  myself  a  thumpin  quine. 

And  danc'd  the  Reel  o'  Stiunpie,  O. 


lou.)  I'LL  AY   CA^  IN  BY  YON  TOWN 

Chorus 

dl  I  '11  ay  ca'  in  by  yon  town 

And  by  yon  garden  green  again ! 
I  '11  ay  ca*  in  by  yon  town. 
And  see  my  bonie  Jean  again. 


There  's  nane  shall  kei^  there 's  lume  can  ga( 
une  wmy  What  brings  me  back  the  gate  again^ 

But  she,  my  fairest  faithfu'  lass^ 
y  stealth  And  stow'nlins  we  sail  meet  again. 


0,  WAT  YE  WHAS  IN  YON   TOWN     I67 


II  . 


She  '11  wander  by  the  aiken  tree, 
Whtn  trystin  time  draws  near  again ; 

And  when  her  lovely  form  I  see, 
O  haith  *  she's  doubly  dear  again. 


hkh 


Chorus 

I  Ml  ay  ca'  in  by  yon  town 

And  by  yon  garden  green  again  ! 
I  '11  ay  ca'  in  by  yon  town, 

And  see  my  bonie  Jean  again. 


0,  WAT  YE  WHA^S  IN   YON  TOWN    fS'oLj 


Chorus 

O,  wat  ye  wha  's  in  yon  town 
Ye  see  the  e'enin  sun  upon  ? 

The  dearest  maid 's  in  yon  town 
That  e'enin  sun  is  shining  on  ! 


ClfCOI^C 


Now  haply  down  yon  gay  green  shaw 
She  wanders  by  yon  spreading  tree. 

How  blest  ye  flowers  that  round  her  bla^ 
Ye  catch  the  glances  o'  her  e'e. 


wood 
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II 


How  blest  ye  birds  that  round  her  sing. 
And  welcome  in  the  blooming  year ! 

And  doably  welcome  be  the  Spring, 
The  season  to  my  Jeanie  dear ! 


Ill 


glances  The  sun  blinks  blythe  in  yon  town, 

heights  Among  the  broomy  braes  sae  green ; 

But  my  delight  in  yon  town, 

And  dearest  pleasure,  is  my  Jean. 


IV 


Without  my  Love,  not  a'  the  charms 
O'  Paradise  could  yield  me  joy  ; 

But  gie  me  Jeanie  in  my  arms. 

And  welcome  Lapland's  dreary  sky ! 


My  cave  wad  be  a  lover's  bower, 

Tho'  raging  Winter  rent  the  air, 
And  she  a  lovely  little  flower, 
tend  That  I  wad  tent  and  shelter  there. 


VI 


O,  sweet  is  she  in  yon  town 

The  sinkin  sun 's  gane  down  upon  ! 
A  fairer  than 's  in  yon  town 

His  setting  beam  ne'er  shone  upon. 


WHEREFORE  SIGHING  ART  THOU  I69 


VII 


If  ftngry  Fate  be  sworn  my  foe^ 
And  suff  ring  I  am  doom'd  to  bear, 

I  'd  careless  quit  aught  else  below. 
But  spare,  O,  spare  me  Jeanie  dearl 


VIII 


For,  while  life's  dearest  blood  is  warm, 
Ae  thought  frae  her  shall  ne'er  depart. 

And  she,  as  fairest  is  her  form. 
She  has  the  truest,  kindest  heart. 


Om 


Chorus 

O,  wat  ye  wha  's  in  yon  town 
Ye  see  the  e'enin  sun  upon  ? 

The  dearest  maid 's  in  yon  town 
That  e'enin  sun  is  shining  on. 


WHEREFORE  SIGHING  ART  THOU, 

PHILUS? 


Wherefore  sighing  art  thou,  Phillis  ? 

Has  thy  prime  unheeded  past  ? 
Hast  thou  found  that  beauty's  lilies 

Were  not  made  for  ay  to  last  ? 


170  ()      MAY,      IHV      MORN 


11 


Know,  thj  fi>fm  wis  once  a  treaiura 
TbMi  it  wst  thj  hour  <tf  aoam ! 

Since  ^vl  then  denied  tlie  pleeauxe. 
Now  'tit  fit  that  thou  should'st  mourn. 


O    MAY,    THY    MORN 


O  May,  thy  mom  was  ne'er  sae  sweet 
As  the  mirk  night  o'  December ! 

For  sparkhng  was  the  rosy  wine. 
And  private  was  the  chamber. 

And  dear  was  she  I  dare  na  name. 
But  I  will  ay  remember. 


II 


And  here 's  to  them  that,  like  oursel. 

Can  push  about  the  jorum  ! 
And  here 's  to  them  that  wish  us  weel- 

May  a'  that 's  guid  watch  o'er  'em ! 
And  here  's  to  them  we  dare  na  tell. 

The  dearest  o'  the  quorum  1 


AS     1     CAME     O'SR 
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AS    I    CAME    O^ER    THE 
CAIRNEY     MOUNT 

Chorus 

O,  my  bonie  Highland  lad  I 

My  winsomCj  weel-&ur'd  Highland  laddie ! 
Wha  wad  mind  the  wind  and  rain 

Sae  weel  low'd  in  his  tartan  plaidie ! 


w«U>fivo«r»d 


WTftppwi 


As  I  came  o'er  the  Caimey  mount 
And  down  among  the  blooming  heather. 

Kindly  stood  the  milking-shiel 
To  shelter  frae  the  stormy  weather. 


•died 


II 


Now  Phcebus  blinkit  on  the  bent. 

And  o'er  the  knowes  the  lambs  were  bleating ;  kaoUs 
But  he  wan  my  heart's  consent 

To  be  his  ain  at  the  neist  meeting. 


next 


Chonu 

O,  my  bonie  Highland  lad  1 

My  winsome,  weel-faur'd  Highland  laddie ! 
Wha  wad  mind  the  wind  and  rain 

Sae  weel  row'd  in  his  tartan  plaidie ! 


H  ICiHL  A  N  I)     I.  A  DDIK 


HIGHLAND     LADDIE 


The  bonniest  lad  that  e'er  I  saw — 
Bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie  ! 
Wore  a  plaid  and  was  fa'  braw — 

Bonie  Highland  laddie ! 
On  his  head  a  bonnet  blue — 

Bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie ! 
His  royal  heart  was  (inn  and  true — 
Bonie  Highland  laddie ! 

II 

'  Trumpets  sound  and  cannons  roar, 

Bonie  lassie^  Lawland  lassie ! — 
And  a'  the  hills  wi'  echoes  roar, 

Bonie  Lawland  lassie  ! 
Glory,  Honour,  now  invite — 

Bonie  lassie,  Lawland  lassie ! — 
For  freedom  and  my  King  to  fight, 
Bonie  Lawland  lassie  ! ' 

III 

*  The  sun  a  backward  course  shall  take, 

Bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie  ! 
Ere  aught  thy  manly  courage  shake, 
Bonie  Highland  laddie ! 
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Go,  for  yoursel*  procure  renown, 
Bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie. 
And  for  your  lawful  King  his  crown, 
Bonie  Highland  laddie  ! ' 


iVILT   THOU    BE    MY    DEARIE? 


Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie  ? 
When  Sorrow  wrings  thy  gentle  heart, 

O,  wilt  thou  let  me  cheer  thee  ? 
By  the  treasure  of  my  soul — 

That 's  the  love  1  bear  thee — 
I  swear  and  vow  that  only  thou 

Shall  ever  be  my  dearie  ! 
Only  thou,  I  swear  and  vow. 

Shall  ever  be  my  dearie  ! 


11 


Lassie,  say  thou  lo'es  me, 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  na  be  my  ain,  own 

Say  na  thou  'It  refuse  me  ! 
If  it  winna,  canna  be,  will  not 

Thou  for  thine  may  choose  me. 
Let  me,  lassie,  quickly  die. 

Trusting  that  thou  lo'es  me  ! 
Lassie,  let  me  quickly  die. 

Trusting  that  thou  lo'es  me  ! 


\16  WAK     IS      \I  V      UKAHT 


Wha  in  a  farulyie 

Will  fint  cry  'a  parlej'? 
Never  the  ladi 

Wi'  the  baimocks  o'  bv ley  i 

II 

Wha^  in  his  wae  days, 
Were  loyal  to  Charlie  ? 

Wha  but  the  lads 

Wi'  the  bannocks  o'  barley ! 

Chorus 

Bannocks  o'  bear  meal. 

Bannocks  o'  barley^ 
Here 's  to  the  Highlandman's 

Bannocks  o'  barley ! 


WAE    IS    MY    HEART 


Wae  is  my  heart,  and  the  tear's  in  my  e'e ; 
Lang,  lang  joy 's  been  a  stranger  to  me  : 
Forsaken  and  friendless  my  burden  I  bear. 
And  the  sweet  voice  o'  pity  ne'er  sounds  in  m 
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II 

^ve,  thou  hast  pleasures — and  deep  hae  I  lov'd  ! 
*-^ve  thou  has  sorrows — and  sair  hae  I  prov'd  ! 
But  this  bruised  heart  that  now  bleeds  in  my  breast, 
'  can  feel  by  its  throbbings,  will  soon  be  at  rest. 


Ill 

O,  if  I  were  where  happy  I  hae  been, 
I^wn  by  yon  stream  and  yon  bonie  castle  green  ! 
I^or  there  he  is  wand'ring  and  musing  on  me, 
Wlia  wad  soon  dry  the  tear  frae  his  PhilJis'  e'e ! 


KERENS  HIS   HEALTH  IN   WATER 


Altho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa', 

And  tho'  he  be  the  fautor, 
Altho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa*, 

Yet  here 's  his  health  in  water ! 
O^  wae  gae  by  his  wanton  sides^ 

Sae  brawly  's  he  could  flatter ! 
Till  for  his  sake  I  'm  slighted  sair 

And  dree  the  kintra  clatter  ! 
But,  tho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa'. 

Yet  here's  his  health  in  water ! 

VOL.  lU.  h 
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THE     WINTER    OF    LIFE 


But  lately  seen  in  gladsome  green. 

The  woods  rejoiced  the  day ; 
Thro'  gentle  showers  the  laughing  flow 

In  double  pride  were  gay ; 
But  now  our  joys  are  fled 

On  winter  blasts  awa. 
Yet  maiden  May  in  rich  array 

Again  shall  bring  them  a'. 


II 


poll;  thaw 


eld:  without 

buanand 

shelter 


But  my  white  pow — nae  kindly  thowe 

Shall  melt  the  snaws  of  Age  ! 
My  trunk  of  eild,  but  buss  and  bield^ 

Sinks  in  Time's  wintry  rage. 
O^  Age  has  weary  days 

And  nights  o'  sleepless  pain  i 
Thou  golden  time  o'  youthfu'  prime. 

Why  comes  thou  not  again  ? 


THE    TAILOR 


THE    TAILOR 


The  Uilor  he  cam  here  to  sew, 
~  And  wecl  he  kend  the  w&y  to  woo. 
For  *y  be  pree'd  the  lassie's  inou', 
As  he  gaed  but  and  ben,  O. 
For  weel  he  kend  the  way,  O, 
The  way,  O,  the  way,  O  ! 
For  weel  he  kend  the  way,  O, 
The  lassie's  heart  to  wio,  O  ! 


The  tailor  rase  and  shook  bis  duds. 

The  flaes  tbey  flew  awa  in  cluds .' 

And  them  that  stay'd  gat  fearfu'  thu 

The  Tailor  prov'd  a  man,  O  i 

For  now  it  was  the  gloamin. 

The  gloaniin,  the  gloamin  ! 

For  now  it  was  the  gloamin. 

When  a'  the  rest  are  gaun,  O  ! 
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THERE  GROWS  A  BONDS  BRIER-BUS 


There  grows  a  bonie  brier-bush  in  our  kail-yard, 
There  grows  a  bonie  brier-bush  in  our  kail-jard  ; 
And  below  the  bonie  brier-bush  there 's  a  lassie  a 

a  lad. 
And  they  're  busy^  busy  courting  in  our  kail-yard. 

II 

We'll  court  nae  mair  below  the  buss  in  our  kail-ya 
We'll  court  nae  mair  below  the  buss  in  our  kail-ya: 
We  '11  awa  to  Athole's  green,  and  there  we  '11  no 

seen. 
Where  the  trees  and  the  branches  will  be  our  sa 

guard. 

HI 

Will  ye  go  to  the  dancin  in  Carlyle's  ha'  ? 
Will  ye  go  to  the  dancin  in  Carlyle's  ha'. 
Where  Sandy  and  Nancy  I  'm  sure  will  ding  them 
I  winna  gang  to  the  dance  in  Carlyle-ha' ! 


IV 


What  will  I  do  for  a  lad  when  Sandie  gangs  awa 
What  will  I  do  for  a  lad  when  Sandie  gangs  awa 
I  will  awa  to  Edinburgh^  and  win  a  pennie  fee^ 
And  see  an  onie  lad  will  fancy  me. 


HERE'S     TO    THY     HEALTH 


tr'J 


!► 


. 


He's  comin  frae  the  north  that's  to  marry  me, 
He 's  comin  frae  the  north  that 's  to  marry  me, 
A  feather  in  his  bonnet  and  a  ribbon  at  his  kn< 
He's  a  bonie,  bonie  laddie,  an  yon  be  he ! 


HERE'S    TO    THY    HEALTH 


Here  's  to  thy  health,  my  bonie  lass  ! 

Quid  night  and  joy  be  wi'  thee  ! 
I  '11  come  nae  mair  to  thy  bower-door 

To  tell  thee  that  I  lo'e  thee. 
0,  dinna  think,  my  pretty  pink. 

But  I  can  live  without  thee : 
I  vow  and  swear  I  dinna  care 

How  lang  ye  look  about  ye  I 

II 

Thou  'rt  ay  sae  free  informing  me 

Thou  hast  nae  mind  to  marry, 
I  '11  be  as  free  informing  thee 

Nae  time  hae  I  to  tarry. 
I  ken  thy  freens  try  ilka  means 

Frae  wedlock  to  delay  thee 
(Depending  on  some  higher  chance), 

But  fortune  may  betray  thee. 
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III 
I  ken  ihiey  looni  my  low  esUtey 

But  that  does  never  grieve  me. 
For  I  'm  as  free  as  any  he — 

Sma'  siller  will  relieve  me ! 
I  '11  count  my  health  my  greatest  wealth 

Sae  lang  as  I  '11  enjoy  it. 
I  '11  fear  nae  scant,  I  '11  bode  nae  want 

As  lang's  I  get  emplo3rment 

IV 

But  far  off  fowls  hae  feathers  fair. 

And,  ay  until  ye  try  them, 
Tho'  they  seem  fair,  still  have  a  care — 

They  may  prove  as  bad  as  I  am  ! 
But  at  twel  at  night,  when  the  moon  shines  bright, 

My  dear,  I  '11  come  and  see  thee. 
For  the  man  that  loves  his  mistress  weel, 

Nae  travel  makes  him  weary. 


IT  WAS  A^  FOR  OUR  RIGHTFIP  KING 

I 
It  was  a'  for  our  rightfu'  king 

We  left  fair  Scotland's  strand ; 
It  was  a'  for  our  rightfu'  king. 
We  e'er  saw  Irish  land. 
My  dear — 
We  e'er  saw  Irish  land. 
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II 
Now  a'  is  done  that  men  can  do^ 

And  a'  is  done  in  vain, 
My  Love  and  Native  Land  fareweel, 

For  I  maun  cross  the  main^  must 

My  dear — 
For  I  maun  cross  the  main. 

Ill 
He  tum'd  him  right  and  round  about 

Upon  the  Irish  shore^ 
And  gae  his  bridle  reins  a  shake,  gave 

With  adieu  for  evermore. 

My  dear — 
And  adieu  for  evermore ! 

IV 

The  soger  frae  the  wars  returns. 

The  sailor  frae  the  main, 
But  I  hae  parted  frae  my  love 

Never  to  meet  again. 
My  dear — 

Never  to  meet  again. 

V 

When  day  is  gane,  and  night  is  come. 

And  a'  folk  bound  to  sleep, 
I  think  on  him  that 's  far  awa 

The  lee-lang  night,  and  weep,  live-long 

My  dear — 

The  lee-lang  night  and  weep. 
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THE  HIGHLAND  WIDOWS  LAME 

I 
O,  I  AM  come  to  the  low  countrie — 

Ochon,  ochon,  ochrie !  - 
Without  a  penny  in  my  piine 

To  buy  a  meal  to  me. 

n 
not  so  It  was  na  sae  in  the  Highland  hills- 

Ochon,  ochon,  ochrie  ! — 
Nae  woman  in  the  country  wide 
Sae  happy  was  as  me. 

Ill 
kine  For  then  I  had  a  score  o'  kye — 

Ochon,  ochon^  ochrie  ! — 

Feeding  on  yon  hill  sae  high 

And  giving  milk  to  me. 

IV 

ewes  And  there  I  had  three  score  o'  yowe 

Ochon,  ochon,  ochrie  ! — 
knolls  Skipping  on  yon  bonie  knowes 

wool  And  casting  woo'  to  me. 

V 

I  was  the  happiest  of  a'  the  clan — 
sorely  Sair,  sair  may  I  repine  ! — 

pidcofthc  For  Donald  was  the  bra  west  man. 

And  Donald  he  was  mine. 


THOU    GLOOMY    D£C£MB£B    lU 

VI 

Till  Charlie  Stewart  cam  at  last 

Sae  far  to  set  us  free : 
My  Donald's  arm  was  wanted  then 

For  Scotland  and  for  me. 


vn 


Their  waefu  fate  what  need  I  tell  ? 

Right  to  the  wrang  did  yield : 
My  Donald  and  his  country  fell 

Upon  Culloden  field. 


««Ail 


VIU 


Ochon  !  O  Donald,  O ! 

Ochon,  ochon,  ochrie ! 
Nae  woman  in  the  warld 

Sae  wretched  now  as  me  1 


THOU    GLOOMY   DECEMBER 


Ance  mair  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December ! 

Ance  mair  I  hail  thee  wi'  sorrow  and  care ! 
Sad  was  the  parting  thoU  makes  me  remember : 

Parting  wi'  Nancy,  O,  ne'er  to  meet  mair  1 


Ones  inofv 
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II 


Fond  lovers'  parting  is  sweet,  painful  pleasure, 
Hope  beaming  mild  on  the  soft  parting  hour ; 

But  the  dire  feeling,  O  farewell  for  ever ! 
Anguish  unmingled  and  agony  pure  ! 


Ill 


Wild  as  the  winter  now  tearing  the  forest, 
Till  the  last  leaf  o'  the  summer  is  flown — 

Such  is  the  tempest  has  shaken  my  bosom. 
Till  my  last  hope  and  last  comfort  is  gone ! 


IV 


Still  as  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December, 
Still  shall  I  hail  thee  wi'  sorrow  and  care ; 

For  sad  was  the  parting  thou  makes  me  remembc 
Parting  wi'  Nancy,  O,  ne'er  to  meet  mair ! 


MY  PEGGY^S  FACE,  MY  PEGGY^  FOB 


My  Peggy's  face,  my  Peggy's  form 
The  frost  of  hermit  Age  might  warm. 
My  Peggy's  worth,  my  Peggy's  mind 
Might  charm  the  first  of  human  kind. 


0,     STEER     HER     UP  187 


II 


I  love  my  Peggy's  angel  air^ 
Her  face  so  truly  heavenly  fair. 
Her  native  grace  so  void  of  art  ; 
But  I  adore  my  Peggy's  heart. 


III 


The  lily's  hue,  the  rose's  dye. 
The  kindling  lustre  of  an  eye — 
Who  but  owns  their  magic  sway  ? 
Who  but  knows  they  all  decay  ? 


rv 


The  tender  thrill,  the  pitying  tear, 
The  generous  purpose,  nobly  dear. 
The  gentle  look  that  rage  disarms — 
These  are  all  immortal  charms. 


>,   STEER    HER    UP,    AN^    HAUD     ~; 
HER    GAUN 


O,  STEER  her  up,  an'  baud  her  gaun — 

Her  mither's  at  the  mill,  jo. 
An'  gin  she  winna  tak  a  man,  if; 

E'en  let  her  tak  her  will,  jo. 
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rcftten  Fint  shore  her  wi'  a  gentle  kiss, 
ii  for  And  ca'  anither  gill,  jo, 

ya\d  the  An'  gin  she  tak  the  thing  amiss, 
>w  E'en  let  her  flyte  her  fill,  jo. 

II 

t  bmshful  O,  steer  her  up,  an'  be  na  blate, 

An'  gin  she  tak  it  ill,  jo, 
Then  leave  the  lassie  till  her  fate, 
Ate  And  time  nae  langer  spill,  jo ! 

e  rebuff  Ne'er  break  your  heart  for  ae  rebute. 

But  think  upon  it  still,  jo. 
That  gin  the  lassie  winna  do 't, 
d  Ye  *11  fin'  anither  will,  jo. 


WEE    WILLIE    GRAY 

I 

Wee  Willie  Gray  an'  his  leather  wallet. 

Peel  a  willow- wand  to  be  him  boots  and  jacket  ! 

The  rose  upon  the  brier  will  be  him  trouse  a 

doublet — 

The  rose  upon  the  brier  will  be  him  trouse  a 

doublet ! 

II 

Wee  Willie  Gray  and  his  leather  wallet, 
irt ;  cravat  Twice  a  lily-flower  will  be  him  sark  and  gravat ! 
Feathers  of  a  flie  wad  feather  up  his  bonnet — 
Feathers  of  a  flie  wad  feather  up  his  bonnet ! 


WE'RE     A'     NODDl 


WE   RE    A^    NODD 

Chorus 

We  're  a'  noddin, 
Nid  nid  noddin. 
We  're  a'  noddin 
At  our  house  at  hame 


'  GuiD  e'en  to  you,  kimme: 
And  how  do  ye  do  ?  ' 

'  Hiccup  ! '  quo'  kimmer, 
'The  better  that  I  'm  fo 


II 


Kate  sits  i'  the  neuk, 

Suppin  hen-broo. 
Deil  tak  Kate 

An  she  be  na  noddin  toe 


III 


'  How 's  a'  wi'  you,  kimme 
And  how  do  you  fare  ? ' 

*  A  pint  o'  the  best  o't. 
And  twa  pints  mair ! ' 


190 


WE'RE    A'    NODDIN 


IV 


'  How 's  a'  wi*  you,  kimmer  ? 

And  how  do  ye  thrive  ? 
How  monie  bairns  hae  ye  ? ' 

Quo'  kimmer,  *  I  hae  five.' 


in  troth 


*  Are  they  a'  Johnie'g  ? ' 

'  Eh  !  atweel  na : 
Twa  o*  them  were  gotten 

When  Johnie  was  awa  ! ' 


lyotb 


VI 


Cats  like  milk. 

And  dogs  like  broo ; 
Lads  like  lasses  weel. 

And  lasses  lads  too. 


Chorus 

We're  a'  noddin, 
Nid  nid  noddin, 
We  're  a'  noddin 
At  our  house  at  hame ! 
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0.    AY    MY   WIFE    SHE    DANG    ME     be 

Chorus 

Oy  ay  my  wife  she  dang  me. 
An'  aft  my  wife  she  bang'd  me  ! 
If  ye  gie  a  woman  a'  her  will, 
Guid  faith  !  she  '11  soon  o'er-gang  ye. 


On  peace  an'  rest  my  mind  was  bent. 
And,  fool  I  was  !  I  married  ; 

But  never  honest  man's  intent 
Sae  cursedly  miscarried. 


II 


Some  sairie  comfort  at  the  last,  sorry 

When  a'  thir  days  are  done,  man  :  these 

My  *  pains  o'  hell '  on  earth  is  past, 

I  'm  sure  o'  bliss  aboon,  man.  above 

Chorus 

O,  ay  my  wife  she  dang  me. 
An'  aft  my  wife  she  bang'd  me ! 
If  ye  gie  a  woman  a'  her  will, 
Guid  faith  !  she  '11  soon  o'erganc  v<» 


19t 


SCROGGAM 


SCROGGAM 


dwelt 


There  was  a  wife  wonn'd  in  Cockpen^ 

Scroggaml 
She  brew'd  guid  ale  for  gentlemen  : 
Sing  Auld  Cowl,  lay  you  down  by 
Scroggam^  my  dearie,  ruffum  ! 


II 


daaghter 


l^he  guidwife'a  dochter  fell  in  a  fever, 

Scroggam! 
The  priest  o'  the  parish  fell  in  anither : 
Sing  Auld  Cowl,  lay  you  down  by  me — 
Scroggam,  my  dearie,  ruffum  I 


ui 


together 
ooe ;  other 


They  laid  the  twa  i'  the  bed  thegither, 

Scroggam  ! 
That  the  heat  o'  the  tane  might  cool  the  \ 
Sing  Auld  Cowl^  lay  you  down  by  me — 
Scroggam,  my  dearie,  ruffum  ! 


O,    GUin     ALE     COMES 


IW 


O,    GUID     ALE     COMES 


Chorus 

O,  guid  ale  comes^  and  gnid  ale  goes, 
Guid  ale  gars  me  sell  my  hose. 
Sell  my  hose,  and  pawn  itiy  shoon— 
Guid  ale  keeps  my  heart  aboon  ! 


makes 


my  heart  u 


I  HAD  sax  owsen  in  a  pleugh, 
And  they  drew  a*  weel  eneugh : 
I  sell'd  them  a*  just  ane  by  ane — 
Guid  ale  keeps  the  heart  aboon  ! 


SIX  oxen 


II 


Guid  ale  bauds  me  bare  and  busy, 
Gars  me  moop  wi'  the  servant  hizzie. 
Stand  i'  the  stool  when  I  hae  dune — 
Guid  ale  keeps  the  heart  aboon  ! 


keeps 
meddle ;  g 
!  Notes! 


III. 


Chonts 

O,  guid  ale  comes,  and  guid  ale  goes^ 
Guid  ale  gars  me  sell  my  hose. 
Sell  my  hose,  and  pawn  my  shoon — 
Gtiid  ale  keeps  my  heart  aboon  ! 

N 
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ROBIN    SHURE    IN   HAHIST 


Fioid; 
•iddc 


Chorus 

Robin  shure  in  htdtst, 
I  dhure  wi'  him  : 

Fient  a  heuk  had  h 
Yet  I  stack  by  him. 


went 

w«b  of  coarse 
wooUen 

gate 


I  OAED  up  to  Dunse 

To  warp  a  wab  o'  plaiden 
At  his  daddie's  yett 

Wha  met  me  but  Robin  ! 


Wasn't ;  bold 


Elder's 
daughter 


II 


Was  na  Robin  bauld. 

Tho'  I  was  a  cottar  ? 
Play'd  me  sic  a  trick. 

An'  me  the  EUer's  dochter  I 


III 


food 

Fiend  have  it 
(i>.  Nothing) 

GooseKjoills ; 
knife 


Robin  promis'd  me 

A'  my  winter  vittle : 
Fient  haet  he  had  but  three 

Guse  feathers  and  a  whittle  I 
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Ckonu 

Robin  shure  in  haint^ 

I  shiure  wi'  him  : 
Fient  a  heuk  had  I, 

Yet  I  stack  by  him. 


DOES    HAUGHTY    GAUL    INVASION 

THREAT? 


Does  haughty  Gaul  invasion  threat  ? 

Then  let  the  loons  beware.  Sir ! 
There 's  wooden  walls  upon  our  seas 

And  volunteers  on  shore^  Sir  ! 
The  Nith  shall  run  to  Corsincon, 

And  CriflTel  sink  in  Solway, 
Ere  we  permit  a  foreign  foe 

On  British  ground  to  rally  ! 


II 


O,  let  us  not,  like  snarling  tykes, 
In  wrangling  be  divided. 

Till,  slap  !  come  in  an  unco  loun, 
And  wi'  a  rung  decide  it ! 


dofi 

foreign 
codgel 
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Be  Britain  still  to  Britain  true, 

Amang  ounels  united ! 
For  never  but  by  British  hands 

Maun  British  wzangs  be  righted  ! 

Ill 

The  kettle  o'  the  Kirk  and  SUte, 

Perhaps  a  clout  may  fail  in 't ; 
But  Deil  a  foreign  tinkler  loon 

Shall  ever  ca'  a  nail  in  't ! 
Our  fathers'  blude  the  kettle  bought, 

And  wha  wad  dare  to  spoil  it. 
By  Heav'ns  !  the  sacrilegious  dog 

Shall  fuel  be  to  boil  it ! 


nr 

The  wretch  that  would  a  tjrrant  own. 

And  the  wretch,  his  true-sworn  brother 
Who  would  set  the  mob  above  the  throne 

May  they  be  damn'd  together  ! 
Who  will  not  sing  God  save  the  King 

Shall  hang  as  high  's  the  steeple ; 
But  while  we  sing  God  save  the  King, 

We  '11  ne'er  forget  the  People ! 
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O,  ONCE   I  LO\rD  A  BONIE  LASS 


O,  ONCE  I  lov'd  a  bonie  lass, 

Ay,  and  I  love  her  still ! 
And  whilst  that  virtue  wanns  my  breast, 

I  '11  love  my  handsome  Nell. 


II 


As  bonie  lasses  I  hae  seen, 

And  monie  full  as  braw,  fin 

But  for  a  modest  gracefu'  mien 

The  like  I  never  saw. 


Ill 


A  bonie  lass,  I  will  confess, 

Is  pleasant  to  the  e'e  ; 
But  without  some  better  qualities 

She 's  no  a  lass  for  me. 


IV 


But  Nelly's  looks  are  blythe  and  sweet, 

And^  what  is  best  of  a'. 
Her  reputation  is  complete 

And  ^Eur  without  a  flaw. 
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MY    LORD    A-HUNTING 


make 


She  dresses  ay  sae  clean  and  neat^ 

Both  decent  and  genteel ; 
And  then  there 's  something  in  her  gait 

Gars  onie  dress  look  weel. 


VI 


A  gaudy  dress  and  gentle  air 
May  slightly  touch  the  heart ; 

But  it 's  innocence  and  modesty 
That  polishes  the  dart. 


VII 


'Tis  this  in  Nelly  pleases  me^ 
'Tis  this  enchants  my  soul ; 

For  absolutely  in  my  breast 
She  reigns  without  controuL 


MY    LORD    A-HUNTING 


gddtti 

stsyt;bodice 

nodiBiora 


Chorus 

My  lady's  gown,  there 's  gairs  upon  't. 
And  gowden  flowers  sae  rare  upon  't ; 
But  Jenny's  jimps  and  jirkinet. 
My  lord  thinks  meikle  mair  upon  't ! 


MY     LORD    A-HUNTING 


199 


My  lord  a-hunting  he  is  gane^ 
But  hounds  or  hawks  wi'  him  are  nane ; 
By  Colin's  cottage  lies  his  game^ 
If  Colin's  Jenny  be  at  hame. 


II 


My  lady 's  white,  my  lady 's  red. 
And  kith  and  kin  o'  Cassillis'  blude ; 
But  her  ten-pund  lands  o'  tocher  guid 
Were  a'  the  charms  his  lordship  lo'ed. 


dowry 


UI 


Out  o'er  yon  muir,  out  o'er  yon  moss, 
Whare  gor-cocks  thro'  the  heather  pass. 
There  wons  auld  Colin's  bonie  lass, 
A  lily  in  a  wilderness. 


bog 


dwclU 


IV 


Sae  sweetly  move  her  genty  limbs, 
Like  music  notes  o'  lovers'  hymns ! 
The  diamond-dew  in  her  een  sae  blue, 
Where  laughing  love  sae  wanton  swims ! 


eyes 


My  lady 's  dink,  my  lady 's  drest. 
The  flower  and  fancy  o'  the  west ; 
But  the  lassie  that  a  man  lo'es  best, 
O,  that's  the  lass  to  mak  him  blest ! 


trim 


0  MEG    O'     THE    MILL 

Chorus 

My  lady's  gown,  there 's  gair^  upon  't, 
Ai^4  gQwden  flowfn  sac  ilMrc  vppn  't ; 
But  Jenny's  jimps  9J^d  ji^lf inet. 
My  lord  thinlui  meimc  nuur  upon  't  i 


SWEETEST    MAY 


SwuETKn'  May,  let  Love  inspire  thee ! 
Take  a  heart  which  he  designs  thee : 
As  thy  constant  slave  regard  it. 
For  its  faith  and  truth  reward  it 


II 


Proof  o'*shot  to  birth  or  money. 
Not  the  wealthy  but  the  bonie. 
Not  the  high-bom  but  noble-minded. 
In  love's  silken  band  can  bind  it. 


MEG    O^   THE    MILL 


O,  KKN  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten  ? 
An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten  ^ 
A  braw  new  naig  wi'  the  tail  o'  «  rot^, 
And  that 's  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten  ^ 
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II 


,  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  lo'es  dearly  ? 
:i'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  lo'es  dearly  ? 
dram  o'  guid  stnint  in  a  moming  early, 
nd  that 's  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  loes  dearly ! 


Ill 


»  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  married  ? 
a  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  married  ? 
^e  priest  he  was  oxter  d,  the  dark  he  was  carried,  ^ 
nd  that 's  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  married  ! 


IV 


>  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  bedded  ? 
n'  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  bedded  ? 
^e  groom  gat  sae  fu'  he  fell  awald  beside  it, 
^d  that 's  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  bedded ! 


I 

c 

t 


OCKEE'S  TA^EN  THE  PARTING  KISS 


JocKiE  's  ta'en  i^p  parting  kiss^ 
O'er  the  mou^ti^ij^  he  is  gi^e^ 

And  with  hm  is  a'  my  bliss — 
Nought  but  griefs  wiUi  me  reipain. 
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11 


Spare  my  luve^  ye  winds  that  blaw, 
Plashy  sleets  and  beating  rain ! 

Spare  my  luve,  thou  feathery  snaw, 
Drifting  o'er  the  frozen  plain ! 


Ill 


When  the  shades  of  evening  creep 
O'er  the  day's  &ir  gladsome  e'e, 
Sound  and  safely  may  he  sleep, 
iwakening  Sweetly  bljrthe  his  waukening  be ! 


IV 


He  will  think  on  her  he  loves. 
Fondly  he  '11  repeat  her  name ; 

For  where'er  he  distant  roves, 
Jockie's  heart  is  still  at  hame. 


>aim  O,    LAY    THY    LOOF    IN    MINE,    U 

Chorus 

O,  lay  thy  loof  in  mine,  lass, 
Iti  mine,  lass,  in  mine,  lass. 
And  swear  on  thy  white  hand,  lass, 
)wn  That  thou  wilt  be  my  ain ! 
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A  SLAVE  to  Love's  unbounded  bw9lj, 
He  aft  has  wrought  me  meikle  wae ; 
But  now  he  is  my  deadly  fae^ 
Unless  thou  be  my  ain. 


[Notes] 

fM 


II 

There 's  monie  a  lass  has  broke  my  rest^ 
That  for  a  blink  I  haelo'ed  best; 
But  thou  art  queen  within  my  breast. 
For  ever  to  remain. 

Chorus 

O,  lay  thy  loof  in  mine,  lass. 
In  mine,  lass,  in  mine,  lass, 
And  swear  on  thy  white  hand,  lass, 
That  thou  wilt  be  my  ain  ! 


CAULD    IS    THE    E'ENIN    BLAST 


Cauld  is  the  e'enin  blast 
O'  Boreas  o'er  the  pool 

An'  dawin,  it  is  dreary. 

When  birks  are  bare  at  Yule. 


dawniiig 
birches; 


tid« 


iM    THBRE    WAS    A    BONIE    LA^ 


II 


O,  oAold  bUwi  the  e'enin  blast, 
Whm  bitter  bitei  the  frmt. 

And  in  the  mirk  and  dreary  drift 
The  hills  and  glens  are  lost  I 


III 


Ne'er  sae  murkj  blew  the  night 
That  drifted  e'er  the  hill. 

Bat  bonie  Peg-^i^Bamsajr 
Gat  grist  to  her  milL 


THERE    WAS    A    BONIE    J.ASS 


There  was  a  bonie  lass,  and  a  bonie^  bonie  lass. 
And  she  load  her  bonie  laddie  dear. 

Till  War's  loud  alarms  tore  her  laddie  frae  her  ar 
Wi'  monie  a  sigh  and  a  tear. 


II 


Over  sea,  over  shore,  where  the  oannona  loudly  re 

He  still  was  a  stranger  to  fear^ 
And  nocht  could  him  quail,  or  his  byoaom  assail, 

But  the  bonie  lass Jie  loed  sue  dear. 
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lERE^    NEWS,    LASSES,    NEWS 

Chorus 
The  wean  wants  a  cradle, 

And  the  cradle  wants  a  cod, 
An'  I  '11  no  gang  to  my  bed 

Until  I  g^t  a  nod. 


child 
pillow 
not  ^ 


There  's  news,  lasses,  news, 

Guid  news  I  've  to  tell ! 
There 's  a  boatfu'  o'  lads 

Come  to  our  town  to  sell ! 

II 
'Father,'  quo'  she,  'Mither,'  quo'  she, 

'  Do  what  you  can  : 
I  '11  no  gang  to  my  bed 

Until  I  get  a  man  ! ' 

III 
I  hae  as  guid  a  crafl  rig 

As  made  o'  yird  and  stane  ; 
And  waly  fa'  the  ley-crap 

For  I  maun  till'd  again. 

Chorus 
The  wean  wants  a  cradle. 

And  the  cradle  wants  a  cod, 
An'  I  '11  no  gang  to  my  bed 

Until  I  get  a  nod. 


croft-ridse 

earth 

woe  befall ; 
pasture- 
must 
plough  it 
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O,   THAT    I    HAD    NE'EB   BE 

MARRIED 


and 


wmter 


Chonu 

Ance  crowdie,  twice  crowdie^ 
Three  times  crowdie  in  a  day ! 

Gin  ye  crowdie  onie  mair^ 

Ye  '11  crowdie  a'  my  meal  away. 


childrtn 


O^  THAT  I  had  ne'er  been  married^ 
I  wad  never  had  nae  care  ! 

Now  I  've  gotten  wife  an'  bairns^ 
An'  they  cry  *  Crowdie '  evermair. 


II 


the  end  of 
the  porch 

Haid;  fight 

frightened 
in 


Waefu'  Want  and  Hunger  fley  me^ 
Glowriii  by  the  hallan  en' ; 

Sair  I  fecht  them  at  the  door. 
But  ay  I  'm  eerie  they  come  ben. 

Chorus 

Ance  crowdie,  twice  crowdie, 
Three  times  crowdie  in  a  day  ! 

Gin  ye  crowdie  onie  mair. 

Ye '11  crowdie  a'  my  meal  away. 
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ALLY^    MEEK,    MALLY^    SWEET    im 


Chorus 


Mally  's  meek,  Mally  's  sweet, 
Mally  's  modest  and  discreet, 
Mally 's  rare,  Mally 's  fair, 
Mally 's  ev'ry  way  complete. 


As  I  was  walking  up  the  street, 
A  barefit  maid  I  chanc'd  to  meet ; 
But  O,  the  road  was  very  hard 
For  that  fair  maiden's  tender  feet ! 

II 

It  were  mair  meet  that  those  fine  feet 
Were  weel  laced  up  in  silken  shoon ! 

An'  'twere  more  fit  that  she  should  sit 
Within  yon  chariot  gilt  aboon  I 

Chorus 

Mally  'b  meek,  Mally 's  sweet, 
Mally  's  modest  and  discreet, 
Mally 's  rare,  Mally 's  fair, 
Mally 's  ev'ry  way  complete. 


SOS 


WAMDRRING    WttLl^ 


WANDERING     WILLIE 


•Id 


Here  awa,  there  awa,  watidering  Willie, 
Here  awa,  there  awa,  haitd  «wa  hame ! 

Come  to  my  bosom,  my  ae  dnly  dearie. 

And  tell  me  thoii  bring'st  me  my  Willie  the 


immer 


II 


Loud  tho'  the  Winter  blew  eauld  at  out  {lartingy 
Twas  na  the  blast  brought  the  teir  tn  taj  ee 

Welcome  now  Simmer,  and  welebme  niy  Willie, 
The  Simmer  to  Nature,  my  Willie  to  me  ! 


Ill 


Rest,  ye  wild  storms  in  the  eave  o'  your  slumber 
How  your  wild  howling  a  lorer  alariiis ! 
wake ;  roll  WaukeU,  ye  breeaes,  row  gently,  ye  biUows, 

And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ance  mair  to  my  am 


xncinbcrs 
>t 


IV 


But  O,  if  he  's  faithless,  and  minds  na  his  Nanni 
Flow  still  between  us,  thou  wide-roaring  main 

May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it. 

But,  dying,  believe  that  my  Willie's  my  ain ! 
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ftAW       LADS      O^      GALLA      WATER        Handsome 


Braw^  Lraw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes. 

They  rove  amang  the  blooming  heather ; 

But  Yarrow  braes  nor  Ettrick  shaws 
Can  match  the  lads  o'  Galla  Water. 


heights 


woods 


n 


Bat  there  is  ane,  a  secret  ane, 
Aboon  them  a'  I  loe  him  better  ; 

And  I  '11  be  kte,  and  he  '11  be  mine. 
The  bonie  kd  o'  Galla  Water. 


Above 


III 


Altho'  fall  daddie  was  nae  laird. 
And  tho'  I  hae  nae  meikle  tocher, 

Yet,  rich  in  Idtidest,  truest  love. 

We  '11  tent  our  floeks  by  Galla  Water. 


much  dowry 


watch 


IV 

It  ne'er  was  wealth,  it  ne'er  was  wealth. 

That  coft  contentment,  peace,  and  pleasure  :  bought 

The  bands  and  bliss  o'  mutual  love, 
O,  that 's  the  chiefest  warld's  treasure  ! 

3U  in.  o 


eio  AULI)     ROB     MORRIS 

AULD    ROB    MORRIS 

I 
dvdb  Thkrk  's  Auld  Rob  Morris  that  wons  in  yon  glen, 

pick  He's  the  king  o'  guid  fellows  and  wale  of  auld  m 

gold  He  has  gowd  in  his  coffers^  he  has  owsen  and  kin 

;  pet       And  ae  bonie  lassie,  his  dantie  and  mine. 

u 
She 's  fresh  as  the  morning  the  £urest  in  May, 
She 's  sweet  as  the  ev'ning  amang  the  new  hay. 
As  blythe  and  as  artless  as  the  lambs  on  the  lea. 
And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  light  to  my  e'e. 

ni 
But  O,  she 's  an  heiress,  auld  Robin 's  a  laiid. 
And  my  daddie  has  nocht  but  a  cot-house  and  yartf 
I't        A  wooer  like  me  maunna  hope  to  come  speed : 
dcttth  The  wounds  I  must  hide  that  will  soon  be  my  de»c2 

nr 
^^^g^     The  day  comes  to  me,  but  delight  brings  me  nane 

The  night  comes  to  me,  but  my  rest  it  is  gane; 
aloiic;  (koM  I  wander  my  lane  like  a  night-troubled  ghaist. 

And  I  sigh  as  my  heart  it  wad  burst  in  my  breast 

V 

O,  had  she  but  been  of  a  lower  degree, 
would  lave    I  then  might  hae  hop'd  she  wad  smil'd  upon  me ! 
deKribing     O,  how  past  descriving  had  then  been  my  bhss. 

As  now  my  distraction  no  words  can  express  ! 
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OPEN    THE     DOOR    TO    ME,    O 


O,  OFCN  the  door  some  pity  to  shew. 

If  love  it  may  na  be,  O  ! 
Tho'  thou  hast  been  false,  I  '11  ever  prore  true- 

O,  open  the  door  to  me,  O  f 


II 


Cauld  is  the  blast  upon  my  pale  cheek. 

But  caulder  thy  love  for  me,  O  : 
The  frost,  that  freezes  the  life  at  my  heart. 

Is  nought  to  my  pains  frae  thee,  O  ! 

Ill 

X*lie  wan  moon  sets  behind  the  white  wave, 

And  Time  is  setting  with  me,  O  : 
P^Jse  friends,  false  love,  farewell !  for  mair 

I  '11  ne'er  trouble  them  nor  thee,  O  ! 

IV 

e  has  open'd  the  door,  she  has  open'd  it  wide,, 
She  sees  the  pale  corse  on  the  plain,  O, 
Ally  true  love  ! '  she  cried,  and  sank  down  by  his 
sid^ — 
Kever  to  rise  again,  O  ! 
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HEN   WILD   WAR'S   DEADLY  BLAST 


When  wild  War's  deadly  blast  was  blawn. 

And  gentle  Peace  returning, 
Wi'  monie  a  sweet  babe  fatherless 

And  monie  a  widow  mourning, 
I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field. 

Where  lang  I  'd  been  a  lodger. 
My  humble  knapsack  a'  my  wealth, 

A  poor  and  honest  sodger. 


II 


A  leal,  light  heart  was  in  my  breast. 

My  hand  unstain'd  wi'  plunder. 
And  for  fair  Scotia,  hame  again, 

I  cheery  on  did  wander : 
I  thought  upon  the  banks  o'  Coil, 

I  thought  upon  my  Nancy, 
And  ay  I  mind't  the  witching  smile 

That  caught  my  youthful  fancy. 


Ill 


At  length  I  reach'd  the  bonie  glen. 
Where  early  life  I  sported. 

I  pass'd  the  mill  and  trysting  thorn. 
Where  Nancy  aft  I  courted. 
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Wha  spied  I  but  my  ain  dear  inaid^ 

Down  by  her  mother  s  dwelling. 
And  tum'd  me  round  to  hide  the  flood 

That  in  my  een  was  swelling  !  c> 

IV 

Wi*  alter' d  voice,  quoth  I ; — *  Sweet  lass. 

Sweet  as  yon  hawthorn's  blossom, 
O,  happy,  happy  may  he  be, 

That 's  dearest  to  thy  bosom ! 
My  purse  is  light,  I  've  far  to  gang,  go 

And  fain  wad  be  thy  lodger  ; 
I  've  serv'd  my  king  and  country  lang — 

Take  pity  on  a  sodger.' 

v 

Sae  wistfully  she  gaz'd  on  me, 

And  lovelier  was  than  ever. 
Quo'  she : — ^  A  sodger  ance  I  lo'ed. 

Forget  him  shall  I  never. 
Our  humble  cot,  and  hamely  fare. 

Ye  freely  shall  partake  it ; 
That  gallant  badge — the  dear  cockade — 

Ye  're  welcome  for  the  sake  o't ! ' 

VI 

She  gaz'd,  she  redden'd  like  a  rose, 

S3me,  pale  like  onie  lily,  Th 

She  sank  within  my  arms,  and  cried  : — 

'  Art  thou  my  ain  dear  Willie  ? ' 
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'  By  Him  who  nude  yon  sun  and  sky. 
By  whom  true  love 's  regarded^ 

I  am  the  man  !    And  thus  may  alill 
True  loven  be  rewarded  I 


VII 

'  The  wars  are  o'er  and  I  'm  come  hame^ 

And  find  thee  still  true-hearted. 
Tho'  poor  in  gear^  we  're  rich  in  love^ 

And  mair^  we  'se  ne'er  be  parted.' 
Quo'  she : — '  My  grandsire  left  me  gowd, 

A  mailen  plenish'd  fairly ! 
And  come,  my  faithfu'  sodger  lad. 

Thou  'rt  welcome  to  it  dearly  !  * 

vui 

For  gold  the  merchant  ploughs  the  main, 

The  farmer  ploughs  the  manor; 
But  glory  is  the  sodger  s  prize. 

The  sodger's  wealth  is  honour ! 
The  brave  poor  sodger  ne'er  despise. 

Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger : 
Remember  he 's  his  country's  stay 

In  day  and  hour  of  danger. 
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DUNCAN    GRAY 


Duncan  Gray  cam  here  to  woo 

(Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't !) 
On  blythe  Yule-Night  when  we  were  fou  ^^ 

(Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't !). 
Maggie  coost  her  head  fu'  high,  cv 

Look'd  asklent  and  unco  skeigh,  ^^ 

Gart  poor  Duncan  stand  abeigh —  Mj 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't ! 


II 


Duncan  fleech'd,  and  Duncan  pray'd .  wb 

(Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't !), 
Meg  was  deaf  as  Ailsa  craig  [N 

(Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't !). 
Duncan  sigh'd  baith  out  and  in,  boi 

Grat  his  een  baith  bleer't  an'  blin',  w< 

Spak  o'  lowpin  o'er  a  linn —  l<» 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't ! 


wa 


III 

Time  and  Chance  are  but  a  tide 

(Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't  I)  : 
Sliffhted  love  is  sair  to  bide  ^^ 

(Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't !). 


en( 


de 
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'  Shall  I  like  a  fool/  quoth  he^ 
'  For  a  haughty  hizzie  die  ? 
She  may  gae  to — France  for  me  !  '■ 
Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't ! 


IV 


^es ;  such 


How  it  comes,  let  doctors  tell 

(Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't !)  : 
Meg  grew  sick,  as  he  grew  hale 

(Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't !). 
Something  in  her  bosom  wrings. 
For  relief  a  sigh  she  brings. 
And  O  !  her  een  they  spak  sic  things  !- 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't ! 


mothered 
roud ;  jolly 


Duncan  was  a  lad  o'  grace 
(Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't  !)^ 

Maggie's  was  a  piteous  case 
(Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't !) : 

Duncan  could  na  be  her  death. 

Swelling  pity  smoor'd  his  wrath ; 

Now  they  're  crouse  and  canty  baith- 
Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't ! 
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UDED    SWAIN,    THE    PLEASURE 


Deluded  swain,  the  pleasure 

The  fickle  Fair  can  give  thee 
Is  but  a  fairy  treasure — 

Thy  hopes  will  soon  deceive  thee 
The  billows  on  the  ocean. 

The  breezes  idly  roaming, 
The  cloud's  uncertain  motion, 

They  are  but  types  of  Woman  ! 


II 


O,  art  thou  not  ashamed 

To  doat  upon  a  feature  ? 
If  Man  thou  would'st  be  nam^d. 


HERE  IS  THE  OLBN 


HERE  IS  THE  GLEN 


Here  is  the  glen,  and  here  the  bower 

All  underneath  the  bbcheii  shade. 
The  village-bell  has  toU'd  the  hour— 

O,  what  can  stay  my  lovely  maid  ? 
Tis  not  Maria's  whispering  caU-^ 

'Tis  but  the  bahirjr-breathing  gale. 
Mixed  with  some  warblei^s  dying  &11 

The  dewy  star  of  eve  to  hail ! 

II 

It  is  Maria's  voice  I  hear  l-^ 

So  calls  the  woodlark  in  the  grove 
His  little  faithful  mate  to  cheer : 

At  once  'tis  music  and  'tis  love  ! 
And  art  thou  come  ?    And  art  thou  true  P 

O^  welcome,  dear,  to  love  and  me. 
And  let  us  all  our  vows  renew 

Along  the  flowery  banks  of  Cree ! 


NOT    WOMSN    E'ER    COMPL. 


NOT   WOMEN    KER    C0» 


Let  not  womeii  e'er  complain 

Of  inconstancy  in  love ! 
Let  not  women  e'er  complain 
Fickle  man  is  apt  to  rove  ! 
Look  abroad  thro'  Nature's  ran| 
Nature's  mighty  law  is  change  : 
Ladies,  would  it  not  be  strange 
Man  should  then  a  monster  p 


eso 


LORD  GREGORY 


LORD  GREGORY 


dark 


O,  MIRK,  mirk  is  this  midnight  hour. 
And  loud  the  tempest's  roar ! 

A  wacfti'  wanderer  seeks  thy  tower — 
Lord  Gregory,  ope  thy  door. 


II 


hall 


show 


An  exile  frae  her  father's  ha'. 
And  a'  for  sake  o'  thee. 

At  least  some  pity  on  me  shaw. 
If  love  it  may  na  be. 


reraemb'rest 


III 


Lord  Gregory  mind'st  thou  not  the  gro 

By  bonie  Irwine  side. 
Where  first  I  own'd  that  virgin  love 

I  lang,  lang  had  denied  ? 


IV 


How  aften  didst  thou  pledge  and  vow, 

Thou  wad  for  ay  be  mine ! 
And  my  fond  heart,  itsel'  sae  true. 

It  ne'er  mistrusted  thine. 


O    POORTITH     CAL'LD 


Hard  is  thy  heart.  Lord  Gregoir, 

And  flinty  u  thy  breast : 
Thou  bolt  of  Heaven  that  flasfacst  by, 

0,  wilt  tbou  bring  me  rest ! 


Ye  mustering  thunders  from  above. 

Your  willing  victim  see, 
But  spare  and  pardon  my  fause  love 

His  wraDgs  to  Heaven  anit  me  '. 


O    POORTITH     CAULD 

O,  why  should  Fate  sic  pleasure  liave 
Life's  dearest  bands  untwining  ? 

Or  why  sae  sweet  a  flower  as  love 
Depend  on  Fortune's  shining  P 


O  PooRTiTH  cauld  and  ■MjlMl'OTe, 
Ye  wrack  my  peace  l>^^HtoB  ' 

Yet  poortith  a'  I  co"*'"  *-^^^ 
An  'twere  na 


O     POORTITH    CAULD 

n 

The  waiid's  wealth  when  I  think  on, 
Its  pride  and  a'  the  hive  o't — 

My  cone  on  silly  coward  man. 
That  he  should  be  the  slave  o't  1 


III 


sfM  Her  een  sae  bonie  blue  betray 

How  she  repays  my  passion ; 

But  prudence  is  her  o'erword  ay : 

She  talks  o'  rank  and  fashion. 


IV 


O,  wha  can  prudence  think  upon. 
And  sic  a  lassie  by  him  ? 

O,  wha  can  prudence  think  upon. 
And  sae  in  love  as  I  am  ? 


How  blest  the  wild-wood  Indian's  fate ! 
He  woos  his  artless  dearie — 
bobgobiins  The  silly  bogles,  Wealth  and  State, 

rewftti  Can  never  make  him  eerie. 

Chorus 

O,  why  should  Fate  sic  pleamre  have, 
Life's  dearest  bands  untwining  ? 

Or  why  sae  sweet  a  flower  as  love 
Depend  on  Fortune's  shining? 
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O,    STAY,    SWEET     WARBLING 

WOOD-LARK 


O,  STAY,  sweet  warbling  wood-lark,  stay, 
Nor  quit  for  me  the  trembling  spray  ! 
A  hapless  lover  conrts  thy  lay, 

Thy  soothing,  fond  complaining. 
Again,  again  that  tender  part. 
That  I  may  catch  thy  melting  art ! 
For  surely  that  wad  touch  her  heart, 

Wha  kills  me  wi'  disdaining. 


II 

Say,  was  thy  little  ;iiate  unkind. 

And  heard  thee  as  the  careless  wind  ? 

O,  nocht  but  love  and  sorrow  join'd  nothing 

Sic  notes  o*  woe  could  wauken !  fw^c 

Thou  tells  o'  never-ending  care, 
O*  speechless  grief  and  dark  despair — 
For  pity's  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  mair. 

Or  my  poor  heart  is  broken  ! 


SM     SAW    YE    BONIE    LESLEY 


SAW    YE    BONIE    LESLEY 


irent 


O,  SAW  ye  bonie  Lesley^ 

As  she  gaed  o'er  the  Border  ? 

She 's  gane,  like  Alexander, 

To  spread  her  conquests  farther ) 


II 


To  see  her  is  to  love  her. 
And  love  but  her  for  ever ; 

For  Nature  made  her  what  she  is, 
And  never  made  anither  ! 


Ill 


Thou  art  a  queen,  fair  Lesley — 
Thy  subjects,  we  before  thee  ! 

Thou  art  divine,  fair  Lesley — 
The  hearts  o'  men  adore  thee.' 


rv 


harm 
belong  to 


The  Deil  he  could  na  skaith  thee, 
Or  aught  that  wad  belang  thee : 

He  'd  look  into  thy  bonie  face. 
And  say : — '  I  canna  wrang  thee  I 


SWEET    FA'S    THE    EVE 


The  Powers  aboon  will  tent  thee, 
Misfortune  sfaa'na  steer  thee : 

Thou  'rt  like  themsel'  sae  lovely. 
That  ill  they  '11  ne'er  let  near  thee. 


Return  again,  fair  Lesley, 

Return  to  Caledonie  ! 
That  we  may  brag  we  hae  a  lass 

There's  nane  again  sae  bonie. 


SWEET    FA'S     THE     EVE 


SvraET  fa's  the  eve  on  Craigiebum, 
And  blythe  awakes  the  morrow. 

But  a'  the  pride  o'  Spring's  return 
Can  yield  me  nocht  but  sorrow. 


I  see  the  flowers  and  spreading  trees, 
I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing ; 

But  what  a  weary  wight  can  please. 
And  Care  his  bosom  is  wringing  ? 


Y  ()  U  X  G     JESSIE 


111 


Fmn,  ftdn  wmM  L  my  grftft  impart, 

YetdareimfbrjMrmig«r;  |^ 

Bat  •eeret  lore- will  bveidE  my  hmti, 

If  I  ocmceal  it  knger. 


IV 


U 

If  thou  refuse  to  pity  me^  \  g 

If  thou  shalt  love  another. 
When  yon  green  leaves  fade  frae  the  tree^ 

Around  my  grave  they  '11  wither. 


YOUNG    JESSIE 

I 

True    hearted  was    he,  the  sad   swain  o'  t^^^* 
Yarrow, 
And  fair  are  the  nudds  on  the  banks  of  tb==^^ 
Ayr; 
But  by  the  sweet  side  o'   the  Nith's  windii-^ff 
river 
Are  lovers  as  faithful  and  maidens  as  fair : 
To  equal,  young  Jessie  seek  Scotia  all  over— 
To  equal  young  Jessie  you  seek  it  in  vain ! 
Grace,  beauty,  and  elegance  fetter  her  lover. 
And  maidenly  modesty  fixes  the  chain* 


ADOWN    WINDING     NITH      22T 

II 

Fresh  is  the  rose  in  the  gay^  dewy  moming. 

And  sweet  is  the  Uly  at  evening  dose ;; 
But  in  the  fair  presence  o'  lovely  young  Jeasle 

Unseen  is  the  lily»  unheeded  the  rose. 
Love  sits  in  her  smile^  a  wizard  ensnaring ; 

Enthron'd  in  her  een  he  delivers  his  law  ;  ey 

^jid  still  to  her  charms  she  alone  is  a  stranger : 

Her  modest  demeanour 's  the  jewel  of  a'. 


ADOWN    WINDING    NITH 

Chorus 

Awa  wi'  your  belles  and  your  beautieS' — 
They  never  wi'  her  can  compare ! 

Whaever  hae  met  wi'  my  Phillis 
Has  met  wi'  the  Queen  o'  the  Fair ! 


Adowv  winding  Nith  I  did  wander 
To  mark  the  sweet  flowers  as  they  spring. 

Adown  winding  Nith  I  did  wander 
Of  Phillis  to  muse  and  to  sing. 

II 

The  Dtdgy  amus.'d  my  fbnd  fancy, 

So  artless^  so  simple^  so  wild : 
'Thou  emblenr/  said  I,  'o'  my  Phillis'— 

For  she  is  Simplicity's  child. 


B      ADOWN    WINDING    NITH 


III 


The  rote-bud 's  the  blush  o'  my  charmer, 
Her  sweet  bahny  lip  when  'tis  prest 

How  £ur  and  how  pore  is  the  lily ! 
But  &irer  and  purer  her  breast. 


IV 


Y<m  knot  of  gay  flowers  in  the  arbour. 
They  ne'er  wi'  my  Phillis  can  vie : 

Her  breath  is  the  breath  of  the  woodbine, 
Its  dew-drop  o'  diamond  her  eye. 


Her  voice  is  the  song  o'  the  morning, 
That  wakes  thro'  the  green-spreading  gro^^c, 

When  Phebus  peeps  over  the  mountains 
On  music,  and  pleasure,  and  love. 


VI 


But  Beauty,  how  frail  and  how  fleeting ! 

The  bloom  of  a  fine  summer's  day ! 
While  Worth  in  the  mind  o'  my  Phillis 

Will  flourish  without  a  decay. 

Chorus 

Awa  wi'  your  belles  and  your  beauties — 
They  never  wi'  her  can  compare ! 

Whaever  hae  met  wi'  my  Phillis 
Has  met  wi'  the  Queen  o'  the  Fair! 


A    LASS    Wr     A    TOCHER 


A    LASS    WI^    A    TOCHER 

Chorus 

Then  hey  for  a  hiss  wi'  a  tocher. 
Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher. 
Then  hey  for  m  lass  wi'  a  tocher. 
The  nice  yellow  guineas  for  me ! 


A  wi'  your  witchcraft  o'  Beauty's  alarms, 
i  slender  bit  beauty  you  grasp  in  your  arms 
l^e  me  the  lass  that  has  acres  o'  charms  ! 
^e  me  the  lass  wi'  the  weel-stockit  farms  ! 


II 


LT  Beauty 's  a  flower  in  the  morning  that  bl 
i  withers  the  faster  the  faster  it  grows ; 
the  rapturous  charm  o'  the  bonie  green  kn 
spring  they  're  new  deckit  wi'  bonie  white  y 


III 


d  e'en  when  this  Beauty  your  bosom  has  bl 
5  brightest  o'  Beauty  may  cloy  when  posses 
t  the  sweet,  yellow  darlings  wi'  Geordie  impi 
e  langer  ye  hae  them,  the  mair  they  're  car 


£80    BLYTHE  HAB  I  BEEN  ON  YOH  HI 

Ckorui 

Then  hey  for  m  lass  wi'  m  tocher. 
Them  hey  &>r  a  lass  wf  a  todiflr. 
Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher. 
The  nice  yellow  gsineas  for  me  1 


BLYTHE  HAE  I  BEEN  ON  YOS  H 


Bltthe  hae  I  been  on  yon  hill 

As  the  lambs  before  mg^ 
Careless  ilka  though^  and  free 

As  the  hreeie  flew  o'er  me. 
Now  nae  langer  sport  and  play« 

Mirth  or  sang  can  please  me : 
Lesley  is  sae  fair  and  coy. 

Care  and  anguish  seise  me. 


Heavy,  lieayy  is  the  task. 
Hopeless  love  declaring ! 
nothinf  but  Trembling,  I  dow  nocht  but  glower. 

Sighing,  dumb  despairing ! 
thzoec  '  If  she  winna  ease  the  thraws 

In  my  bosom  swelling, 
'Underneath  the  grass*green  jod 
must  _,  Soon  maun  be  ny  dwellia|^ 


BT    ALLAN    STREAM 


BY    ALLAN    STREAM 


By  Allan  stream  I  chsnc'd  to  rove. 

While  Pheboa  sank  beyond  Benledi ; 
The  winds  were  whispering  thro'  the  grore, 

The  yellow  com  was  waving  rca^ ; 
1  liaten'd  to  a  lover's  sang, 

An'  thought  on  youthfu'  pleasurec  monie. 
And  ay  the  wild-wood  echoes  rang : — 

'  O,  my  love  Annie 's  very  bonie  t 


'  O,  happy  be  the  woodbjne  bower, 

Nae  nightly  hoglt  make  it  eerie  I  u^^ 

Nor  ever  sorrow  stain  the  hour. 

The  place  and  time  I  met  my  dearie ! 
Her  head  upon  my  throbbing  breast. 

She,  sinking,  said  : — "  I  *m  thine  for  ever ! " 
While  monie  a  kiss  the  seal  imprest — 

The  sacred  vow  we  ne'er  should  sever.' 


The  haunt  o'  Spring's  the  priraiose-brae. 

The  Sammer  joyi  the  flocks  to  follow. 
How  cheery  thro'  her  short'ning  day 

Is  AMtomn  in  h^  weeds  o'  yellow  I 


(  ANST     THOU     LEAVE     ME 

But  can  they  melt  the  glowing  heart, 
Or  chain  the  tool  in  speechless  pleasure^ 

Or  thro'  each  nenre  the  rapture  dart, 
like  meeting  her,  oar  bosom's  treasure? 


CANST    THOU    LEAVE    ME 

Chorus 
Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katie ! 

Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katie ! 
Well  thou  know'st  my  aching  heart. 

And  canst  thou  leave  me  thus  for  pity  ? 

I 
Is  this  thy  plighted,  fond  regard : 

Thus  cruelly  to  part,  my  Katie  ? 
Is  this  thy  faithful  swain's  reward : 

An  aching  broken  heart,  my  Katie  ? 

n 
Farewell !    And  ne'er  such  sorrows  tear 

That  fickle  heart  of  thine,  my  Katie  I 
Thou  may'st  find  those  will  love  thee  dear, 

But  not  a  love  like  mine,  my  Katie. 

Chorus 
Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katie ! 

Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katie ! 
Well  thou  know'st  my  aching  heart. 

And  canst  thou  leave  me  thus  for  pity  ? 


COME,    LET    ME    TAKE    THEE 


COME,    LET    ME    TAKE    THI 


Come,  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breast. 

And  pledge  we  ne'er  shall  smider, 
And  I  shall  spurn  as  vilest  dust 

The  world's  wealth  and  grandeur ! 
And  do  I  hear  my  Jeanie  own 

That  equal  transports  move  her  ? 
1  ask  for  dearest  life  alone. 

That  I  may  live  to  love  her. 


II 

Thus  in  my  arms,  wi'  a'  her  charms, 

I  clasp  my  countless  treasure, 
I  '11  seek  nae  mair  o'  Heav'n  to  share 

Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure ! 
And  by  thy  een  sae  bonie  blue 

I  swear  I  'm  thine  for  ever. 
And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  my  vow. 

And  break  it  shall  I  never ! 


MA     CONT&NTJ&D    WI'    i^TTL£ 


CONTENTED   WF   LITTLE 


Contented  wi'  little  and  cantie  wi'  mair. 
Whene'er  I  forgather  wi*  Sorrow  and  Care, 
I  gie  them  a  skelp,  as  they  're  creepin  alang, 
Wi'  a  cog  V  guid  swats  amd  an  aold  Scottish  sanj 


I  whyles  claw  tlie  elbow  o'  troublesome  Thoughts: 
But  Man  is  a  soger,  and  Life  is  a  {aught. 
My  mirth  and  guid  humour  are  coin  in  my  poucta 
And  my  Freedom 's  my  lairdship  nae  monarch  da- 
touch. 


Ill 


^\  ^^    A  towmond  o'  trouble,  should  that  be  my  fa*, 
n         A  night  o'  guid  fellowship  sowthers  it  a' : 

When  at  the  blythe  end  o'  our  journey  at  last, 
Wha  the  Deil  ever  thinks  o'  the  road  he  has  past- 


IV 


**•  *»       Blind  Chance,  let  her  snapper  and  stojrte  on  her  w^ 
Be 't  to  me,  be 't  frae  me,  e'en  let  the  jade  gae ! 
Come  Ease  or  come  Travail,  come  Pleasure  or  PaJ 

it  My  warst  word  is : — '  Welcome,  and  welcome  agaio 


TAREWELL,  THOU  ST 


FAR-EWELL,  THOU  SI 


Farewell,  thou  stream  that  wind 
Around  Eliza's  dwelling ! 

0  Mem'iy,  spare  the  cruel  threes 
Within  my  bosom  swelling : 

Condemned  to  drag  a  hopeless  chi 
And  yet  in  secret  languish. 

To  feel  a  fire  in  every  vein 
Nor  dare  disclose  my  anguish ! 

II 

Love's  veriest  wretch,  unseen,  unl 
I  fain  my  griefs  would  cover : 

The  bursting  sigh,  th'  imweeting 
Betray  the  hapless  lover. 

1  know  thou  doom'st  me  to  despaj 
Nor  wilt,  nor  canst  relieve  me ; 

But,  O  Eliza,  hear  one  prayer — 
For  pity's  sake  forgive  me ! 

Ill 

The  music  of  thy  voice  I  heard. 
Nor  wist  while  it  enslav'd  me  ! 

I  saw  thine  eyes,  yet  nothing  fear 
Till  fears  no  more  had  sav'd  me 


HAD    I    A    CAVE 

Th'  uDwuy  Bailor  thtu,  «|^uwt 
The  wheeling  torrent  viewing, 

'Mid  circling  horrors  sinks  at  last 
Id  overwhelming  ruin. 


HAD    I    A   CAVE 


Had  I  a  care 

On  some  wild  distant  shor^ 
Where  the  winds  howl 
To  the  wave's  dashing  roar. 
There  would  I  weep  my  woesj 
There  seek  my  lost  repose, 
TU'  grief  my  eyes  should  close. 
Ne'er  to  wake  more ! 


Falsest  of  w 

Can'st  thou  declare 
All  thy  fond,  plighted  vows 
Fleeting  as  air? 

To  thy  new  lover  hie, 
lAugh  o'er  thy  perjury. 
Then  in  thy  bosom  try 
What  peace  is  there ! 


HERE'S    A     HEALTH 


HERE    S    A    HEALTH 

Chorus 

Here 's  a  health  to  ane  I  loe  dear ! 
Here 's  a  health  to  ane  I  loe  dear ! 
*hou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond 
meet. 
And  soft  as  their  parting  tear, 

Jessy — 
And  soft  as  their  parting  tear ! 


'Ho'  thou  maun  never  be  mine, 
Jtho'  even  hope  is  denied, 
sweeter  for  thee  despairing 
lian  ought  in  the  world  beside, 

Jessy — 
"han  ought  in  the  world  beside  ! 

II 

oum  thro'  the  gay,  gaudy  day, 
ls  hopeless  I  muse  on  thy  charms ; 
welcome  the  dream  o'  sweet  slumbe 
or  then  I  am  lockt  in  thine  arms, 

Jessy — 
*or  then  I  am  lockt  in  thine  arms  ! 


HOW  CRUEL  ARE  THB  PARENTS 


Chorus 

Here 's  a  health  to  ane  I  loe  dear ! 
Here 's  a  health  to  ane  I  loe  dear  T 
rhou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fcmd  loren 
meety 
And  toft  as  their  parting  tear, 

Jessy — 
And  soft  as  their  parting  tear  I 


OW  CRUEL  ARE  THE  PARENTS 


How  cruel  are  the  parents: 

Who  riches  only  prise. 
And  to  the  wealthy  booby 

Poor  Woman  sacrifice  !* 
Meanwhile  the  hapless  daughter 

Has  bat  a  dioice  of  strife : 
To  shun  a  tyrant  father's  hate 

Become  a  wretched  wife ! 

II 

The  ravening  hawk  porsuing, 
The  trembling  dove  thus  flies : 

To  shun  impending  ruin 
Awhile  her  pinion  tries; 


BAND,    CEASE    YOUR    STRIFE     239^ 

Till,  of  escape  despairing. 

No  shelter  or  retreat. 
She  trusts  the  ruthless  falconer, 

And  drops  beneath  his  feet. 


USBAND,    HUSBAND,    CEASE 
YOUR    STRIFE 


Husband,  husband,  cease  your  strife. 

Nor  longer  idly  rave,  sir  ! 
Tho*  I  am  your  wedded  wife. 

Yet  I  am  not  your  slave,  sir. 
*  One  of  two  must  still  obey, 

Nancy,  Nancy ! 
Is  it  Man  or  Woman,  say. 

My  spouse  Nancy  ? ' 

II 

'  If  'tis  still  the  lordly  word. 

Service  and  obedience, 
I  *11  desert  my  sovereign  lord. 

And  so  goodbye,  allegiance ! ' 
'  Sad  will  I  be  so  bereft, 

Nancy,  Nancy ! 
Yet  I  '11  try  to  make  a  shift. 

My  spouse  Nancy  ! ' 


940     IT  WAS  THE  CHARMING  MON 

ni 

*  My  poor  heart,  then  break  it  musty 

My  last  hour  I  am  near  it : 
When  yon  lay  me  in  the  dost. 

Think,  how  will  you  bear  it  ? ' 
'  I  will  hope  and  trust  in  Heaven, 

Nancy,  Nancy ! 
Strength  to  bear  it  will  be  given. 

My  spouse  Nancy.' 

IV 

'  Well,  sir,  fix>m  the  silent  dead. 
Still  I  '11  try  to  daunt  you : 

Ever  round  your  midnight  bed 
Horrid  sprites  shall  haunt  you  ! ' 

*  I  '11  wed  another  like  my  dear, 

Nancy,  Nancy ! 
Then  all  Hell  will  fly  for  fear. 
My  spouse  Nancy  ! ' 


rr  WAS  THE  CHARMING  MONT] 

Chorus 

Lovely  was  she  by  the  dawn. 

Youthful  Chloe,  charming  Chloe, 

Tripping  o'er  the  pearly  lawn. 
The  youthful,  charming  Chloe ! 


fT  Was  the  charming  month    ut 


It  wu  the  ehmnning  naonth  of  M*;, 
When  all  the  flow'n  were  trtah  mud  gity, 
One  morning,  by  the  break  of  day. 

The  youthful,  charming  Chloe, 
From  peaceful  ilumber  she  aroae, 
Girt  on  her  mantle  and  her  hose. 
And  o'er  the  flov'ry  mead  she  goes — 

The  youthful,  charming  Chloe  ! 


The  feather'd  people  you  might  see 
Perch "d  all  around  on  every  tree ! 
With  notes  of  sweetest  melody 

They  hail  the  charming  CUoe, 
Till,  painting  gay  the  eastern  skies, , 
The  glorious  sun  began  to  rise, 
Outrival'd  by  the  radiant  eyea 

Of  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 

Ckorut 
Lovely  was  she  by  the  dawn. 

Youthful  Chloe,  ehanning  Chloe, 
Tripping  o'er  the  pearly  lawn. 

The  youthful,  charming  Chloe  I 


2M    LAST     MAY     A     BRAW    WOOEB 


LAST    MAY    A    BRAW    WOOER 

I 

Last  May  a  braw  wooer  cam  down  the  lang  glen, 
And  sair  wi'  his  love  he  did  deave  me. 

I  said  there  was  naething  I  hated  like  men : 
The  deuce  gae  wi'm  to  believe  me,  believe  me- 
The  deuce  gae  wi'm  to  believe  me ! 

II 
He  spak  o'  the  darts  in  my  bonie  'black  een, 

And  vow'd  for  my  love  he  was  diein. 
I  said,  he  might  die  when  he  liket  for  Jean : 

The  Lord  forgie  me  for  liein,  for  liein — 

The  Lord  forgie  me  for  liein ! 

in 

A  weel-stocket  mailen,  himsel  for  the  laird. 
And  marriage  aff-hand  were  his  proffers: 

I  never  loot  on  that  I  kenn'd  it,  or  car'd. 

But  thought  I  might  hae  waur  offers,  waur  offers 
But  thought  I  might  hae  waur  offers. 

rv 
But  what  wad  ye  think  ?     In  a  fortnight  or  less 

(The  Dell  tak  his  taste  to  gae  near  her !) 
He  up  the  Gate-Slack  to  my  black  cousin,  Bess! 
Guess  ye  how,  the  jad  !  I  could  bear  her,  coi 

bear  her — 
Guess  ye  how,  the  jad  !  I  could  bear  her. 


AST    MAY     A     BRAW    WOOER    M*S 


r'  the  niest  week,  us  1  petted  wi'  c&re, 
gaed  to  the  tryste  o'  Dalg&rDock, 

wlui  but  my  fine  fickle  lover  was  there  ? 
glowr'd  as  1  'd  seen  a  warlock,  a  warlock — 
^lowr'd  as  1  'd  seen  a  warlock. 


Dwre  my  left  shouther  I  gae  him  a  blink, 
;st  neebours  might  say  1  was  saucy, 
icooer  he  caper'd  as  he  'd  been  in  drink, 
id  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie,  dear  lassie- 
id  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie ! 


er'd  for  my  cousin  fu'  eouthy  and  sweet :  ' 

in  she  bad  recover'd  her  hearin  ?  i 

how  her  new  shoon  fit  her  auld,  shachl'd  feet  ?  ^ 
it  heavens  !  how  he  fell  a  swearin,  a  s^ 
it  heavens  !  bow  he  fell  a  swearin  I 


t>egg&d,  for  gudesake,  I  wad  be  his  wife, 

r  else  I  wad  kill  him  wi'  sorrow ; 

'en  to  preserve  (he  poor  body  in  life, 

think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow,  to-morrow— 

(hinlr   I  mum   woi)  him  tiL-mnrmw  I 


844 


MY    NAME'S    AWA 


MY     NANIE^S    AWA 


Now  in  her  green  mantle  bljrtlie  Natme  arrmys, 
And  listens  the  lambkins  that  bleat  o'er  the  brae 
While  birds  warble  welcomes  in  ilka  green  shaw. 
Bat  to  me  it 's  delightless — my  Nanie  's  awa. 


II 


The  snawdrap  and  primrose  our  woodlands  adorn 
[ia.dew]  And  violets  bathe  in  the  weet  o'  the  mom. 

Thej  pain  my  sad  bosom^  sae  sweetly  they  blaw 
They  mind  me  o'  Nanie — and  Nanie 's  awa  ! 


Ill 


Thou  lav' rocky  that  springs  frae  the  dews  of  ti: 

lawn 
The  shepherd  to  warn  o'  the  grey-breaking  dawn 
And  thou  mellow  mavis,  that  hails  the  night-fa. 
Give  over  for  pity — my  Nanie 's  awa. 


IV 


Come  Autumn,  sae  pensive  in  yellow  and  grey. 
And  soothe  me  wi'  tidings  o'  Nature's  decay  ! 
The  dark,  dreary  Winter  and  wild-driving  snaw 
Alane  can  delight  me — ^now  Nanie 's  awa. 


NOW     ROSY     MAY  245 


NOW    ROSY    MAY 


Chorus 


Meet  me  on  the  Warlock  Knowei  ki 

Dainty  Davie,  Dainty  Davie ! 
There  I  '11  spend  the  day  wi'  you. 

My  ain  dear  Dainty  Davie.  01 


Now  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers 
To  deck  her  gay,  green-spreading  bowers ; 
And  now  comes  in  the  happy  hours 
To  wander  wi'  my  Davie. 


u 


The  crystal  waters  round  us  fa'. 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a'. 
The  scented  breezes  round  us  blaw, 
A  wandering  wi'  my  Davie. 


HI 


When  purple  morning  starts  the  hare 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare, 
Then  thro'  the  dews  I  will  repair 
To  meet  my  faithfu'  Davie. 


NOW    SPRING    HAS    CLAE 

IV 

When  dxy,  expiring  in  the  wetty 
The  curtain  draws  o'  Nature's  rest, 
I  flee  to  his  arms  I  loe  the  best : 
And  that 's  my  ain  dear  Dayie ! 

Ckonu 

Meet  me  on  the  Warlock  Knowe, 
Dainty  Darie,  Dainty  Darie ! 

There  I  '11  spend  the  day  wf  you. 
My  ain  dear  Dainty  Davie. 

NOW    SPRING    HAS    CLAl 


Now  spring  has  clad  the  grove  in  gree 

And  strew'd  the  lea  wi'  flowers ; 
The  furrow'd,  waving  com  is  seen 

Rejoice  in  fostering  showers ; 
While  ilka  thing  in  nature  join 

Their  sorrows  to  forego, 
O,  why  thus  all  alone  are  mine 

The  weary  steps  o'  woe ! 

II 

The  trout  within  yon  wimpling  bom 

Glides  swift,  a  silver  dart. 
And,  safe  beneath  the  shady  tharo. 

Defies  the  angler's  art : 


NOW    SPRING     HAS    CL^ 

My  life  was  uace  that  careless  strei 
That  wanton  trout  was  1, 

But  Love  wi'  unrelenting  beam 
Has  scorch'd  my  fountains  dry. 

Ill 
The  little  floweret's  peaceful  lot. 

In  yonder  cliff  that  grows, 
Which,  save  the  linnet's  flight,  I  wi 

Nae  ruder  visit  knows. 
Was  mine,  till  Love  has  o'er  me  pa: 

And  blighted  a'  my  bloom  ; 
And  now  beneath  the  withering  bli 

My  youth  and  joy  o 


The  waken 'd  lav  "rock  warbling  spr 

And  climbs  the  early  sky. 
Winnowing  biythe  his  dewy  wings 

In  Morning's  rosy  eye  ; 
As  little  reck't  I  Sorrow's  power. 

Until  the  flowery  snare 
O'  witching  Love  in  luckless  hour 

Made  me  the  thrall  o'  care  ! 


0,  had  my  fate  been  Greenland  sni 

Or  Afric's  burning  zone, 
Wi'  Man  and  Nature  leagu'd  ray  fo 


24h      (),    THIS    IS    NO     MY    AIN    LASSlt 

The  wretch,  whose  doom  is  '  hope  nae  inair, 
What  toogae  hii  woct  ou  tell. 

Within  whoie  bofom,  tsfc 
Nae  kinder  qrints  dweU ! 


O,    THIS    IS    NO    MY    AIN    LASSIE 


Chortu 

O,  this  is  no  my  ain  lassie. 
Fair  tho'  the  lassie  be : 

Weel  ken  I  my  ain  lassie- 
Kind  love  is  in  her  e'e. 


I  SEE  a  form,  I  see  a  face. 
Ye  weel  may  wi'  the  fairest  place  : 
It  wants  to  me  the  witching  grace. 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 


II 


She 's  bonie,  blooming,  straight,  and  tall^ 
And  lang  has  had  my  heart  in  thrall ; 
And  ay  it  charms  my  very  saul, 
The  kind  love  that's  in  the  e'e. 
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A  thief  sae  pawkie  is  my  Jean, 
To  steal  a  blink  by  a'  unseen  ! 
But  gleg  as  light  are  lover's  een. 
When  kind  love  is  in  the  e'e. 


It  may  escape  the  courtly  sparks. 

It  may  escape  the  leamed  clerks  ; 

But  well  the  watching  lover  marks 

The  kind  love  that 's  in  her  e'e. 

Ckons 
O,  this  is  no  my  ain  lassie. 

Fair  tho'  the  lassie  be  : 
Weel  ken  I  my  ain  lassie - 

Kind  love  is  in  her  e'e. 


*^,  WAT  YE  WHA  THAT  LO'ES  ME 


Ckoria 
O,  that 's  the  lassie  o'  my  heart. 

My  lassie  ever  dearer  ! 
0,  that's  the  queen  o'  womankind. 

And  nf^'er  a  an^  tn  ne-er  hpr  ^ 


O,  WAT.  YE  WHA  THAT  LO'BS  ME 


O^  WAT  ye  wha  that  lo'es  me. 
And  has  my  heart  a  keeping  f 

O,  sweet  Is  she  that  lo'et  me 
As  dews  o'  summer  weeping, 
In  tears  the  rosebucU  steeping ! 

11 

If  thou  shalt  meet  a  lassie 
In  grace  and  beauty  channing^ 

That  e'en  thj  chosen  lassie, 

Erewhile  thy  breast  sac  warming, 
Had  ne'er  sic  powers  alarming : — 

III 

If  thou  hadst  heard  lier  talking 
(And  thy  attention's  plighted). 

That  ilka  body  talking 

But  her  by  thee  is  slighted. 
And  thou  art  all-delighted : — 

IV 

If  thou  hast  met  this  fair  one. 
When  frae  her  thou  hast  parted. 

If  every  other  fair  one 

But  her  thou  hast  deserted. 
And  thou  art  broken-hearted : — 


SCOTS,     WHA     HAE 

O,  that 's  the  lassie  o'  my  heart. 

My  lassie  ever  dearer  ! 
O,  that 's  the  queen  o'  womankind, 

And  ne'er  a  ane  to  peer  her .' 


SCOTS,    WHA    HAE 


Scots,  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled, 
Scots,  wham  Bruce  has  aften  led. 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed 
Of  to  victorie ! 


Now's  the  day,  and  now  's  the  hour  : 
See  the  front  o'  battle  lour, 
See  approach  proud  Edv/ard's  power — 
Chains  and  slaverie ! 


Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave  ? 
Wha  can  fill  a  coward's  grave  ? 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  slave  ? — 


252    THEIR  GROVES  O'  SWEET  MYRTLE 


IV 


Wha  for  ScotUnd's  King  and  Law 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw, 
Freeman  stand  or  freeman  fa'. 

Let  him  follow  me  ! 


By  Oppression's  woes  and  pains. 
By  your  sons  in  servile  chains, 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins 

But  they  shall  be 


VI 


Lay  the  proud  usurpers  low ! 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe ! 
Liberty 's  in  every  blow  ! 

Let  us  do,  or  die  ! 


THEIR  GROVES  O^  SWEET  MYRTLE 


fcnu 
brook 


Their   groves   o'   sweet   myrtle   let  foreign   lands 
reckon, 
Where  bright-beaming  summers  exalt  the  per- 
fume ! 
Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  green  breckan, 
Wi'  the  bun^  stealing    under  the  lang,  yellow 
broom; 
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ar  dearer  to  me  are  yon  humble  broom  bowers, 
Where  the  blue-bell  andgowan  lurk  lowly,  unseen ; 
>r  there,  lightly  tripping  among  the  wild  flowers, 
A-list'ning  the  linnet,  aft  wanders  my  Jean. 

II 

lo*  rich  is  the  breeze  in  their  gay,  sunny  vallies, 

A^d  cauld  Caledonia's  blast  on  the  wave, 

leir  sweet-scented  woodlands  that  skirt  the  proud 

palace. 
What  are  they? — The  haunt  of  the  tyrant  and 

slave ! 
e  slave's  spicy  forests  and  gold-bubbling  fountains 
The  brave  Caledonian  views  wi*  disdain  : 
i   wanders  as  free  as  the  winds  of  his  mountains, 
5jive  Love's  willing  fetters — the  chains  o'  his  Jean. 


THINE     AM     I 


Thine  am  I,  my  faithful  Fair, 

Thine  my  lovely  Nancy  ! 
Ev'ry  pulse  along  my  veins, 

Ev'ry  roving  fancy ! 
To  thy  bosom  lay  my  heart 

There  to  throb  and  languish. 
Tho'  despair  had  wrung  its  core. 

That  would  heal  its  anguish. 


HOU  HAST  LEFT  MB  BVEH,  JAftl^^ 

II 

Take  awaj  those  rosy  lipi 

Rich  with  bfthn  j  treasure  ! 
Tom  away  thine  eyes  of  lore^ 

Lest  I  die  with  pleasure ! 
What  is  life  when  wanting  love  ? 

Night  without  a  morning ! 
Love  the  cloudless  summer^s  son, 

Nature  gay  adorning. 


HAST   LEFT   ME    EVER,  JAi— 


Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie, 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever ! 
Thou  hast  left  me  ever^  Jamie, 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever ! 
Aften  hast  thou  vow'd  that  Death 

Only  should  us  sever ; 
Now  thou  *8t  left  thy  lass  for  ay — 

I  maun  see  thee  never,  Jamie, 

I  'U  see  thee  never ! 

II 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie, 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken ! 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie, 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken ! 


HIGHLAND     MARY 

Thou  canst  love  another  jo. 

While  my  heart  is  breaking- 
Soon  my  weary  een  I  '11  close, 
Never  mair  to  waken,  Jamie, 
Never  mair  to  waken  ! 


HIGHLAND     MARY 


Ye  banks  and  braes  and  streams  aroui 

The  castle  o*  Montgomery, 
Green  be  your  woods,  and  fair  your  flc 

Your  waters  never  drumlie  ! 
There  Summer  first  unfald  her  robes, 

And  there  the  langest  tarry  ! 
For  there  I  took  the  last  fareweel 

O'  my  sweet  Highland  Mary  ! 

II 

How  sweetly  bloom'd  the  gay,  green 

How  rich  the  hawthorn's  blossom, 
As  underneath  their  fragrant  shade 

I  clasp' d  her  to  my  bosom  ! 
The  golden  hours  on  angel  wings 

Flew  o'er  me  and  my  dearie  : 
For  dear  to  me  as  light  and  life 

Was  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 


6  MY    CHLOaiS,    MARK 

III 

Wi'  monie  a  vow  and  lock'd  embrace 

Our  parting  was  fu'  tender ; 
And,  pledging  aft  to  meet  again, 

We  tore  oursels  asunder. 
But  O,  fell  Death's  untimely  froit, 

That  nipt  m j  flower  sae  early ! 
Now  green 's  the  sod,  and  cauld  's  the  (i»Jf 

That  wraps  my  Highland  Mary ! 

rv 

O,  pale,  pale  now^  those  rosy  lips 

I  aft  hae  kiss'd  sae  fondly  ; 
And  clos'd  for  ay,  the  spaii^ling  glance 

That  dwalt  on  me  sae  kindly ; 
And  mouldering  now  in  silent  dust 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly ! 
But  still  within  my  bosom's  core 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Mary. 


MY     CHLORIS,    MARK 


My  Chloris,  mark  how  green  the  groves, 
The  primrose  banks  how  fair ! 

The  balmy  gales  awake  the  flowers, 
And  wave  thy  flaxen  hair. 
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II 


The  lav'rock  shuns  the  palace  gay,  lai 

And  o'er  the  cottage  sings : 
For  Nature  smiles  as  sweet,  I  ween, 

To  shepherds  as  to  kings. 


Ill 


Let  minstrels  sweep  the  skilfu'  string 

In  lordly,  lighted  ha' :  ha 

The  shepherd  stops  his  simple  reed, 

Blythe  in  the  birken  shaw.  bii 


IV 


The  princely  revel  may  survey 
Our  rustic  dance  wi'  scorn ; 

But  are  their  hearts  as  light  as  ours 
Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  ? 


The  shepherd  in  the  flowery  glen 
In  shepherd's  phrase  will  woo  : 

The  courtier  tells  a  finer  tale— 
But  is  his  heart  as  true  ? 

VI 

Here  wild-wood  flowers  1  've  pu'd,  to  deck 

That  spotlef  8  breast  o'  thine  : 
The  courtier's  gems  may  witness  love — 
But  'tis  na  love  like  mine  ! 
'L.  ni.  H 


I    FAIRK8T  MAID  ON  DEVON  BANIS 


FAIREST   MAID    ON    DEVON   BANKS 

Ckorui 

Fairest  maid  on  Devon  banks, 
Cfystal  Devon,  winding  Devon, 

Wilt  thou  lay  that  frown  aside. 

And  smile  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do  ? 


Full  well  thou  know'st  I  love  thee  dear- 
Couldst  thou  to  malice  lend  an  ear ! 
O,  did  not  Love  exclaim : — *  Foibear, 
Nor  use  a  faithful  lover  so ! ' 

II 

Then  come^  thou  fairest  of  the  £ur. 
Those  wonted  smiles,  O,  let  me  share. 
And  by  thy  beauteous  self  I  swear 

No  love  but  thine  my  heart  shall  know ! 

ChoruM 

Fairest  maid  on  Devon  banks. 
Crystal  Devon,  winding  Devon, 

Wilt  thou  lay  that  frown  aside. 

And  smile  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do  ? 


SIE  Wr  THE  LINT-WHITE  LO( 


JSIE   wr   THE    LINT-WHITE 

Chorus 

Lassie  wi'  the  lint-white  locks, 
Bonie  lassie,  artless  lassie. 

Wilt  thou  wi'  me  tent  the  flocks^ 
Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie,  O  ? 


Now  Nature  deeds  the  flowery  lea. 
And  a'  is  young  and  sweet  like  thee 
O,  wilt  thou  share  its  joys  wi'  me. 
And  say  thou  'It  be  my  dearie,  O 


II 


The  primrose  bank,  the  wimpling  bi 
The  cuckoo  on  the  milk-white  thorn 
The  wanton  lambs  at  early  mom 
Shall  welcome  thee,  my  dearie,  O 


III 


And  when  the  welcome  simmer  sho^ 
Has  cheer' d  ilk  drooping  little  flowe 
We  '11  to  the  breathing  woodbine-bo 
At  sultry  noon,  my  dearie,  O. 


LONG,   LONG  THB   NIGHT 


IV 


When  C3mthiA  lights  wi'  silver  nj 
The  weary  shearer's  hamewaid  waj, 
Thro'  yellow  waving  fields  we  '11  stray, 
And  talk  o'  We,  my  dearie,  O. 


And  when  the  howling  wintry  hlast 
Disturbs  my  lassie's  midnight  rest. 
Enclasp^  to  my  faithfu'  breast, 
I  '11  comfort  thee,  my  dearie,  O. 

Chorus 

Lassie  wi'  the  lint-white  locks, 
Bonie  lassie,  artless  lassie. 

Wilt  thou  wi'  me  tent  the  flocks- 
Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie,  O  ? 


LONG,    LONG    THE    NIGHT 

Ckonu 

Long,  long  the  night. 

Heavy  comes  the  monow. 

While  my  soul's  delight 
Is  on  her  bed  of  aonow. 


>NG,    LONG    THE    NIGHT     S6l 


Can  I  cease  to  care, 

Can  I  cease  to  languish. 

While  my  darliog  fair 
Is  on  the  couch  of  anguish  1 


Ev'ry  hope  is  fled, 
Ev'ry  fear  is  terror : 

Slumber  ev'n  I  tlreadj 
Ev'rv  dream  is  horror. 


Hear  me,  Powers  Divine  : 
O,  in  pity,  hear  me ! 

Take  aught  else  of  mine, 
But  my  Chloris  spue  nn 


LOGAN  WATER 


LOGAN  WATER 


O  LooAK,  Bweetlj  didst  thou  glide 
That  day  I  wm  my  Willie's  bride. 
And  years  sio  syne  h&e  o'er  as  run 
Like  Logan  to  the  simmer  siin. 
But  now  thy  flowery  banks  appear 
Like  drumlie  winter,  dark  and  drear. 
While  my  dear  lad  maun  face  his  &es 
Far,  far  frae  me  and  Logan  braes. 


Again  the  merry  month  of  May 
Has  made  our  hilla  and  valliea  gay  ; 
The  birds  r^otce  in  leafy  bowers. 
The  beea  hum  round  the  breathing  flowe 
Blythe  Morning  lifts  his  rosy  eye. 
And  Evening's  teats  are  tear*  o'  joy  : 
My  soul  delightless  a'  surveys. 
While  Willie 's  far  frse  Logan  braes. 


Within  yon  milk-white  hawthorn  bvah, 
Amang  her  nestlings  sits  the  thrush : 
Her  Eaithfu'  mate  will  share  her  toil. 
Or  wi'  his  song  her  cares  beguile. 


YON     EOSY     BRIEB 

Bnt  1  wi'  my  sweet  nurslings  here, 
Nfte  mate  to  help,  nae  mate  to  cheer. 
Pass  widow'd  nights  and  joyless  days. 
While  Willie  's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 


O,  wae  upon  you,  Men  o  State, 
That  brethren  rouse  in  deadly  hate  ! 
As  ye  make  monie  a  fond  heart  mourn, 
Sae  may  it  on  your  heads  return  ! 
Ye  mindna  'mid  your  cruel  joys 
The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cries ; 
But  soon  may  peace  bring  happy  days. 
And  Willie  hame  to  Logan  braes  ! 


YON    ROSY     BKIER 


0,  BONIB  was  yon  rosy  brier 

That  blooms  sae  far  frae  baunt  o'  nun, 
And  bonie  she — and  ah,  how  dear  ! — 

It  shaded  frae  the  e'enin  sun ! 


Yon  rosebuds  in  the  morning  dew. 

How  pure  among  the  leaves  sae  green  ! 
But  purer  was  the  lover's  vow 
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III 

All  in  its  rude  and  prickly  bower, 

Tluit  crimson  rose  how  sweet  and  fair ! 

But  love  is  for  a  sweeter  flower 
Amid  life's  thorny  path  o'  care. 


The  pathless  wild  and  wimpling  bum, 
Wi'  Chloris  in  my  arms,  be  mine. 

And  I  the  warld  nor  wish  nor  scorn — 
Its  joys  and  griefs  alike  resign  1 


WHERE    ARE    THE    JOYS 


Where  are  the  joys  I  hae  met  in  the  mtvning, 
That  danc'd  to  the  laik's  early  sang  ? 

Where  is  the  peace  that  awaited  my  wand'ring 
At  e'ening  the  wild-woods  axaangf 


Nae  mair  a-winding  the  course  o'  yon  river 
And  marking  sweet  flowerets  sae  &ii, 

Nae  mair  I  trace  the  light  footsteps  o'  Pleasure, 
But  Sorrow  and  sad-tighing  Care. 
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III 


Is  it  that  Summer 's  forsaken  our  vallies^ 

And  grim,  surly  Winter  is  near  ? 
N'o,  no,  the  bees  humming  round  the  gay  roses 

Prochiim  it  the  pride  o  the  year. 


IV 


Pain  wad  I  hide  what  I  fear  to  discover, 
Yet  lang,  lang,  too  well  hae  I  known  : 

A.'  that  has  caused  the  wreck  in  my  bosom 
Is  Jenny,  fair  Jenny  alone  ! 


Time  cannot  aid  me,  my  griefs  are  immortal, 
Not  Hope  dare  a  comfort  bestow. 

Ck>me  then,  enamor  d  and  fond  of  ray  anguish, 
Enjoyment  T  '11  seek  in  my  woe  ! 


BEHOLD    THE    HOUR 


Behold  the  hour,  the  boat  arrive  ! 

Thou  goest,  the  darling  of  my  heart ! 
Sever'd  from  thee,  can  I  survive  ? 

But  Fate  has  will'd  and  we  must  part. 


FORLORN    MY    LOVE 

I  '11  often  greet  the  suigiDg  iwell. 

Yon  distant  ule  will  often  hail :—  \  ^ 

' E'en  here  I  took  the  last  farewell; 

There,  latest  mark'd  her  vanished  all^ 

II 

Along  the  solitary  shore. 

While  flitting  sea-fowl  roand  me  cry, 
Acroas  the  loUing,  dashing  roar, 

I  '11  westward  torn  mj  wiatfiil  eye : — 
*  Happy,  thou  Indian  grovt,'  I  'U  say, 

'  Where  now  my  Nan^'s  path  may 
While  thro'  thy  sweets  she  loves  to  stny'^^^B^) 

O,  tell  me,  does  she  muse  on  me  ? ' 


FORLORN    MY    LOVE 

Chorus 

0 

O,  wert  thou,  love,  but  near  me. 
But  near,  near,  near  me. 
How  kindly  thou  would  cheer  me, 
And  mingle  sighs  with  mine,  love  1 


Forlorn  my  love,  no  comfort  near. 

Far,  far  from  thee  I  wander  here ; 

Far,  far  from  thee,  the  &te  severe, 

At  which  I  most  repine,  love. 
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II 


Around  me  scowls  a  wintry  sky. 
Blasting  each  bud  of  hope  and  joy, 
And  shelter,  shade,  nor  home  have  I 
Save  in  these  arms  of  thine,  *love. 


Ill 


Cold,  alter'd  friendship's  cruel  part. 
To  poison  Fortune's  ruthless  dart ! 
Let  me  not  break  thy  faithful  heart, 
And  say  that  fate  is  mine,  love ! 

IV 

But,  dreary  tho'  the  moments  fleet, 
O,  let  me  think  we  yet  shall  meet ! 
That  only  ray  of  solace  sweet 
Can  on  thy  Chloris  shine,  love  ! 

Chorus 

O,  wert  thou,  love,  but  near  me, 
But  near^  near,  near  me. 
How  kindly  thou  would  cheer  me. 
And  mingle  sighs  with  mine,  love  ! 


5rt6  CA'  THK  TOWSS  TO  THB  ENOWES 


2;i«~J    CA'  THE  YOWES  TO  THE  KNOWES 

SECOND    tXT 


Ckanu 

Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowes, 
C«'  them  where  the  heather  grow^f 
Mkiet  mm  Ca*  them  where  the  bumie  rowet. 

My  bonie  dearie. 


Hark^  the  mavis'  e'ening  sang 
Sounding  Clouden's  woods  amang 
rotes] ;  go  Then  a-faulding  let  us  gang^ 

My  bonie  dearie. 

II 

»  We  '11  gae  down  by  Clouden  side. 

Thro'  the  hasels,  spreading  wide 
O'er  the  waves  that  sweetly  glide 
To  the  moon  sae  eleariy. 

lU 

Yonder  Clouden's  silent  towers 
Where,  at  moonshine's  midnight  hour^ 
O'er  the  dewy  bending  flowers 
Fairies  dance  sae  eheeiy. 
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IV 

Ghaist  nor  bogle  shalt  thou  fear —  he 

Thou  'rt  to  Love  and  Heav'n  sae  dear 
Nocht  of  ill  may  come  thee  near. 
My  bonie  dearie 

Chorus 

Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowes, 
Ca'  them  where  the  heather  grows, 
Ca'  them  where  the  bumie  rowes, 
My  bonie  dearie. 


W    CAN    MY    POOR    HEART 


How  can  my  poor  heart  be  glad 
When  absent  from  my  sailor  lad  ? 
How  can  I  the  thought  forego — 
He 's  on  the  seas  to  meet  the  foe  ? 
Let  me  wander,  let  me  rove, 
Still  my  heart  is  with  my  love. 
Nightly  dreams  and  thoughts  by  day 
Are  with  him  that 's  far  away. 
On  the  seas  and  far  away. 
On  stormy  seas  and  far  away — 
Nightly  dreams  and  thoughts  by  day, 
Are  ay  with  him  that 's  far  away. 


HOW  CAN  MY  POOR  HSA0 


11 


When  in  summer  noon  I  fidnt» 
At  weary  flocks  around  me  pant. 
Haply  in  this  seorrhlng  son 
My  sailor 's  thund'ring  at  hia  gon. 
Bullets,  spare  my  only  joy  1 
Bullets,  spare  my  darling  boy ! 
Fate,  do  with  me  what  yon  may. 
Spare  but  him  that's  far  away ! 
On  the  seas  and  far  away. 
On  stormy  seas  and  far  away — 
Fate,  do  with  me  what  you  may. 
Spare  but  him  that 's  far  away ! 


Ill 


At  the  starless,  midnight  hour 
When  Winter  rules  with  boundless  pc 
As  the  storms  the  forests  tear. 
And  thunders  rend  the  howling  air, 
Listening  to  the  doubling  roar 
Surging  on  the  rocky  shore. 
All  I  can — I  weep  and  pray 
For  his  weal  that 's  far  away. 
On  the  seas  and  {kr  away. 
On  stormy  seas  and  far  away. 
All  I  can — I  weep  and  pray 
For  his  weal  that 's  far  away. 
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Peace,  thy  olive  wand  extend 

And  bid  wild  War  his  ravage  end  ; 

Man  with  brother  man  to  meet. 

And  as  brother  kindly  greet ! 

Then  may  Heaven  with  proaperous  gales 

Fill  my  sailor's  welcome  sails. 

To  my  arms  their  charge  convey. 

My  dear  lad  that 's  far  away  ! 
On  the  seas  and  far  away. 
On  stormy  seas  and  far  away. 
To  my  arms  their  charge  convey. 
My  dear  lad  that's  far  away  ! 


THERE   FOR   HONEST   PO\'ERTY 


h  there  for  honest  poverty 
That  hings  his  head,  an'  a'  that  ? 

The  coward  slave,  we  pass  him  by — 
We  dare  be  poor  for  a'  that ! 

For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that. 
Our  toils  obscm^,  an'  a'  that. 

The  rank  is  but  the  guinea's  stamp, 


27S    IS  THSBE  FOR  HONEST  POV£0^ 

II 

What  though  on  hamely  hrt  we  din^^  -j 

Wear  hoddJn  grey,  an'  a*  that? 
Gie  fools  their  silka,  and  knaves  their  ^"^ 

A  man 's  a  man  for  a'  thaL 
For  a'  that^  an'  a'  that. 

Their  tinsel  show,  an'  a'  that. 
The  honest  man,  tho'  e'er  sae  poor, 

Is  king  o'  men  for  a'  thaL 

III 

Ye  see  yon  birkie  ea'd  '  a  lord,' 

Wha  struts^  an'  stares,  an'  a'  that  ? 
Tho'  hundreds  worship  at  his  word, 

He 's  but  a  cuif  for  a'  that 
For  a'  that^  an'  a'  that, 

His  ribband,  star,  an'  a'  that. 
The  man  o'  independent  mind, 

He  looks  an'  laughs  at  a'  that. 


IV 


A  prince  can  mak  a  belted  knight, 

A  marquis,  duke,  an'  a'  that ! 
But  an  honest  man 's  aboon  his  might- 

Guid  faith,  he  manna  fa'  that ! 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 

Their  dignities,  an'  a'  that. 
The  pith  o*  sense  an'  pride  o'  worth 

Are  higher  rank  than  a'  that. 
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'X'hen  let  us  pray  that  come  it  may 

(As  come  it  will  for  a'  that) 
"Xhat  Sense  and  Worth  o'er  a'  the  earth 

Shall  bear  the  gree  an'  a'  that !  aI 

for  a'  that,  an'  a'  that^ 

It's  comin  yet  for  a'  that, 
"Xhat  man  to  man  the  world  o'er 

Shall  brithers  be  for  a'  that. 


MARK    YONDER    POMP 


^ARK  yonder  pomp  of  costly  fashion 
Round  the  wealthy,  titled  bride  ! 

Sut,  when  compar'd  with  real  passion. 
Poor  is  all  that  princely  pride. 


11 


What  are  the  showy  treasures  ? 
What  are  the  noisy  pleasures  ? 
The  gay,  gaudy  glare  of  vanity  and  art ! 
The  polish' d  jewel's  blaze 
May  draw  the  wond'ring  gaze» 
And  courtly  grandeur  bright 
The  fan^  may  delight. 
But  never,  never  can  come  near  the  heart 

^^.  III.  s 


O,  LET  IfE  IN  THIS  AB  NIGHT 


III 


But  did  joo  see  my  dearest  Chkrb 

In  simplicity's  amy, 
Lorely  as  jnmder  sweet  openiiig  flower  is, 

Shrinking  tram  the  gase  of  day : 


IV 


O^  then,  the  heart  alarming 

And  all  resistless  charming. 
In  love's  delightful  fetters  she  cfa«Ds  the 
wUling  soul ! 

Ambition  would  disown 

The  world's  imperial  crown ! 

Ev'n  Avarice  would  deny 

His  worshipp'd  deity. 
And  feel  thro'  eveiy  vein  love's  raptures  i*"*^' 


),  LET  ME  IN  THIS  AE  NIGHT 

Ckotiu 

O,  let  me  in  this  ae  ni§^t. 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  night ! 
O,  let  me  in  this  ae  night. 
And  rise,  and  let  me  in  I 
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D  LASSIE,  are  je  sleepin  jtt, 
3r  are  ye  waukin,  I  wad  wit  ?  J| 

For  Love  has  bound  me  hand  an'  lit,  '< 

And  I  would  fain  be  in,  jo. 

rbou  hear'st  the  winter  wind  an'  weet ;  ■ 

Nae  star  blinks  thro'  the  driving  sleet !  ^ 

Tak  pity  OD  my  weary  feet. 

And  shield  me  frae  the  rain,  jo. 

The  bitter  blast  that  round  me  blaws, 
Unheeded  howls,  unheeded  fa's ; 
The  cauldness  o'  thy  heart's  the  cause 
Of  a'  my  care  and  pine,  jo. 

Choru, 
O,  let  me  in  this  ae  night. 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  night ! 
O,  let  me  in  tliis  ae  night. 
And  rise  and  let  me  in  ! 


HER    ANSWER 

Chorut 
1  tell  you  now  this  ae  night. 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  night, 
And  ance  for  a'  this  ae  night. 


HlG  I  TELL  YOU   NOW  THIS  AE  NIGH! 


BOt 


■ray 


(),  TiXL  me  na  o*  wind  an'  nin. 
Upbraid  na  me  wi'  eauld  disdain^ 
Gae  back  the  gate  ye  earn  again^ 
I  winna  let  ye  in,  jo ! 


II 


darkMt 


iiuthin|[ 


The  snellett  blart  at  mii^eat  hoorsi 
That  round  the  pathless  wand'rer  poul^ 
Is  nocht  to  what  poor  she  endures. 
That 's  trusted  faithless  man,  ja 


III 


fate ;  tfwu 


The  sweetest  flower  that  deck'd  the  ocs 
Now  trodden  like  the  vilest  weed — 
Let  simple  maid  the  lesson  read ! 
The  weird  may  be  her  ain»  ja 

IV 

The  bird  that  charm'd  his  summer  daj^ 
And  now  the  cruel  fowler's  prey. 
Let  that  to  witless  woman  say  : — 
'  The  gratefu'  heart  of  man/  jo 

Chonu 

I  tell  you  now  this  ae  night. 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  night. 
And  ance  for  a'  this  ae  night, 
1  winna  let  ye  in,  jo. 


'HILLY,  HAPPY  BE  THAT  DAY 


PHILLY,  HAPPY  BE  THAT  D^ 

Chorus 

ind  She.  For  a'  the  joys  that  gowd  can  gie. 
I  dinna  care  a  single  flie  ! 

-  I  love  's  the  \ ,       V  foi 

[lass  J 

fWilly 

And  that 's  my  ain  dear  -[  „,  ... 

'  rnilly 


(i 


The^, 

lass 


When,  roving  thro'  the  gather' d  hay. 
My  youthfu'  heart  was  stown  away. 

And  by  thy  charms,  my  Philly  ! 
•    O  Willy,  ay  I  bless  the  grove 

Where  first  I  own'd  my  maiden  love. 
Whilst  thou  did  pledge  the  Powers  abo^ 

To  be  my  ain  dear  Willy. 

II 

e.  As  songsters  of  the  early  year 
Are  ilka  day  mair  sweet  to  hear, 
So  ilka  day  to  me  mair  dear 
And  charming  is  my  Philly. 
e.  As  on  the  brier  the  budding  rose 
Still  richer  breathes,  and  fairer  blows. 
So  in  my  tender  bosom  grows 
The  love  I  bear  my  Willy. 


>:h  o  philly.  happy  be  that  i)"^^ 


111 


He.  The  milder  Mm  and  bl«er  sigr, 

Tiuit  ciuipii  mjr  herveft  (Mies  wi'  joy, 
Were  ne'er  me  weleome  to  mj  eye 
Ai  b  A  tight  o'  PhiDy. 
She.  The  little  fwallow's  wanton  wing, 
Tho'  wafting  o'er  the  flowery  spring. 
Did  ne'er  to  me  sic  tidings  bring 
As  meeting  o'  my  Willy. 


IV 


He.  The  bee,  that  thro'  the  sunny  hour 
Sips  nectar  in  the  op'ning  flower. 
Compared  wi'  my  delight  is  poor 
Upon  the  lips  o'  Philly. 
She,  The  woodbine  in  the  dewy  weet. 
When  ev'ning  shades  in  silence  meet. 
Is  nocht  sae  fragrant  or  sae  sweet 
As  is  a  kiss  o'  Willy. 


He.  Let  Fortune's  wheel  at  random  rin. 

And  fools  may  tjrne,  and  knares  may  w^  ^^  "  * 
My  thoughts  are  a'  bound  up  on  ane. 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  PhiDy. 
She.  What 's  a'  the  joys  that  gowd  can  gie  ?* 
I  dlnna  care  a  single  flie  ! 
The  lad  I  love 's  the  lad  for  me. 
And  that 's  my  ain  dear  Willy. 


O,     WERE     MY     LOVE  2 

Chorus 

ifid  She.  For  a'  the  joys  that  gowd  can  gie, 

I  dinna  care  a  single  flie  ! 

,^      f  lad  K  ,        ,  f  lad  1 

The  -^ .      VI  love  s  the  ^.      >  for  m 

f  Willy  , 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  -j  p,  .,r   \ 


O,    WERE    MY    LOVE 

I 

O^  WERE  my  love  yon  lilac  fair 

Wi'  purple  blossoms  to  the  spring, 
And  I  a  bird  to  shelter  there. 

When  wearied  on  my  little  wing, 
How  I  wad  mourn  when  it  was  torn 

By  Autumn  wild  and  Winter  rude  ! 
But  I  wad  sing  on  wanton  wing, 

When  youthfu'  May  its  bloom  renew' d. 

II 

O,  gin  my  love  were  yon  red  rose, 

That  grows  upon  the  castle  wa'. 
And  I  mysel  a  drap  o'  dew 

Into  her  bonie  breast  to  fa', 
O^  there^  beyond  expression  blest, 

I  'd  feast  on  beauty  a'  the  night, 
Seal'd  on  her  silk-saft  faulds  to  rest, 

Till  fley'd  awa  by  Phoebus'  light ! 


180  SLEEP'ST    THOU 


SLEEP^ST    THOU 


Sleep' 8T  thou,  or  wauk'tt  tboiif  £urest  creftt 

Rosy  Mom  now  lifts  his  eye, 
Numbering  ilka  bud^  which  Nature 

Waters  wi'  the  tears  o'  joy. 

Now  to  the  streaming  fountain 

Or  up  the  heathy  mountain 
The  hart,  hind,  and  roe,  fteely,  *  wildly-iR 
■tray; 

In  twining  hazel  bowers 

His  lay  the  linnet  pours ; 

The  laverock  to  the  sky 

Ascends  wi*  sangs  o'  joy. 
While  the  sun  and  thou  arise  to  bless  the  d 

II 

Phcebus,  gilding  the  brow  of  moniing. 

Banishes  ilk  darksome  shade^ 
Nature  gladdening  and  adorning: 

Such  to  me  my  lovely  maid ! 

When  frae  my  Chloris  parted. 

Sad,  cheerless,  broken-hearted. 
The  night's  gloomy  shades^  doudy^  daik,  o 
my  sky ; 


THERE    WAS     A     LASS 

But  when  she  charms  my  sight 
In  pride  of  Beauty's  light. 
When  thro'  my  very  heart 
Her  beaming  glories  dart, 
Tis  then — 'tis  then  I  wake  to  life  and 


THERE    WAS    A    LASS 


There  was  a  lass,  and  she  was  fair ! 

At  kirk  and  market  to  be  seen 
When  a'  our  fairest  maids  were  met, 

The  fairest  maid  was  bonie  Jean. 


II 

And  ay  she  wrought  her  country  wark 
And  ay  she  sang  sae  merrllie  : 

The  bl3rthest  bird  upon  the  bush 
Had  ne'er  a  lighter  heart  than  she  ! 

Ill 

But  hawks  will  rob  the  tender  joys, 
That  bless  the  little  lintwhite's  nest 

And  frost  will  blight  the  fairest  flower 
And  love  will  break  the  soundest  re 


988 


THERE    WAS    A    LASS 


;kine 


IV 


Young  Kobie  was  the  brmwett  lad. 
The  flower  and  pride  of  a'  the  glen. 

And  he  had  owsen,  sheep,  and  kje. 
And  wanton  naigiet  nine  or  ten. 


IMdM] 


IoM;  fttolcD 


V 


He  gaed  wi'  Jeanie  to  the  tryste. 
He  dane'd  wi'  Jeanie  on  the  down, 

And,  hmg  ere  witless  Jeanie  wist. 

Her  heart  was  tint,  her  peace  was  stoi 


VI 


As  in  the  bosom  of  the  stream 
The  moon-beam  dwells  at  dewy  e'en, 

So,  trembling  pure,  was  tender  love 
Within  the  breast  of  bonie  Jean. 


VII 


knew  not : 
complaint 

weU 


not;  leap 
glance 

One 


And  now  she  works  her  country's  wark. 
And  ay  she  sighs  wi'  care  and  pain. 

Yet  wist  na  what  her  ail  might  be. 
Or  what  wad  make  her  weel  again. 


VIII 


But  did  na  Jeanie's  heart  loup  light. 
And  did  na  joy  blink  in  her  e'e, 

As  Robie  tauld  a  tale  o'  love 
Ac  e'enin  on  the  lily  lea  } 


THERE     WAS     A     LASS 


^Vhile  moDie  a  bird  sang  sweet  o'  love 
And  monie  k  flower  blooms  o'er  the 

His  cheek  to  hers  he  aft  did  lay, 
And  whisper'd  thus  his  tender  tale : 


'  ()  Jeanie  fair,  1  lo'e  thee  dear. 

O,  canst  thou  think  to  tmacy  me  ? 
Or  wilt  thou  leave  thy  mammie's  cot. 

And  leam  to  tent  the  fanns  wi'  me 


At  bam  or  byre  thou  shatt  na  drudgt 
Or  naething  else  to  trouble  thee. 
But  stray  amang  the  heather-bells, 
And  tent  the  waving  com  wi'  me," 


Now  what  couhJ  artless  Jeanie  do  ? 

She  had  nae  will  to  say  him  na  1 
At  length  she  blush'd  a  sweet  consent 

And  love  was  ay  between  them  twa 


t84  THE    LEA-RIG 


THE     LEA-RIG 


When  o'er  the  hill  the  eastern  star 

Tells  bughtin  time  is  near^  my  jo. 
And  owsen  frae  the  furrow'd  field 

Return  sae  dowf  and  weaiy^  O, 
Down  by  the  bum,  where  scented  birks 

Wi'  dew  are  hangin  clear,  my  jo, 
I  '11  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig. 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 


II 


At  midnight  hour  in  mirkest  glen 

I  'd  rove,  and  ne'er  be  eerie,  O, 
If  thro'  that  glen  I  gaed  to  thee. 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O  ! 
Altho'  the  night  were  ne'er  sae  wild. 

And  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary,  O, 
I  '11  meet  thee  on  the  lea^rig. 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 


Ill 


The  hunter  lo'es  the  morning  sun 
To  rouse  the  mountain  deer,  my  jo ; 

At  noon  the  fisher  takes  the  glen 
Adown  the  bum  to  steer,  my  jo  : 
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Gie  me  the  hour  o'  gloamin  grey — 
It  maks  my  heart  sae  cheery^  O^ 

To  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig> 
My  ain  kind  dearie,  O  ! 


lY     WIFE'S     A     WINSOME 
WEE    THING 

Chorus 

She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing. 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  lo'esome  wee  thing, 
This  sweet  wee  wife  o'  mine  ! 


II 


t> 


I  NEVER  saw  a  fairer, 
I  never  lo'ed  a  dearer. 
And  neist  my  heart  I  '11  wear  her,  n 

For  fear  my  jewel  tine.  b. 


The  warld's  wrack,  we  share  o't ;  [} 

The  warstle  and  the  care  o't, 
Wi'  her  I  '11  blythely  bear  it. 
And  think  my  lot  divine. 


S86  MARY    MORISON 

Chorus 

She  is  a  winiome  wee  things 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  things 
She  is  a  lo'esome  wee  things 
This  sweet  wee  wife  o'  mine 


MARY    MORISON 


O  Mary^  at  thy  window  be  ! 
(NoMi)  It  is  the  wish'd^  the  trysted  hour. 

Those  smiles  and  glances  let  me  see. 
That  make  the  miser  s  treasure  poor. 
^SS^  ^^^  blythely  wad  I  bide  the  stoure, 

A  weary  slave  frae  sim  to  sun. 

Could  I  the  rich  reward  secure — 
The  lovely  Mary  Morison  ! 


II 


Last  night  Yestreen,  when  to  the  trembling  string 

went  The  dance  gaed  thro'  the  lighted  ha' 

To  thee  my  fancy  took  its  wing^ 
I  sat,  but  neither  heard  or  saw  : 
fine  Tho'  this  was  fair,  and  that  was  braw 

thm  other  And  yon  the  toast  of  a'  the  town, 

I  sigh'd  and  said  amang  them  a' : — 
Ye  are  na  Mary  Morison  1 ' 


MARY   MORISON 
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III 

0  Mary^  canst  thou  wreck  his  peace 

Wha  for  thy  sake  wad  gladly  die  ? 
Or  canst  thou  break  that  heart  of  his 

Whase  only  faut  is  loving  thee  ? 

If  love  for  love  thou  wilt  na  gie. 
At  least  be  pity  to  me  shown  : 

A  thought  ungentle  canna  be 
The  thought  o  Mary  Morison. 
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t  Volume  coDskts  of  songs  flent  hj  Bums  to 
UimctU  Mu»eum  aed  ThomsoB's  SooUith  Airs, 
let  forik  in  these  ooUeotions.    Some  he  sent 

net  ueed^  an4  some  vere  used  which  he  did 

Tliese  will  appear  in  our  fourth  and  last  in- 

aU. 

Badieet  reteence  to  the  Museum  Is  contained 
written  ae  he  was  leaving  Ediahurgh,  ^  the 
'87.  He  talk  Johnson  that  he  sends  a  song 
tore  known ')  for  his  publication^  and  that  had 
ktaace  been  a  little  older^  be  would  have  asked 
of  a  ^  eorreepondenoe. '  Only  two  of  his  songs 
I  Johnson's  First  Volume^  the  Preface  to  which 
od  May  1787  ;  and  it  is  possible  to  observe  in 
ler  the  growth  of  his  acquaintance  with  John- 
fnor  that  of  his  interest  in  Johnson's  venture, 
bowever^  to  have  made  special  arrangements 
»n  during  his  visit  to  Edinburgh  in  the  autumn: 
\,  there  are  indications  that  he  has  resolved — 
a  labour  of  love — to  do  his  best  for  both  the 
le  book.  On  the  20th  October  he  informs  Mr. 
berlain  to  the  Duke  of  Gordon^  that^  to  '  the 
l&is  small  power,'  he  assists  '  in  collecting  the 

or  sometimes  for  a  fine  air '  makes  ^  a  stanaa 
ae  no  wofds ' ;  on  the  25th  he  confides  to 
le  parson  poet,  that  he  has  ^been  absolutely 
tt'  the  project,  and  is  /  collecting  old  stansas^ 
iaformation  respecting  their  origin,  authors,' 
m  November  he  in  found  asking  his  friend 
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James  Candlish  to  send  him  ^  Pcmpejft  Ohoti,  won 
and  music^'  and  confessing  that  he  has  already  'ec 
lected,  begged,  borrowed,  and  stolen  all  the  songi'  1 
could.  All  this  is  in  the  beginning ;  and  of  itielf 
were  enough  to  show  that,  even  had  he  done  no  mm 
still  Johnson's  debt  to  him  had  been  oonaideraUe. 

But  there  is  evidence  in  plenty  that  he  was  n 
■oon  a  great  deal  more  than  a  mere  contributor^  howei 
unwearied  and  unselfish.  Johnson — an  engn¥er|*w 
could  neither  write  grammatically  nor  even  ■pel]^->-« 
quite  incompetent  himself  to  edit  the  MuBewm ;  and 
first  he  was  helped  by  the  elder  Tytler.  Bat  that  Bv 
was  virtually  editor  of  the  work  from  the  antnan 
1787  until  his  health  began  to  fail,  is  proved  (1)  by  «] 
is  left  of  lus  correspondence  with  Johnson ;  (2)  by ! 
annotations  on  the  Hastie  mss.  (British  Moaeum);  i 
(3)  by  certain  draftp-plans  of  volumes,  lists  of  songs,  i 
other  MS.  scraps  now  in  the  library  of  Mr.  Geoige  On 
Glasgow,  which  we  have  been  privileged  to  consult  for  t 
Edition.  Thus,  in  November  1788,  he  tells  Johnson  thst 
has  prepared  a  '  flaming  preface '  for  VoL  iii.  The  tons 
it  is  not  exactly  that  of  the  Preface  to  Vol.  ii. ;  bntBai 
was  a  creature  of  moods,  and  he  may  very  well  h 
written  both.  If  he  did,  he  ends  the  earlier  thu: 
'  Ignorance  and  Prejudice  may  perhaps  affect  to  snsff 
the  simplicity  of  the  poetry  or  music  of  some  of  Ik 
pieces,  but  their  having  been  for  ages  the  fisvouritei 
Nature's  judges,  the  Common  People,  waa  to  the  EditaH 
sufficient  test  of  their  merit'  The  next  is  less  hoi 
and  more  cynical  as  regards  the  Va»  PopuM.  'Aitl 
is  not,'  it  runs,  '  one  of  those  many  Publications  M 
are  hourly  ushered  into  the  World  merely  to  eatek  t 
eye  of  Fashion  in  her  frenzy  of  a  day,  the  Editor  1 
little  to  hope  or  fear  from  the  herd  of  readers.  Oo 
Rciousness  of  the  well-known  merit  of  our  Sootish  Mad 
and  the  natural  fondness  of  a  Scotchman  for  the  prodi 
tions  of  liifl  own  oountn',  are  at  once  the  Editor's  laotf 
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tod  apology  for  the  Undertaking  ;  and  where  any  of  the 
Pieces  in  the  Collection  may  perhaps  be  found  wanting 
at  the  Critical  Bar  of  the  Firsts  he  appeals  to  the  honest 
prejudices  of  the  Last '    Bums's  hand  is  also  plain  in  the 
Preface  to  Vol.  iv.^  which  ends  with  this  pronouncement : 
^'To  those  who  object  that  this  Publication  contains 
pieeea  of  inferior  or  little  value  the  £ditor  answers  by  refer- 
ring^ to  hii  plan.    All  our  songs  cannot  have  equal  merit. 
Betides,  as  the  world  have  (sic)  not  yet  agreed  on  any 
umring  balance,  any  undisputed  standard,  in  matters  of 
Taite,  what  to  one  person  yields  no  manner  of  pleasure, 
nay  to  another  be  a  high  enjo3rment.'    He  died  before 
^  iq[»pearance  of  Vol.  v.  (there  were  six  in  all),  but  the 
PreftMse  thereto  contains  an  extract  from  a  letter  of  his : — 
'You  may  probably  think  that  for  some  time  past  I  have 
neglected  you  and  your  work  ;  but  alas  the  hand  of  pain 
^d  sorrow  and  care  has  these  many  months  lain  heavy 
on  me !     Personal  and  domestic  affliction  have  almost 
entirely  banished  that  alacrity  and  life  with  which  I  used 
to  woo  the  rural  Muse  of  Scotia.     In  the  meantime  let  us 
^nkh  what  we  have  so  well  begun.' 
•   In  the  September  of  1702  he  was  invited  by  George 
Hiomton  to  contribute  to  his  Scottish  Airs,  a  more  am- 
bjlioiis  and — musically  speaking — a  more  elaborate  ad- 
venture than  the  Museum,     He  replied  that,  inasmuch 
%i  it  would  positively  add  to  his  enjoyment  to  comply 
With  the  request,  he  would  '  enter  into  the  undertaking 
With  all  the  small    portion  of  the   abilities'  he  had, 
*  ftruined  to  the  utmost  exertion  by  the  impulse  of  en- 
thneieenL'     'As. to  remuneration,'  he  added,  ^you  may 
'Uunk  my  songs  either  above  or  below  price;  for  they 
oliall  abeolutely  be  the  one  or  the  other.     In  the  honest 
enthusiasm  with  which  I  embark  in  your  undertaking,  to 
talk  of  money,  wages,  fee,  hire,  etc.,  would  be  downright 
sodomy  <  of  souL '    A  proof  of  each  of  the  songs  that  I 
compose  or  amend  I  shall  receive  as  a  favour.     In  the 
rustic  phrase  of  the  season  : — '^  God  speed  the  work. 


*>  > 


S94  BIBLIOGRAPHICAL 

Thomsou  retunw  his  *  warmest  ■cknowlcdgwnunt  Ibr  Ihi 
enthuriasm  with  which '  Bnim  has  '  enterad  into  aw 
nndertaking' ;  but  as  he  says  nothing  of  Bnnis's  aUv 
able  generosity,  it  is  reasonable  to  infer  that  the  ide 
of  payment  would  have  been  unwelcome  to  his  mind. 

Eren  so,  it  is  fair  to  add  that  the  best  of  time  ha 
passed  for  Bums  ere  his  connexion  with  Thomson  b^gv 
Misfortunes,  hardships,  follies,  excesses  in  Ihet  andsati 
roent,  success  itMlf,  so  barren  of  lasting  profit  to  hia- 
all  these  had  done  some  part  of  their  work  ;  and  ahsal 
his  way  of  life  was  falling  into  the  sere  and  yvlknrisi 
Though  few,  the  yesrs  had  been  full  exceedingly;  ■ 
his  inspiration  was  its  old  rapturous,  irresistible  sdf  i 
longer.  Moreover,  he  had  to  content  Thomson  m  wi 
as  to  satisfy  himself;  and  Thomson,  a  kind  of  poetasia 
whose  taste  in  verse  was  merely  academic,  penuaded  hi 
to  write  more  English  than  was  good  for  him ;  being  i 
this  matter  wholly  of  his  time,  he  could  find  nothing  1 
*  lire  his  vocal  rage '  but  the  amatory  '  effusions '  of  at 
of  the  least  lyrical  schools  in  letters;  and  the 
quences  were  disastrous  to  his  art  The  Thomson 
indeed,  some  distinguished  and  delightful  exceptions  1 
the  contrary,  are  not  in  his  happier  vein.  They  hv 
not  the  fresh  sweetness  and  the  unfhigging  spiiit  of  k 
Museum  numbers.  They  are  less  distinetivdy  Seota  4i 
these,  for  one  thing;  and  for  another,  they  are  ofb 
vapid  in  sentiment  and  artificial  in  effect  Now^  kis  wm 
for  the  Muteutn  consisted  largely  in  the  adaptation  i 
old  rhymes  and  folk-songs  to  modem  uses.  Some  1 
arranged,  some  he  condensed,  some  he  enlarged^  sen 
he  reconstructed  and  rewrote.  Stray  snatehea,  phnsei 
Unes,  thin  echoes  firom  a  vanished  past — ^nothing  can 
amiss  to  him,  nor  was  there  anjrthing  he  eould  not  tar 
to  good  account  His  appreciation  waa  instant  so 
inevitable,  his  touch  unerring.  Under  his  hand  a  patd 
work  of  catch-words  became  a  living  song.  He  wool 
take  you  two  fragments  of  diiFerent  epochs,  select  th 
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^^^  ham  mdk,  «ii4  traat  the  nfttter  of  his  choica  in  musk 

^  tifJe  that  it  10  hAid  te  know  when  its  compoaents  end 

^d  bigiii ;  m  that  nothliig  id  certain  about  his  result 

^■isept  tibat  here  is  a  piece  of  art      Or  he  would  oap- 

We  •  wandering  old  refrain,  adjust  it  to  his  own  eon- 

ditions^  Mid  90  renew  its  Ijrrical  intenst  and  signifieanee 

that  jft  $9mm  to  live  its  true  life  for  the  first  tine  on  hie 

V>    Here,  in  £Mt,  is  his  chief  cUim  to  perennial  aoe^t- 

iQiib     He  passed  ibe  lioik-song  of  his  natioii  through  the 

■iBi  of  his  mind,  and  he  reproduced  it  staagiped  with 

hm  kimgp  and  lettered  with  his  supersoription :  so  that 

Air  tke  wevld  at  laige  it  exists,  and  will  go  on  existiiv, 

■ei  ne  he  found  but  as  he  left  it.    Certain  critics  have 

lasilled  at  the  assertion  (in  our  PrefiMse  to  VoL  L)  that, 

'gevine  apart,'  Bums  was  'uUimus  Seotorum,  the  laet 

eapitisiion  of  the  old  Soots  world.'     If  that  statement 

err.  It  ie  not  by  ezoeai.    Bums's  knowledge  of  the  older 

JuqetfeJsy  was  unique ;  he  was  saturate  with  its  tradition, 

ss  lie  waaahselttte  master  of  its  emotions  and  effects ;  no 

sack  artist  in  folk-song  as  he  (so  in  other  words  Sir  Walter 

ssM)  hes  erer  woriced  in  literature.    But  a  hundred  £oiy 

fitlen  siagen  went  to  the  making  of  his  achievement 

anA  hwwself     He  did  not  wholly  originate  those  master- 

falHiee    of  fresh  and  taking  simplicity,  of  vigour  and 

and  happy  and  humorous  ease,  which  have 

to  be  reigarded  as  distinctive  of  his  verse ;  for  all 

thcM  things,  together  with  much  of  the  thought,  the 

lesMiiee,  and  the  sentiment  for  which  we  read  and  love 

hflBy  were  included  in  the  estate  which  he  inherited  from 

hie  aameleei  frfebears ;  and  he  so  assimilated  them  that 

wkaft  ia  actually  thoee  forebears'  legacy  to  him  has  eome  to 

W  repaided  as  his  gift  to  them.    Those  forebears  aiding, 

h^  stands  forth  as  the  sole  great  poet  of  the  old  Sooti 

^rarid;  and  he  thus  is  national  as  no  poet  has  ever 

been,  and  aa  no  poet  ever  will,  or  ever  can  be,  again. 

Thne,  too,  it  is  that,  being  the  ^  satirist  and  singer  of  a 

fiMst  which  <mly  the  Common  Bomaite  could 
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be  cmy  enough^  or  pigheaded  enough;  to  deny — he  is 
st  the  eBine  time  the  least  parochial — ^the  moat  hroadly 
and  genoinely  human — among  the  Ijrrieti  of  hia  raoe. 

In  our  Notes  to  individual  aongs  we  have  done  our 
beat  to  tnee  hia  connexion  with  the  past.  Thla  ia  now 
the  more  difficult  because  (1)  much  of  the  matarial  he 
eollected  (including  the  origins  of  the  publication  known 
■a  The  Merry  Mueee  and  a  good  deal  oLm)  haa  been  de- 
stroyed— by  his  relations,  or  by  Currie,  or  by  later 
owners— in  the  interests  partly  of  Scottish  morale,  pvtly 
of  that  cheap  decorous  chromo-lithograph  (aa  it  were) 
which  bids  fiur  to  supplant  the  true  Boma — ardent, 
impulsive,  generous ;  but  hypochondriacal,  paasionite, 
imperfect — in  the  minds  of  his  countrjrmen ;  (2)  owners 
are  shy  of  so  much  aa  acknowledging  the  eidateoce  of 
certain  holograph  letters  and  verses;  and  (3)  many 
so-called  ms.  collections  of  traditional  songs,'  made  in 
the  first  half  of  the  century,  partake,  whether  con- 
sciously or  not,  of  the  character  of  fbrgeriea,  and  do 
not  so  much  enlighten  as  betray.  All  the  aame,  in 
MSB.,  broadsides,  chaps,  rare  song-booka  there  does 
exist  a  considerable  body  of  atufP  which,  being  canAilly 
sifted,  is  found  to  be,  directly  or  indirectly,  of  no  small 
illustrative  value.  As  regards  unpubUahed  material,  we 
might  speak  in  no  measured  terms  of  the  Herd  us. 
(British  Museum) — given  by  Herd  to  Archibald  Omatable 
— which  has  hitherto  escaped  the  notice  of  Buma's  Edi- 
tors; which  includes  all  the  songs,  ballads,  and  acraps 
that  David  Herd — the  most  indefatigable  and  the  moat 
conscientious  of  the  old  Scots  collectora — ^had  picked 
together;  and  which  distinguishes  between  numbers 
unprinted  and  numbers  printed  in  Herd's  own  1769  and 
1776  Editions,  or  elsewhere.  Bums  may  of  conne  have 
had  other  knowledge  of  some  of  the  matter  here  aequea- 
tered ;  but  that  he  had  access  to  the  lis.  while  it  waa  in 
Herd's  hands — (the  probability  is  that  it  waa  anbmittod 
to  him  in  the  autumn  of  1787) — and  made. large  uae  of.it 
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in  coimezion  with  the  Museum  is  (as  we  think)  made 
abundantly  clear  in  our  Notes.  It  supplied  him  with 
the  beginnings  of  over  twenty  songs :  som^  set  down 
hitherto  m  wholly  his  own^  and  a  few  vaguely  described 
as  '  old^'  while  the  rest  have  been  riddlied  with  specula- 
tions or  assertions  more  or  less  unwarrantable  and  errone- 
ous. Other  MB.  collections  have  been  examined^  and^  so 
£tf  as  was  deemed  expedient^  have  been  utilised ;  but  the 
most,  as  we  have  said^  make  rather  for  error  than  for 
truth. 
.  As  will  be  seen^  much  valuable  information  is  still  to  be 
got  from  old  broadsides  and  garlands.  £ven  if  a  broad- 
side,  or  a  garland^  do  not  set  forth  the  very  song,  or  ballad, 
on  which  Bums  worked,  it  may  contain  the  original  of 
that  song,  or  ballad,  or  at  least  a  derivative  from  that 
original,  and  in  this  way  suffice  to  prove  that  in  the 
partieular  instance  Bums  was  indebted  to  a  predecessor. 
Moreover,  it  is  highly  probable,  indeed  it  is  certain — pace 
MeesrsL  Chappell  and  Ebsworth  —  that  many  English 
broadsides  are  founded  on  Scots  originals  deemed  unfit 
for  print  in  the  foul-mouthed  days  of  Rochester  and  the 
Second  Charles.  The  old  Scots  poets — Dunbar,  Kennedy, 
lindsay^  Montgomerie,  Scott,  Hume  of  Polwarth,  and 
the  rest — were  nothing  if  not  plain-spoken ;  and  from 
the  Reformation^  or  before  it,  there  existed  in  Scotland 
a  laige  body  of  lyrical  bawdry:  in  part  (it  may  be)  a 
l^gtey  from  the  monks,  but  assuredly  developed  by  the 
pimitiTe  rule  of  the  Kirk  and  by  the  Kirk's  discourage- 
ment—  its  prohibition  indeed  —  of  every  kind  of  song 
ezeept  the  'godly,'  and  of  every  kind  of  literature  ex- 
eept  the  theological.  A  clandestine  literature  somewhat 
simUar  in  kind  exists  in  England ;  but  the  product  of  what 
we  may  call  the  Scots  poetical  shebeens  is  vastly  preferable 
in  the  matter  of  melody  and  genius.  Is  it  at  all  conceiv- 
able that'  the  Scots  nobles  and  gentlemen  at  Charles's 
court  were  ignorant  of  these  delectable  ditties,  or  would 
to  make  them  known  ?  And  can  it  be  seriously  argued 
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ttttt  Tom  IKUrfey  and  those  other  Eni^iah  mmg-wribem, 
wk»  oericetiired  the  Scot  in  love  in  tuch  fratea|«fli  m 
M§mni9  Jkmde$  and  Tk§  lAfgm  W^itr^,  as  KaiktHm  Cjfk 
and  the  net,  were  never  guilty  of  imitating  or  pamiying 
a  8eeU  original?  [Of  oootm  it  doeen't  ioUinr  that  tiiey 
did  to  whenever  they  touched  on  Scettiih  themea,  or 
tried  to  polce  fun  at  the  Seot  by  pretending  to  ei.pi— 
ihewieelvee  in  his  barbarous  northern  dialect.]  Be  this 
■■  it  may,  many  Restoration  Kngliah  broadiidee  whalhw 
suggested  by  Scots  originals  or  not — ^were  gathered  (witii 
modifications)  into  song*books  by  Ramsay  and  other  Seals- 
men,  and  had  no  small  influence  on  pepolar  eeog  in 
Scotland.  So  that  derivatives  from  them,  or  eormftifloi 
of  them — ^in  some  instances  of  great  variety — ^weve  widely 
circulated  in  those  garlands  and  stall  ballada  whidi, 
particularly  in  the  latter  half  of  the  eighteenth  oantaiy, 
began  to  dispute  the  pre-eminence  of  the  pmlmi  ef  Dsfid 
as  the  poetic  literature  of  the  Scottish  peasant:  at  the 
same  time  that  they  did  their  part  in  psepariag  the 
ground  for  the  evolution  in  Britain  of  the  great  Riynff*^ 
Movement 

All  students  of  broadside  literature  are  indebted  to 
the  publications  of  the  Ballad  Society,  eqMcially  these 
produced  under  the  learned  editorship  of  Mr.  Ebaworth, 
to  whom  our  thanks  are  due  for  the  early  sheeh, 
and  an  unique  copy  of  the  ballad  of  MaU^  6lmmrt 
Among  Collections,  public  and  private,  the  first  plaes 
must  be  assigned  to  those  in  the  British  Museum, 
which,  in  addition  to  the  Rozburghe,  Bagfi>rd,  Ostariy 
Park,  and  other  fiunous  sets  of  blackletter  bmsdsidm, 
possesses  an  immense  assortment  of  whitriefeter  dieets 
and  garknds,  as  well  as  an  unrivalled  gathering  ef 
sheet-music  and  old  song-books.  We  have  further  to 
acknowledge  the  extraordinary  kindness  of  the  Earl  ef 
Crawford  in  wending  us  a  world  of  ballads  and  hroadadei 
from  Haigh  Hall,  and  to  express  our  obligationa  to  thf 
Earl  of  Rosebery  for  permission  to  inspect  the  eelleclien 
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•f  00O>I»  bfOMiirfdai  fbrmed  hy  Hm  late  Dtrid  Laiiig ;  to 
Mfik  Mhosfield^  Edinbitrgli^  ibr  aeeen  to  the  Piteeim 
an ;  to  Mr.  A.  Hath,  PHnees  Grste,  London,  fbr  aeceee 
to  the  Huth  hroadmdee ;  and  to  Mr.  Peskett,  Librariin 
of  Magdalene  College,  Cambridge,  for  ihe  run  of  the 
adbniraUe  Piepye  Colleetion.  Diven  other  gathcringe 
hmm  heen  eonaolted,  including  the  Eoiag  C^leotion 
In  tte  Unlyefsiiy  of  Glasgow.  Also  we  are  indebted  to 
Mr.  George  Gniy>  Glasgow,  fbr  placing  at  our  diapeaal 
Ut  esrtRMBTe  aaaortment  of  Scoti  chape  and  aongt-hooin; 
to  Mr.  Alflzander  Fowlie  of  Inverurjr  fbr  the  com- 
mnnieation  of  several  chaps;  to  Mr.  Wm.  MaeMeth, 
Sdtohvrgh,  fbr  information  ;  to  Dr.  Fnmiyall,  London, 
for  eariy  copies  of  some  Ballad  Society^s  PublieatioDs ; 
and  to  Mr.  Andrew  Lang  for  information  embodied  in 
eertoiii  of  our  Notes. 

Most  of  the  Ks.  songs  which  Bums  sent  to  Johnaon  are 
indadod  in  the  Hastie  Collection  in  the  British  Museum ; 
Hiooe  hoeent  to  Thomson  in  the  Thomson  Coirespondence 
at  Bfoehia  CJastle,  where  we  were  able  to  inspect  them. 
But  wo  have  further  to  express  our  acknowledgments  to 
the  Committee  of  the  Bums  Exhibition,  Glasgow,  fbr 
lemtorion  to  collate  several  mss.  The  mss.  of  divers 
Bombers  are  also  included  in  Collections  denoted  in 
ftwegoing  volumes.  Thus,  those — and  thej  are  very 
nany — which  were  sent  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  are  in  the 
Le^iryan  mss.  ;  while  these  sent  to  Maria  Riddell 
sfo  in  the  collection  of  her  descendant.  Dr.  Do  No^ 
Walker,  of  London :  to  whom,  as  to  Colonel  Wallace,  we 
hofo  pleaauie  in  tendering  our  peculiar  thanks. 


YOUNG  PEGGY 

No.  78  in  Johnson  (Vol  L  1787) :  '  By  Bums.' 

Margaret,  daughter  of  Robert  Kennedy,  of  Dalljarroch, 
Aynhire^  and  niece  of  Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton,  was  bom 
3rd  November  1788;  fell  in  love  with  (and  finally  sue- 
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cuinbcd  tO;  Captain,  afterwards Culouel,  Andrew  M'^Doual 
('  Sculdudd'ry  M'Doual'  of  the  second  Heron  BaUad :  see 
VoL  iL  p.  197)  in  1784 ;  iNwe  him  a  daughter  in  JwaoMrf 
1794;  rmieed  an  action  for  (1)  declarator  of  narriige, 
or  (8)  damage!  for  leduction ;  and  died  in  Februry^ 
1795,  before  Uie  caie  was  decided.    MeanwhOe  M^Doual^ 
who  denied  paternity  as  well  ag  marriage,  had  wedded 
another   lady;    but  in    1798  the   ConaiBtorial   Court 
declared  ag^nit  him  on  both  iisues ;  and  the  CSourt  oT 
Seeeion,  having  set  aside  its  judgment  as  regards  the 
marriage,  ordered  him  to  provide  for  his  child  in  the 
sum  of  £3000. 

Bums  often  met  Miss  Kennedy  at  Gavin  Hamilton's. 
His  song  was  enclosed  to  her  in  an  undated  letter : — '  I 
have  in  these  verses  attempted  some  £unt  sketches  of 
your  portrait  in  the  unembellished  simple  mmnnir  of 
descriptive  truth.'  This,  and  not  n«  Banke  o'  Do9n, 
(p.  124),  which  it  is  usual,  but  erroneous,  to  suppose 
was  suggested  by  the  lady's  amour,  must  have  been 
the  song  'on  Miss  Peggy  Kennedy,'  which,  with  The 
Lasio'  Bailachmyk,  the  'jury  of  literati'  in  Edinburgh 
'  found  defamatory  libels  against  the  fastidious  powers  of 
Poesy  and  Taste.'  Forbidden  to  print  it— (no  doubt  for 
the  same  reason  as  he  was  forbidden  to  print  The  Idus  o 
BaUochmyk),  and  not  because  it  is  not  better  than  nine- 
tenths  of  the  Ramsay  songs,  of  which  it  is  an  imitation) 
— in  the  Edinburgh  Edition,  the  writer  sent  it  to  John- 
son, where  it  appears  as  alternative  words  to  the  tune. 
Loch  Errochnde.  With  a  few  variations  it  waa  published 
in  one  of  the  tracts  '  printed  for  and  sold  by  Stewart 
and  Meikle';  and  it  is  included  in  Stewart's  Edition 
(Glasgow  1802) ;  but  not  in  Stewart's  Poeme  Aeeribed  to 
Robert  Bume  (Glasgow  1801). 

Stanza  i.   Line  2.    ^ She's  blushing  like  the  momiag, 
Stewart.    4.  '  With  e&xXy  pearls  adorning,'  Stewart, 
Stanza  hi.  Line  4.  '  Ois€tvage  surly  winter,*  Stewart 
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BONIE  DUNDEE 

Ko.  99  in  Johnson  (Vol.  i.  1787) :  Unsigned. 

A  fragment  of  folk-ballad,  with  modifications  and  addi- 

tioni.    A  pencil  jotting  of  it  in  Bums's  hand  on  the  back 

of  1  letter  from  the  Earl  of  Buchan,  Ist  February  1787, 

it  in  the  Bums  Monument,  Edinburgh.     Cromek  (ScoHsh 

^ongi,  1810)  sUtes  that  Bums  sent  the  draft  of  his 

Version  to  Cleghom  with  the  following  note  : — '  Dear 

Clbqhorn, — You  will  see  by  the  above  that  I  have  added 

^  stanza  to  Bonny  Dundee.     If  you  think  it  will  do  you 

^^uj  set  it  agoing  upon  a  ten-stringed  instrument  and 

On  the  psaltery.— R.  B.' 

The  earliest  printed  set  is  the  blackletter  (Crawford, 
I'epys,  and  Roxburghe  Collections)  '  Jockey'i  Escape  from 
-^onny  Dundee  ;  or  Jockey's  Deliverance  i  Being  his  Valiant 
Escape  from  Dundee  and  the  Parson's  Daughter  Whom 
lie  had  Mislov'd.  To  its  own  Proper  Tune  [called  Bonny 
J)undee] '  :— 

*  "Where  got  thou  the  haver-meal  Bannock?" 
**  Blind  Booby,  cans't  thou  not  see  ? 
I  got  them  out  of  a  Sootch-man's  wallet 
As  he  lay  eadng  tinder  a  Tree." 

*  Come  fill  up  my  cup,  come  fill  up  my  can  ! 
Come  saddle  my  horse,  and  call  up  my  man ! 
Come  open  the  gates,  and  let  me  go  free, 
And  show  me  the  way  to  Bonny  Dimdee  ! ' 

A  set  in  WU  and  Mirth  (1703)  is  more  satirical :  e.g. 
instead  of  '  As  he  lay  easing,'  it  has  '  As  he  lay  lousing 
him.'  A  tune.  Adieu  Dundee,  is  preserved  in  The  Skene 
M8,  (ed.  Dauney,  1838).  Chappell  thinks  the  Skene  ms. 
much  later  than  Dauney  thought  it,  and  holds  the  tune 
to  be  English.  However  this  be,  it  can  scarce  be  doubted 
that  the  blackletter  set — including  the  chorus,  which  Sir 
Walter^  borrowed — is  founded  on  some  Scots  original. 
Two  stanzas  of  a  ballad,  Crombie*s  Escape  from  Dundee, 


uz 
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Maid  to  have  beeu  curreut  in  the  north  of  Scotland^  are 
quoted  in  Hogg  and  MoUiiwdl  (10S4X  A  fragment  in 
Herd  (1769)  bee  a  finer  tMie  of  aattfiii^  :— 

'  O,  liSTi  I  bumti  or  liava  T  Ada, 
Or  bave  I  diMaii^falafyf 
IV>got»ia>oBayyeaBthadtwf  lait;«- 
Ikabaillia^idMvfalvoflnuuDa^taa:  P 

Bonnjr  DundM  Mid  bonnj  Daada^ 
Where  ■hall  I  Mt  Ma  boraj  a  kMt 
Open  your  ports,  and  l«t  m  gang  free  I  -ta 

I  maun  ttaj  nae  langer  in  bonny  Dundee !' 

Aaotber  vereion^  in  an  undated  ebap  publiabed  by  I 
Morren,  Edinburgh  (c.  1800),  introducee  a  '  bomqr  Um 
bennet '  (aftenrarda  ueeful,  it  may  be^  to  Seett)  :*- 

*  O,  whar  gat  you  that  bonny  Hue  bonnet  ?' 

'  O  nlly  blind  body,  eanny  ye  lee  ? 
I  gat  It  frae  a  bonny  Sooti  cellan 
Aiween  St.  Johnton'i  and  bonny  Dundee.' 


r 


^ 


In  an  additional  stanza  are  these  four  verses : — 

*  My  heart  has  nae  roooi  when  I  think  on  mj  dairty ;  ^ 

His  dear  rosy  haffets  bring  tears  in  mj  0*0 1 
But  now  he 's  awa  and  I  dinna  ken  where  be  'a 
Gin  we  could  anse  meet,  we 's  ne'er  part  till  we  die.* 

Morren's  set  is  substantially  the  same  as  tbstt  in  The  Hvf 
0/ Caledonia  (1819),  referred  to  in  Hogg  and  Mothenrell, 
where  the  additions  are  declared  to  be  '  obviously  from 
the  pen  of  Bums.'  There  is  yet  another  set  (old)  in  T^ 
Merrp  Mus&8 : — 


V 


*  Te  coopers  and  hoopers  attend  to  my  ditty: 

I  sing  of  a  oo<q)er  wha  dwalt  in  Dandee. 
Tills  young  man,  he  was  baith  arn'roni  end  witty, 

Whioh  pleased  the  fair  maidMie  o*  sweet  Daadee.' 

Stanza  i.  Line  i.  *  Hauver-meal  bannock ' : — A  synooy**' 
(common  in  the  North  of  England  and  some  parts  of  Scatbao)       \i 
for  the  oaten  cake,  the  staple  bread  of  old  Scotland.  ^ 


MOTSS 


TO  THE  WEAVER'S  GIN  YE  OO 

No.  103  in  Johiiaaii  (VoL  H.  17M>:  MgiMd  'X'  'Ilia 
clianii  of  tlii*  flong  fa  aid,  tliB  rart  i>  mine.  Hnra  once 
for  all  let  me  apologiM  for  many  aiDj  compodtioiu  of 
mine  in  thie  work.  Mtaj  WaBttFal  ain  wmnted  wordi, 
and  in  the  hturj'  of  other  arocmtionB,  if  I  could  etring  a 
parcel  of  rhTinea  together,  anTthing  oaarlf  toleiable,  1 
WM  bin  to  let  them  paM.  He  miut  be  an  ezeelleat  poet 
lii4etd  whoM  every  performance  it  ezoellent '  (R.  B,  In 
Interleaved  Copy). 

Some  hold  the  long  to  refer  to  Aimour'i  virit  to 
hialey  after  the  quarrel,  and  to  her  auppoeed  flirtation 
»itk  a  weaver  named  Wilaon.  But  if  the  atorjr  were 
authenticated  (as  it  ia  not),  and  if  Paisley  lay  wMt  bvm 
UencUine  (which  it  doee  not),  it  wouM  be  admittad 
by  everybody  but  the  Common  Bumaite — aentimental, 
ignorant,  uncritical — that,  not  to  take  acooant  of  the 
&et  that  Annour  wai  far  gone  in  pregnancy  when  ahe 
went  to  Paialey,  i»  to  diacredit,  and  very  seriooaly,  (1) 
the  general  repute  of  the  Pualey  weaver  ;  (2)  ARnour*! 
idea  of  delicacy ;  (3)  the  habit  and  tradition  of  the  Scottilh 
Boala  and  female  peasant;  (4)  the  poet'a  own  eanae  of 
d  (fi)  even  the  poat'a  own  theory  ef  common 


An  'old'  aong,  parta  of  which  wereaent  to  Hogg  and 
Sdctherwell  (1831)  by  Peter  Buehan— who  '  never  mar  It 
in  print' — haa  no  eort  of  claim  to  conaidarataeo.  Hera, 
'bowerer,  ia  the  chorua,  luch  aa  it  ia  : — 

'  Td  ths  wtawr  gin  r*  gOk 

Ts  the  wwmr  fta)  ye  lOk 

Toe  II  n«ed  ■omebody  wl'  jan. 

To  Uu  waaiar  gin  jt  go.' 

A  hdhtd  in  tiie  '  I^ng  BroadsldeB,'  entitled,  A  Aaem- 
aNt  JMBfce  M  00  «A«  Mauri  le  f»  FtmJAv,  ia  to  tbe  tone 
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uf  To  the  Weavera  if  You  Go,  and  is  probably  a  paro(L>' 

•  Itbaginf^- 

*Mj  eoimtiTiiiMi  trtio  do  iatand 

Ob  pinmliBg  to  fOi 
Be  nm  iHiito'w  70  nuij  praUnd, 
Tlie  otrtain  flad  !■  wOi 

'I  know't  bj  Md  ezperienee, 

Tho  better  111*7 1  ^^ : 
I  thought  mjeelf  in  ■me  defenee, 
But  suddenly  I  fell.' 

Stanza  ii.   Line  2.   *To  warp  a  pbuden  wab'sstofiom 
threads  into  a  warp  for  a  web  of  coarse  woollen. 


WHISTLE  AN'  I  XL  COME  TO  YOU,  MY  LAD 

Wb  adopt  the  set  elaborated  by  Buma  for  ThomMi'i 
ScoUUh  Ain  (Vol.  il.  1799).  Here  is  the  one  tent  to 
JohMon— No.  106  (Vol.  ii.  1788) :  '  Written  for  thii 
work  by  Robert  Buma ' : — 

*0,  Whittle  an*  1 11  oome  to  you,  my  lad  1 
O,  Whittle  an*  111  oome  to  you,  my  lad ! 
Though  father  and  mither  ihould  baith  gae  mad, 
O,  Whittle  an'  I  '11  oome  to  you,  my  lad  1 
Come  down  the  back  ttairt  when  ye  oome  to  eooit  me; 
Come  down  the  back  itain,  and  let  naebody  aee ; 
And  oomo  at  ye  were  na  coming  to  me. 
And  come  at  ye  were  na  ooming  to  me.' 

The  song  has  hitherto  been  held  pure  Bums.     But 
he  found  his  chorus  in  the  Herd  ms.  : — 

*  Whittle  and  I  '11  cum  to  ye,  my  lad ! 

Whittle  and  I  '11  oiun  to  ye,  lay  lad ! 
Gin  father  and  mither  and  a'  thould  gae  mad, 
Whistle  and  I  '11  cum  to  ye,  my  lad ! ' 

lliere  is  a  curious  English  derivative  from  some  SooH 
original,  entitled  WhUtie  My  Love  and  I'U  Come  Ikmh  ^ 
which  a  stall  copy  (sold  by  Potts,  Printer,  and  Wholesil* 
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Toy  Warehouae,  6  GrMt  St  Andrew  St,  7  DUli,  o.  1800   whutle 
or  eulier)  it  in  the  Cimwfbrd  Colloctioii.    It  begins :—       ah*  i  'u 

com  TO 
'PtnT'lft m*Idbatli1diidMidf>lr,  you,  MY 

And  Ptfgj  ia  dau  to  Johnnia,  UU) 

Saao  ia  m  bljtbo  md  boanj. 
And  P<gX7  !>■■  TOW*!!  theii  lors  to  own, 
O  Whktla  mj  tore  uull  11  ocoue  down 

And  (WDg  to  th«  KiA  wf  Johnma. ' 

Cunie  itatM  that  he  '  hMrd  the  heroine '  of  the  Bnnu 
set '  aing  it  heraelf,  in  the  very  epirit  of  arch  nrnplidtj  it 
requlRS.'  Re  prolMbly  referred  to  Jean  Armour ;  and  it 
may  be  that  the  fii«t  Mt  va>  addraMed  to  her.  Bums 
■ent  the  lecond  to  Thomaon  in  an  undated  letter  loinetune 
in  Anpiat  1793 ;  and  on  2nd  Aogiut  1795  he  auggeatad 
4at  Thoin8on  ahould  change  theftiurth  lineof  thechonu 
to 'Thy  Jeante  will  venture  wi'  ye,  my  lad': — 'A  &lr 
one,  henelf  the  heroine  of  the  long,  iniiata  on  the 
utendment,  and  dispute  her  command*  If  yon  dare.' 
TIm  md  fiur  one  waa  Jean  Lorimer  (aee  port,  p.  48S, 
VnbtotJ  Note  to  LomU  we  IMe  Linl-WUtt  Lodu). 
Ihonson  asked  her  Poet  to  petitian  the  'charming 
J(Hiie  *  to  let  '  the  line  remain  unaltered ' ;  but,  while 
the  plate  remains  unchanged,  'Thy  Jeanie,'  etc.,  grmem 
tU  the  printed  verse*  opposite. 

Thomson  mggeated  'my  Jo'  at  the  end  of  Une*l,2, 

«cad  4,  and  '  aay  no '  at  the  end  of  Line  3 ;  but  Bume 

w-onld  none  of  it. 


I'M  O'ER  YOUNG  TO  MARRY  YET 

^o.  107  in  Johnson  (VoL  a  1788):  Signed  'Z.'  "The 
^Ikoms  of  this  song  is  old  ;  the  rest  of  it,  such  as  it  is,  is 
mine '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  CopyX 

The  oU  Mmg,  says  Stenhonaa,  begins  : — 
VOL.  UI.  L' 
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*My  minnie  ooft  BM  a  new  gown, 

The  Kirk  maun  hae  the  graoinf  o*t ; 
Were  I  to  lie  wi'  you,  kind  eir, 
I  m  fear'd  jou  'd  spoil  the  ladng  o'u' 

Tliia  statement  seems  borrowed — and  mutilAted- 
Cromek  {ScottMh  Songt,  L  107)^  who  introduew  the 
as  '  a  stray  characteristic  verse ' — (either  he  got  it 
Bums  MR. ,  or  was  indebted  for  it  to  the  playfol  ii 
*  honest  Allan ') — '  which  ought  to  be  restored.' 

Stanza  i.  Line  4.  '  Eerie '=apprehensiTe  of  gfaosts» 
word  is  used  here  in  a  humorous  sense.  Pterhapa  the 
English  equivalent  is  '  creepy.' 

THE  BIRKS  OF  ABERFELDIE 

No.  lis  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iL  1788):  'Written  I 
work  by  R.  Bums ' :  Signed  '  B.'  Set  to  the  tune 
Birkt  qf  Aberffeldie.  ^  I  composed  theae  staiUM  tt 
under  the  Falls  of  Moness  at  or  near  Aberleldy ' 
in  Interleaved  Copy).  '  Aberfeldy  described  in  1 
(R.  B.^  Journal,  SOth  August). 

Two  stansas  of  the  older  set  (Herd,  1760)  are  ] 
as  alternative  words.  A  much  longer  set,  from  a 
side  once  in  the  possession  of  Archibald  Coniti 
printed  in  Maidment's  ScoitUh  Songi  (18W).  Tin 
Herd  is  plainly  a  corruption  of  this  broadside  :— 

'  O  bonny  lauie,  wilt  thou  go  ? 
Wilt  thou  go,  wilt  thou  go? 

0  bonny  lassie,  wilt  thou  go 
To  tlie  Birks  of  Abergeldie  ? 

My  Dear  Sir,  I  dare  not  gang, 

1  d&re  not  gang,  I  dare  not  gang 
For  fear  that  you  betray  me.' 

But  wliile  Bums  paints  the  Aberfeldy  birches  k 
high  midsummer  pomp,  the  Abergeldie  of  the  1 
monger  ij»  pure  winter  : — 

*  ''Abergeldie  Birks  are  very  cold. 
Are  very  cold,  are  very  oold : 


«l 
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The  weAllMr  my  frofU*.**  THX  Bnuu 

Mj  dmr.  111  hog  thee  in  my  anni,  or  AIBB- 

In  my  arms,  in  my  ftrmi ; 
And  wrap  thee  in  my  pladie." ' 

kbwdtide  has  a  Second  Part:— 

*Beiey,  if  my  bed  made, 
Kj  bed  made,  my  bed  made, 
Or  is  my  lopper  ready  !'  do. 


M'PHERSON'S  FAREWELL 

.  114  in  Johnson  (Vol  ii  1788) :  Signed  '  Z ' ;  and 
«red  in  the  table  of  contents  as  'by  Buras.' 
'Phenon^  a  daring  robber  in  the  beginning  of  this 
tiiry^  was  condemned  to  be  hanged  at  the  assises  of 
emess.  He  is  said,  when  under  sentence  of  death, 
luire  composed  this  tune,  which  he  calls  his  own 
B«nt  or  Farewell '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  C!opy). 
"he  reputed  son  of  a  gipsy,  James  M'Pherson,  a  cateran 
notable  strength  and  prowess,  was  apprehended  for 
bery  by  the  Laird  of  Braco,  at  Keith  Market ;  and, 
ig  haled  before  the  Sheriff  of  Banff  on  Ist  November 
O,  waa  hanged  at  the  Cross  of  Banff  on  the  10th. 
I  tradition  that  he  played  the  Lament  on  his  violin 
the  way  to  the  tree,  or  at  the  foot  of  it,  is  absurd. 
ham,  further,  been  pointed  out  that  his  legend  may 
iTe  from  an  Irish  story  :  of  a  tune  called  JH^Pkenan, 
h  which  its  composer  is  said  to  have  played  himself 
Jie  gallows  on  the  pipes. 

liere  is  a  set  in  Herd  (1769),  but  it  is  plainly  a  cor- 
tion  of  the  old  broadside— TAe  LaH  Wor<U  qf  Jame$ 
^epkermm,  Murderer— oi  which  there  is  an  original 
J,  embellished  with  a  rude  engraving  of  Macpherson 
li  bow  and  arrow — in  the  Laing  Collection  at  Dal- 
ly. It  agrees  with  the  sheet  reprinted  in  Maidment 
HHik  Stnige,  1869).  That  it  is  excellent  drama  has 
d  the  ridiculous  traditioa— devoutly  aceepted  by  oer* 
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I-  tain  Editors — that  the  hero  wrote  it  Alio,  the  oopf 
communicated  hy  Peter  Buchan  to  Hogg  and  Motherwdl 

LL  (1834),  from  the  recital  of  '  a  rery  old  person^  and  nid 
to  have  been  the  real  competition  of  the  nnfortunite 
MThenon  himself,  when  in  jail,'  k  a  dnanj  vwp 
from  Bums  and  his  broadside  originaL  This  origiDil 
(which  seems  in  part  an  imitation  of  Ct^iah^  Jcknitan'i 
Farewell :  he  was  hanged  at  lybum  in  1090 :  in  the 
Pepys  Collection,  v.  623)  opens  Uius : — 

'  I  spent  m J  time  in  rioting, 
Debauched  mj  health  and  itrtngth ; 
I  pillsged,  plundered,  murdered. 
But  now,  alas !  at  length 
I  'm  brought  to  ponlahmeai  eondign ; 
Pale  death  draws  near  to  me : 
Hie  end  I  ever  did  projeet. 
To  bang  upon  a  tree.' 

The  mast  notable  lines,  however,  are  the  four  last  :— 

'llien  wantonly  and  ranting 

I  am  reiolved  to  die ; 
And  with  undaunted  courage  I 

Shall  mount  this  fatal  tree '  :— 

which  are  the  germ  of  Bums's  refrain.  Bat  BarUi 
while  preserving  throughout  the  spirit  of  his  origioAl) 
has  expressed  it  in  the  noblest  terms. 

A  MS.  in  the  British  Museum  agrees  substantially  witli 
the  copy  in  Johnson. 


MY  HIGHLAND  LASSIE,  O 

No.  117  in  Johnson  (Vol  iL  1788) :  Signed  'X' 

This  was  a  composition  of  mine  in  very  early  life,  bsfiss 
I  was  known  at  all  in  the  world.  My ''  Highland  Umk" 
was  a  warm-hearted,  charming  young  creature  as  iW 
blessed  a  man  with  generous  love.  After  a  pretty  loiV 
tract  of  the  most  ardent  reciprocal  attachment  we  met  ^ 
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appoiutnient  on  the  second  Sunday  <>f  May.  in  a  seques--         mv 
tared  spot  by  the  Banks  of  Ayr,  where  we  spent  the  highland 
daj  in  tiking  hrewM,  before  the  ihoold  embtrk  for  the  lamie,  o 
West  Highknde  to  arrange  matters  for  our  projected 
ehange  of  lifo.    At  the  doee  of  the  Autumn  following 
■he  cwmed  the  aea  to  meet  me  at  Greenock,  where  the 
had  acaice  landed  when  ihe  waa  seiaed  with  a  malignant 
ftrmr,  which  hurried  my  dear  girl  to  the  grave  in  a  few 
4aym,  befove  I  could  even  hear  of  her  iUneia '  (R.  B.  in 
Interleaved  Copy). 

The  *  Highland  Laaaie '  waa  Mary  Campbell,  daughter 
of  one  Archibald  Campbell,  a  Clyde  sailor.  The  year  of 
her  birth  is  uncertain  ;  its  place  is  not  beyond  dispute ; 
the  date  of  her  death  is  matter  of  debate ;  its  exact  dr- 
comstances  are  not  authenticated ;  there  is  room  for 
conjecture  as  to  the  place  of  her  burial ;  little  or  no 
independent  testimony  exists  as  to  her  person  and 
character — unless  she  be  identified  with  a  certain  Mary 
Campbell  of  indifferent  repute ;  there  is  scarce  material 
for  the  barest  outlines  of  her  biography.  But  on  the 
atrength  of  sporadic  allusions  by  Bums — meant,  as  it 
aeenis,  to  dissemble  more  than  they  reveal— and  eapedaliy 
of  certain  ecstatic  expressions  in  the  song,  Thau  I4n§^Hng 
4ter  (p.  7lX  and  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop— (penned  when 
the  writer  waa  'groaning  under  the  miseries  of  a  diseased 
nervona  system  *)— Mary  Campbell  has  come  to  be  regarded 
leae  aa  an  average  Scots  peasant  to  whom  a  merry-begot 
was  then,  if  not  a  necessary  of  life,  at  all  events  the  eom- 
xnonest  eSeet  of  luck,  than  as  a  sort  of  bare-legged  Beatrice 
< — m,  Spiiitnaliwd  Ideal  of  Peasant  Womanhood.  Seriously 
examined,  her  cult— (for  cult  it  is) — is  found  an  absurdity; 
liut  persons  of  repute  have  taken  the  erase,  so  that  it  is 
laaeful  to  remark  that  the  Mary  Campbell  of  tradition  is 
^  figment  of  the  General  Brain,  for  whose  essential  ft»- 
'terea  not  so  much  as  the  fidntest  outline  is  to  be  found  in 
"the  eonfusion  of  amorous  plaints  and  cries  of  repentance 
or  remorse,  which  is  all  that  we  have  to  enlighten  us  from 
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Boms.  Further^  it  is  forgotten  that  Mtoy  Campbell's 
D  death  revealed  her  to  her  Poet  in  a  new  and  hallowed 
>  aspect  Whatever  the  date — ^whether  1786  or  an  earlier 
year:  whether,  that  is  to  say^  she  preceded  Armour  in 
Boms's  regard,  or  consoled  him  episodicalljr  after 
Armour's  repudiation  of  him — assigned  to  the  fiunous 
fiurewell  on  the  banks  of  Ayr^  the  underhandedneie  of  the 
engagement,  with  the  extreme  discretion  of,  not  merely 
his  references  to  it  but,  the  references  of  his  relatives  and 
hers,  leaves  room  for  much  conjecture.  Here  Bums,  for 
once  in  his  life,  was  reticent  Yet,  what  reason  had  he 
for  reticence  if,  as  is  hotly  contended  by  the  more  ardent 
among  the  Mariolaters,  the  affair  belonged  to  1784,  or 
earlier?  And  why,  in  1784,  when  he  had  no  particular 
reputation,  good  or  bad,  should  Mary's  kinsfolk  (or  Mary 
herself)  have  conceived  so  arrant  a  grudge  against  him 
that  it  impelled  them  (or  her)  to  obliterate  the  fomous 
Inscription  in  his  Bible,  with  its  solemn  scriptural  oaths— 
(which  were  unusual  under  the  circumstances,  and  which, 
as  being  recorded  for  the  girl's  comfort,  tend  to  show  that 
those  circumstances  were  peculiar) — and  to  destroy  his 
every  scrap  of  writing  to  her  ?  It  were  leie  difficult  to 
explain  the  position  if  the  amour  belonged  to  1786;  for 
then  the  Armour  business  was  notorious.  But  then,  too, 
Bums's  constancy  in  crying  out  for  Jean  must  of  neces- 
sity impeach  the  worth  of  his  professions  to  Mary.  In 
any  case,  it  is  a  remarkable  circumstance  that  the  latter 
heroine  left  her  situation  with  the  vaguest  possible  out- 
look on  marriage ;  for,  though  Bums  does  say  that  she 
went  to  make  arrangements  for  their  union,  there  is  no 
scrap  of  proof  that  immediate  espousals  were  designed. 
Indeed,  no  progress  at  all  appears  to  have  been  made 
in  such  arrangements  in  all  the  five  months  preceding 
her  death ;  and  assuredly  Bums  did  not  intend  to  take 
her  with  him  to  Jamaica  in  1786.  Finally,  there  is  the 
guarded,  the  official,  statement  of  Currie  that '  the  bub 
of  Ayr  formed  the  scene  of  youthful  passions,'  the  'history 
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of  which  it  would  be  improper  to  reveal  were  it  even  in 
one's  power^  and  the  traces  of  which  will  soon  be  dis-  ii 
coverable  only  in  those  strains  of  nature  and  sensibility  i 
to  which  they  gave  birth.'  On  the  whole^  it  is  a  very 
pretty  tangle;  but  the  one  thing  in  it  worth  acknow- 
ledgment and  perfectly  plain  is  that  the  Highland  Mary 
of  the  Mariolater  is  but  a  *  devout  imagination.' 

A  part  of  the  Highland  Lassie^  0  is  reminiscent  of  the 
chorus  of  Ramsay's  My  Nannie  0,  which  it  may  here  be 
stated  (as  a  Supplementary  Note  to  My  Nanie  0,  Vol,  i. 
p.  412)^  traces  back  to  a  blackletter  in  the  Pepys  Collec- 
tion (ilL  169)  :— 

*  There  is  a  lass  whom  I  adore, 

And  here  I  will  set  forth  her  name, 

'Tui  she  that  can  my  joys  restore, 
And  pretty  Katy  is  her  name. 

For  Katy,  Katy,  Katy  O, 

The  love  I  bear  to  Katy  O  : 

All  the  world  shall  never  know 

The  love  I  bear  to  Katy  O.' 

Another  ballad  (Crawford^  Pepys^  and  Roxburghe  Col- 
lections)^ The  Scotch  Wooing  of  Willy  and  Xante,  has  the 
same  chorus,  with  'Nanie '  for  '  Katy,'  and  with  this  one 
Bums  was  probably  as  well  acquainted  as  Ramsay  him- 
self. There  is  also  an  A  newer  to  Nanie  with  '  Wil  lie '  in  the 
chorus  (Crawford  and  Roxburghe  Collections) ;  and  there 
is,  further,  a  curious  and  rare  broadside  on  the  death  of 
Queen  Anne  (British  Museum) : — 

'  My  Nan  she  was  good,  my  Nan  she  was  just. 
My  Nannie  O,  Queen  Anie  O ; 
And  all  the  world  shall  never  know 
Hie  love  that  I  bear  to  my  Nanie  O.' 

The  old  song.  Highland  Lassie,  suggested  to  Burns  scarce 
more  than  his  title ;  but  it  faintly  resembles  The  High- 
land Queen. 
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THO'  CRUEL  FATE 

No.  118  in  Johnson  (VoL  ii.  1788),  where  it  appem  on 
the  opposite  page  to  My  Highland  LauU  0 :  let  to  the 
tune  of  The  Northern  Latt :  described  as  'written  for  thk 
work  bf  Robert  Bums ' ;  and  signed  *  R.'  The  m.  k  in 
the  Hastie  Collection.  In  the  us.  in  the  possession  of 
Mr.  Nelson^  Edinburgh^  the  tune  given  is  She  Boee  tad 
Loot  Me  In,  The  song  closely  resembles  the  fiiwt  stsm 
of  From  Thee,  EHza  (Vol.  L  p.  183). 

Line  a.  *As/ar*s  the  pole  and  line,'  Mr.  Nelson's  us. 
5.  *  Tho'  mountains/fvtpii  and  deserts  howl,'  Mr.  Nelson's  MS. 

STAY  MY  CHARMER 

No.  129  in  Johnson  (Vol.  ii  1788):  'Written  for  this 
work  by  R.  Bums.'    Set  to  the  tune  An  GiUeadh  Duhh, 
or  The  Black-hair d  Lad;  and  signed  'B.*    A  us.  it  in 
the  Hastie  Collection. 
The  idea  is  found  in  a  fragment  in  the  Herd  us.  :— 

Can  ye  leare  me  10,  ladie. 

Can  ye  leave  me  so? 
Can  ye  leave  me  oomfortlsss 

To  take  another  jo!' 

STRATHALLAN'S  LAMENT 

No.  132  in  Johnson  (Vol.  ii.  1788) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums/  and  signed  'B.*  Included,  too, 
in  Thomson's  Scottish  Aire  (VoL  iv.).  'This  air  is 
the  composition  of  the  worthiest  and  best-hearted  mis 
livings  Allan  Masterton^  schoolmaster  in  EdinborgL 
As  he  and  I  were  both  sprouts  of  Jacobitism,  we  agreed 
to  dedicate  our  words  and  air  to  the  cause.  But  to  tell 
the  matter  of  foct ;  except  when  my  passions  were  bested 
by  some  accidental  cause,  my  Jaoobitiflm  was  merely  bf 
way  of ''  Vive  la  bagatelle  " '  (R,  B.  in  Interleared  Copy)i 
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I  StntluJlan  of  the  Lament  was  James  Drummoiid    strath- 
■t  eon  of  William,  4th  ^^aeoont  Strathallan,  killed    ALLAN'a 
Uoden,  14th  April  l746~who  was  indoded  in  the    lament 
r  Attainder,  4th  June  ;  and,  after  stajring  for  tome 
in  hiding,  escaped  to  France,  where  he  died,  27th 
17M>  ftt  Sena  in  Champagne.     The  titles  were 
•i  in  1824. 

I  MB.  of  the  second  stann  is  in  the  Hastie  CoUeo- 

Aaother  copy  of  the  song,  probably  forming  part 

Stair  MS.,  has  got  separated  into  two  halves.     For 

r  of  the  first  stanza  we  are  indebted  to  Mr.  Davey, 

Russell  Street,  Bloomsbury,  while  the  second  is 

bd  in  the  Clarke-Adam  Collection.    This  ms.  corre- 

s  with  the  Johnsoii  set.      Another  us.  is  in  the 

■ion  of  Canon  Tristram,  and  an  early  draft  was  in 

f  Henry  Probasco,  CincinnatL 

KZA  I.  Link  z.  *  Thickest  darkness  shrouds  my  dwelling,' 
iraft     *Oer'hang*  for  'surround,'  Currie.    3.  ^Swup- 
rrents,  turHd  swelling, '  MS.  quoted  in  Pickering,  1859. 
HS  surround  mj  lonely  cave,'  Currie  and  Tristram  MS. 
lie  eariy  draft  Stanza  11.  reads  thus : — 

'  Farewell JleeHngfJUkU  treasure, 
Between  mishap  and  folly  shared; 
Farewell  peace  €tnd farewell  pleasure, 
Farewell  flattering  man's  regard,* 
Ruin's  wheel  has  driven  o'er  me^ 
Nor  dare  a  hope  my  fate  attend  ; 
The  wide  world  is  all  before  me. 
But  a  world  without  a  friend.' 

MY  HOGGIE 

133  in  Johnson  (VoL  iL  1788) :  Unsigned.  '  Dr. 
er,  who  was  minister  in  Moffat  in  1772,  and  is  now 
\  Vnfmmtr  of  Natural  History  in  the  University  of 
»iirgh,  told  the  following  anecdote  concerning  this 
He  said  that  some  gentlemen  riding  a  few  yean  ago 


S14  NOTES 

through  liddesdale  stopped  at  a  hamlet  ocmtifftiiig  of  a 
few  houaet,  called  Mowpaul  (in  Ewetdale),  when  thej 
were  struck  with  this  tune,  which  an  old  woman,  spin- 
ning on  a  rock  at  her  door^  was  singing.  All  she  eoold 
tell  concerning  it  was,  that  she  was  taught  it  when  s 
child,  and  it  was  cidled — ''  What  will  I  do  gin  mj  Hsggie 
die  ?  **  No  person,  except  a  few  females  at  Mosspaul,  knev 
this  fine  old  tune,  which  in  all  probability  would  have 
been  lost  had  not  one  of  the  gentlemen  who  happened  ti 
have  a  flute  with  him  taken  it  down '  (R.  B.  in  Inter- 
leaved Copy). 

Stenhouse  states  that  it  was  Stephen  Clarke  who 
took  down  the  tune,  fiums's  ms.  is  in  the  Hastie  Col- 
lection, and  in  hid  note  he  seems  to  imply  that  lie 
wrote  his  song  from  the  old  first  line.  Nevertheless,  Peter 
Buchan  professed,  as  usual,  to  have  found  an  origioil 
(North  of  Scotland)  in  a  ballad  in  celebration  of  Sir 
James  Innes  (a  Ram),  who  carried  off  Margaret  Brodie  of 
Coxton  (the  Hoggie,  or  young  sheep)  to  make  her  hi> 
wife.  Buchan 's  doggerel,  pre&ced  with  this  statement, 
is  reprinted  as  an  Appendix  to  Sharpens  Ballad  Book  (ed. 
Laing,  1880) — ^evidently  obtained,'  sajrs  Laing,  'through 
a  northern  collector.'  Buchan  vouchsafes  no  further 
information,  and,  so  far  as  we  can  discover,  his  story  \» 
uncorroborated  by  the  Innes  family-tree.  In  any  case 
his  '  original '  scarce  deserves  the  name  of  ballad.  Here 
is  the  chorus : — 

*  Coxton  has  but  ae  hoggie, 
Ae  hoggie,  ae  hoggie, 
Coxton  has  but  ae  hoggie ; 
O'  it  he  is  right  vogie.* 

And  here  is  his  last  stanza  : — 

'  But  there  came  a  ram  f rae  Deveron-side, 
Frae  Deveron-side,  frae  Devenm-side, 
Bat  there  came  a  ram  fiaa  Dereroii'-side, 
And  stown  awa  my  hoggie.* 


JUMPIN  JOHN 
No.  138  ia  Johiuon  (Vol.  ii.  1738) :  tliwigned. 

StcnhouM  ftatei  tbst  the  staiizBa  vert  coniinunicat«d 
b]r  Bams,  and  that  they  'are  b  fia^Tnent, of  the  old 
humoroiM  ballad,  with  some  verbal  cotrectionR.'  Where 
'the  old  humoroui  ballad'  was  to  be  found  he  did  not 
ny,  nor  can  we.  Sharpe  affirmed  that  this  fragment  was 
Boma's  'ground-work ' : — 

'  Her  lUddf  forbad,  her  rnhinie  forba<l. 

ForbiddflD  ihe  wadna  be : 
Tha  laog  Ud  the;  ca'  JumpEii  John 
-  Begntl'd  our  bontiia  Beule.' 

'  Bat  Sharpe  said  not  where  he  got  it  lu  any  cuae  Burns 
*  kntv  the  iong  My  Dady  Forbad  in  The  Tea-Table  MU- 
"1  wftay,  which,  according  to  Stenhouite  (he  probably  did 
bat  expreH  an  opinion),  Ramiay  '  wrote  as  a  substitute 
*'      forlbe  indelicate  old  Scots  Song': 

1  '  Whin  I  tiiink  on  my  lad 

;  I  dgh  and  am  lad, 

' ';  Fornow  ha  ia  far  from  me'  :— 

^,      uid  in  wbich  there  is  this  stanza  :— 
^  \  '  Tho'  my  Dady  f  arbad, 

,i  And  my  Minn;  forbad. 

Forbidden  I  wiU  not  be ; 
For  unce  thou  aloue 
My  fannir  hait  won 
Nane  ebe  ahall  a'er  get  it  for  me,' 


UP  IN  THE   MORNING  EARLY 
'Tax  choruB  of  this  song  ts  old  ;  the  two  stanzas  are 
mine '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 

^  John  Hawkins  relates  of  the  old  ballad  and  tune 
thit  they  were  fiivouritea  with  Mary,  Queen  of  William 
oTOiuge,  who  on  one  occasion,  after  listening  to  divers 
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u  CM  and  JRaw.  The  original  broadiide  (Eomg,  Hvt 
o  Rozburghe,  tnd  other  CoUactions)  is  entitled  *A  N^Hlm 
DiUy,  wr  the  Scotchman  Outwitted  6y  the  Country  Dawm 
To  en  Excellent  New  Scotch  tune  of  CM  and  Bam  t 
North  did  Blaw,  a  Song  Much  in  Requeet  at  Ceert 
Bearing  the  imprimatur,  '  R.  P.'^  and  beginning  th1l•^ 

*  Cold  and  Baw  the  North  did  Uaw 

Bleakin  the  mondnf  early  ; 
All  the  treei  were  hid  with  nuiw 
Gorer'd  with  Wiatet^e  jearlj'  :— 

it  relates  an  adventure  with  a  farmer*!  daughter,  oi 
the  road  to  market  betimee  to  aell  her  fiither's  barley 
Later  sets  have  many  verbal  differences.  The  authonhi] 
has  been  attributed — ^planaiblf  enough — ^to  Tom  lyVrhf 
but  a  set  in  a  CoOeetUm  9f  Old  BaUade  (London  172S)i 
described  as  '  said  to  have  been  written  in  the  time  • 
James '  (1st  of  England) ;  and  in  any  ease  IXUrfey  aa^ 
have  had  a  Scots  originaL  There  are  also  blackletti 
Answer*  to  Cold  and  Raw.  In  Hogg  and  Motherwell  (1S84 
it  is  suggested  that  Bums's  set  may  have  been  a  Irie 
rifaceimento  of  a  '  well-known  song' : — 

'  Caiild  bUws  the  win'  f rae  north  to  sonth. 

And  drift  is  driving  lairly. 
The  iheep  are  oonring  1'  the  dengh — 

O  an !  it's  winter  fairly  I 
Now  up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me, 

Up  in  the  mondng  early ; 
I  'd  rsther  gang  rapperleH  to  my  bed 

Than  riBo  in  the  morning  early,'  etc. 

But  this  is  simply  a  vamp  from  Bums,  done  by  the  affi< 
John  Hamilton  to  whom  we  owe  the  '  neat  and  cleift 
additions  to  Of  A'  the  Airte,  Peter  Buchan  eaoM  ff^ 
ward  with  a  special  Aberdeenshire  set^  of  which  tltf 
two  last  lines  of  the  chorus  are  these  : — 

'Fiae  morning  till  nin^t  our  squires  they  sat 
And  dxank  the  price  o'  the  bari^y.' 


r 
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But  thk  b  appirantly  debMed  from  a  blackletter,  Qi»d  up  Df  nuc 
AkF^My  Mmm^  (RozImu^  CoUeetkm) :—  mobkiho 

'iMDatotfolioiiiab  nor  IwUlnotfohonM,  BASLY 

It '■  loss  of  the  oyte  of  Bftrky ; 
^  IHtanyAllnii^tformydeiil^t 

-»  And  fo  hona  in  the  mominff  carlj.' 

f  It  waiy  h0w«Ter,  from  noxM  of  those  that  Burni  got  hif 
ckoros,  but  fi^mi  a  hitherto  unknown  set  in  the  Herd  mm,, 
Urs  given  in  fall : — 

Ckonu 
*  Up  i'  the  mondng^  up  i'  the  morning 

Up  t'  the  morning  early : 
Up  f  the  moraing'e  no  for  me, 
And  I  esnna  get  up  so  earlj. 

X 

'Tb  men  that  bae  jour  wires  in  bed. 

It's  needless  to  bid  yon  rise  early ; 
Ye  may  Use  them  and  olap  them ;  nae  mair  to  be  mid, 
Nae  matter  yon  do  not  rise  early ! 

n 
'Bot  we  young  lads  that  bae  lasses  to  prie^ 

And  gets  but  a  smaek  o*  them  rarely : 
IMce  eare  tbat  Geordy  Swine  does  not  see— 

Nae  matter  you  do  not  rise  early ! 

nx 
*But  if  nine  months  should  produoe  a  lire  month. 

And  the  town  get  wit  of  the  fairly, 
Then  Geordy  eomes  to  us  and  wi'  a  great  rout  :- 
'Te  maun  greet  three  Sundays  ssirly." 


<(* 


*Then  up  the  eroepy  you  maun  steal. 
And  pray  to  Ham  John  for  to  spare  ye ; 

But  he  11  look  at  ye  as  gin  ye  were  the  Deil 
In  the  twilight  or  morning  early. 

Cfkorut 

'  Up  i'  the  morning,  up  i'  the  morning, 
Up  i'  the  morning  early : 
Up  i'  the  morning's  no  for  me. 
And  I  esana  get  op  so  esrly.' 
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THE  YOUNG  HIGHLAND  BOVER 


No.  143  in  JohnMn  (Vol.  ii.  1788):  'Wxitten  for  ihii 
work  by  Robert  Bams^'  and  ligned  'B/ 

Intended  to  commemorate  hia  viait  to  Caatle  Goidon 
in  1787>  and  made^  aeemingly^  after  the  diacorery  that 
Ckutie  Oordon  (Vol.  iL  p.  00)  did  not  fit  the  tone  ifaniy. 
To  the  same  tune  he  also  wrote  0,  Wat  ye  wha  thai  Urn 
Me  (p.  249).  The  'rover'  waa  probably  the  Tooiif 
Chevalier. 

The  MS.  iu  the  Haatie  Collection  correaponds  with 
Johnaon's  text. 

THE  DUSTY  MILLER 

No.  144  in  Johnson  (Vol.  ii  1788):  Unsigned,  Imt 
Bums's  holograph  copy  is  in  the  British  Museum. 

Stenhouse  sajrs  vaguely  that  the  verses  'are  a  fragiiMnt 
of  the  old  ballad  with  a  few  verbal  alterationa  by  Burnt'; 
and  Sharpe  gives  a  version  of  the  'original'  without 
saying  where  he  got  it  It  differs  comparatively  little 
horn  the  fragment  (Herd  us.)  upon  which  Bums  hufA 
his  song : — 

'O,  the  Dusty  Miller,  O  the  Dustj  liiller ! 
Dusty  was  his  ooat,  Dusty  was  his  onllonr. 
Dusty  was  the  kiss  I  got  frae  the  Miller ! 
O,  the  Dusty  Miller  with  the  dusty  coat, 
He  will  spend  a  shilling  ere  he  win  a  groat. 
O,  the  Dusty  Miller.' 

I  DREAM'D  1  LAY 

No.  146  in  Johnson  (VoL  iv.  1788) :  Signed  '  X.'  'These 
two  stanzas  I  composed  when  I  was  seventeen ;  they  an 
among  the  oldest  of  my  printed  pieces '  (R.  B.  in  IIlte^ 
leaved  Copy). 

Scott  Douglas  has  noted  that  thia  feeble  performtnce 
is  largely  a  cento  of  expressions  and  ideas  selected  from 


■8.  Cockbum's  Flowers  of  the  Forest    But  a  plagiary  of  i 
enteen  is  scarce  worth  diBtinguishing :  even  though 
name  be  Robert  Bums. 

rhe  last  four  lines  of  his  last  stanza  were  taken  from 
I  fragment^  Tho*  Fickle  Fortune  hae  Deceived  Me  (see 
L  iv.).     The  ms.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

iTANZA  II.  LiNB  4.  *  A*  my  flowery  hop€s  destroyed,*  de- 
id  reading  in  MS. 

DUNCAN  DAVISON 

.  149  in  Johnson's  Museum  (Vol  ii.  1788) :  Signed  '  Z.' 
>tenhouse  aflirms  that  this  song  is  by  Bums^  although 
did  not  choose  to  avow  it ;  also  that  he  (Stenhouse)  had 
iGOvered  his  (Bums's)  original  manuscript^  which  is 
I  same  as  that  inserted  in  the  Museum/  No  doubt 
mhouse  is  right ;  but  Bums  did  but  act  according  to 
wont  in  signing  *Z/  for  not  only  was  his  Duncan 
visan  suggested  by  a  song  with  the  same  title  and  some- 
Dg  of  the  same  motive  preserved  in  The  Merry  Muses — 
>m  which  his  firsts  second^  and  fourth  lines  are  lifted 
lily) — but  it  is,  as  regards  his  last  stanza  at  least, 
thing  of  shreds  and  patches ;  while  the  last  half 
this  said  stanza,  containing  a  very  irrelevant  moral, 
nerely  '  conveyed  *  from  a  fragment,  here  first  printed, 
the  Herd  us.  : — 

'  I  can  drink  and  no  be  drunk, 

I  can  fight  and  no  be  slain  ; 
I  can  kiss  a  bonie  lass 

And  ay  be  welcome  back  again.' 

tTAMZA  I.  Line  8.  *  Temper-pin ' : — The  pin  which  regu- 
d  the  motion  of  the  spinning-wheel.  Cf.  Allan  Ramsay's 
np,  Aiyjojamt : — 

*  To  keep  the  temper-pin  in  tiff 
Employs  right  aft  my  hand,  Sir.' 
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THENIBL  MENZIES'  BONIS  BIART 

No.  156  in  Johnion  (Vol  u.  1788) :  Signed  'Z.'    TuM, 
Biii^/ian'9  Rant 

Buchan  (the  ingenious  and  obliging)  '  rememben  to 
have  seen  many  yean  ago  a  copy  of  this  tonginaveryold 
Aberdeen  magaaine,  laid  to  be  by  a  gentleman  ef  tlut 
city.'  He  also  lupplies  a  set  which  he  deeeribes  at  thi 
'  oldest  on  record/  at  the  same  time  stating  that  it  if 
'  from  recitation^  and  never  in  print ' : — 

*  In  SootUnd  braid  and  far  awa, 
Where  lanes  painted,  buk  sse  braw, 
A  bonnier  lass  I  never  saw 
Ulan  Thenie  ICendes'  bonny  Harj. 

Thenie  Mensiea^  bonny  Maiy, 

Thenie  Mensiea^  bonny  Mary 

A'  the  warld  would  I  gie 

For  a Um  o*  Thenie's  bonny  Mary !'  df. 


LADY  ONLIB,  HONEST  LUCKY 

Printed  in  Johnson  as  alternative  words  fSor  Tk€  Bn^fm't 
JRant:  Signed  'Z/  Bums  probably  pieked  up  the 
chorus  during  his  northern  tour. 

Chorus.  Line  z.  '  Honest  Lucky ' : — <  Lucky '  is  a  cooudod 
designation  for  alewives.  See  further  Vol.  ii.  p.  564,  Note  to 
To  Major  Logan,  Stanai  XIII.  Line  2. 


THE  BANKS  OP  THE  DEVON 

No.  157  in  Johnson  (VoL  iL  1788) :  '  Written  for  thti 
work  by  Bums.'  Tune^  Phannerotk  dkon  na  ekrL  SigD^ 
'  B.'  Included  in  Thomson's  ScoUuh  Airt,  VoL  iil  "Hie 
MS.  in  the  Hastie  Collection,  as  another  in  the  QknfitM 
Book,  corresponds  with  the  text   '  These  verses  were  coot- 
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gsad  on  «  charming  girl^  a  Miss  Charlotte  Hamilton^  who      thx 
i  now  manied  to  James  M'Kittrick  Adair,  Baqr,,  physician,  bahj^ji  ,of 
ha  is  sister  to  my  worthy  friend  Gavin  Hamilton  of    DEVON 
Iknchline,  and  was  bom  on  the  hanks  of  Ayr,  but  was, 
t  the  time  I  wrote  these  lines,  residing  at  Harvieston  in 
daekmannanshire,  on  the  romantic  banks  of  the  little 
iwte  Devon.     I  first  heard  the  air  from  a  lady  in  Inver- 
MP^  9bA  get  the  notes  taken  down  fmr  the  work '  (R.  B 
I  Interleaved  Copy). 

3iinie  visited  GfMrin  Hamilton's  mother  and  her  fiMaUj 
t  Harvieston  on  Monday,  27th  August  1787,  and  wrote 
>  Hamilton  on  the  28th  : — *  Of  Charlotte  I  cannot  speak 
I  common  terms  of  admiration  ;  she  is  not  only  beautiful 
at  lovely.  Her  form  is  elegant ;  her  features  not  regular, 
at  they  have  the  smile  of  sweetness  and  the  settled  com- 
laoency  of  good-nature  in  the  highest  degree ;  and  her 
omplezion,  now  that  she  has  happily  recovered  her 
'onted  health,  is  equal  to  Miss  Burnet's.'  In  the 
kstober  fbllowing  Bums*  stopped  at  Harvieston  tgain, 
od  introduced  that  Dr.  Adair  whom  Miss  Hamilton 
larried,  18th  November  1789.  She  died  a  widow  in 
806.  On  2nd  September  1787  Bums  sent  the  first 
imft  of  his  song  to  her  friend,  Miss  Chalmers : — '  I  am 
etermined  to  pay  Charlotte  a  poetic  compliment  in 
be  eocond  part  of  the  Museum,  if  I  could  hit  on  some 
iovkms  Scotch  air.  You  will  see  a  small  attempt  on  a 
hred  of  paper  enclosed. ' 

The  'small  attempt'  is  a  poor  enough  performance, 
rhen  all  is  said — not  much  above  the  stall  level :  but  it 
ppears  to  be  pure  Bums. 


DUNCAN  QRAY 

Me.  160  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iL  1788):  Signed  'Z.'     The 
n.  is  ia  the  Hastie  Collection, 
tt  is  founded  on  a  song  pnaerved  in  the  Herd  us.  and 

VOL.  in.  X 
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.  >  *.  ^ 


(with  some  variationb^  Hliicli  are  probably  due  to  BurC"'* 
hand)  in  l%e  Merrf  Mmtm,  which  begins  thus  :— 

'Oau  j9  plftj  wi'  DiiiiMii  Omj 

(Hay,  h«7  the  gbdln  o*t) 
O'er  the  hilli  and  fw  ftvij  ? 
H«7,  h^  the  girdiB  0*1': — 

hat  the  story  is  quite  other,  and,  with  the  hvBMMr  mi 
picturesque  circumstanoe  of  the  lyrie,  is  Boms's  owa. 
Bums  sent  a  second  set  to  Thomson  (p.  215),  as  to  which 
Pre&tory  Note  {poit,  p.  452). 


THE  PLOUGHMAN 

No.  165  in  Johnson  (VoL  ii.  1788) :  Unsigned. 

Founded  on  a  bawdy  old  song,  preserved  in  The  Menjf 
Muiei,  to  which  Bums  is  indebted  for  his  Chorai^  hb 
Stana  l,  and  the  structural  idea  (at  least)  td  h» 
Stania  ii. : — 

*  I  hae  ploughed  east,  I  hae  ploughed  weat 

In  weather  foul  or  &ir,  Jo; 
But  the  laireet  ploughing  e*er  I  ploa^ied, 
Wa»,'  etc,  :— 

and  of  which  he  has  not  even  tried  to  abolish  the  flavour 
— £u'  from  it,  A  milder  version  is  quoted  in  Herd  (1760)) 
two  stanzas  of  which  are  included  in  the  Museum  set  :— 

*  The  ploughman  he  'a  a  bonny  lad 

And  a'  his  wark  '■  at  leitnre^ 
And  when  that  he  oomea  hame  at  e'en. 

He  Idasefl  me  wi'  pleasure,'  etc, 

A  blackletter  set  of  a  similar  English  ditty  is  publiihad 
in  an  Appendix  to  The  Roxhurghe  Ballads,  ed.  Ebsworth, 
Vol.  vii.  It  is  entitled  the  Country  Maid^9  DeKgktj  w  tk 
Husbandman!*  Honour  made  known.  Being  a  DeS^^ 
Song  in  Praise  of  a  Plowman  :~  - 


NOTES  388 

'Ton  joDag  men  ind  nuldi  tint  in  ooilnti?  doth  dwtU  TBB 

IiKid  atUotion  if  tinw  ipare  jon  ma,  FLOOOH- 

1 11  auft  JOB  a  woog  tliM  will  pleue  job  full  wall,  lUn 

In  pntlw  of  the  honvt  Plowroin. 
nt»  htfjortke  Plaieman  that  '■  mUant  and  ibnU,'  (to. 
Lnother  ia  The  Northtm  Ladd  or  The  Fair  MaUti  Ckme* 
ma  B^iiMtM  AH  /or  a  PlomHati,  of  which  there  are 
ilBckletter  braadsule*  in  the  Cnwford,  Huth,  mod  Box* 
>iii|[he  Collectioiu. 

LANDLADY,  COUNT  THB  LAWIN 
Mo.  170  in  Joluuan  (Vol.  ii.  1788):  Unsized.  Set  to 
die  tune,  Heg  Tutti  TaitL  '  I  have  met  the  tmlitioii 
iniverBally  over  Scotland,  and  partienlarlf  io  the  neigh- 
boni-hood  of  the  acene,  that  thia  air  waa  Robert  Bruce'a 
march  to  Bannockbum '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 
Be  afUmrarda  VTot«  ScoU  Who  Hae  (p.  2S1)  to  it. 
Bitehan  auppliea  (more  no)  the  '  original  worda '  of  Ttitti 
Tmili ;  but  it  were  waata  of  ink  and  space  to  quote  them. 
Buma'i  HI.  ia  in  the  Haatie  Collection. 

The  present  aong  ia,  not  an  original  but,  a  patchwork 
uf  aaaorted  acrapa,  with  aome  few  verbal  changea.  The 
fint  etanza  is  a  variation  on  the  chorua  of  the  old  aong 
which  Bum*  uUliaed  io  Ouidvnfe,  Count  tA«Xatrin(p.  91); 
the  aecond  ia  vamped  from  a  atama  in  Carl,  An  the  King 
Came  (f,  B7) ;  the  third  ia  the  Arat  of  a  Jacobite  eong  to 
the  iame  tnoe,  of  which  the  second  is  :— 

'Hora'stothoKing, 

To  km  wha  I  mean. 

And  to  iSn  booeat  boj 

That  will  do  It  again.' 
Stakea  I.  Line  4.  '  And  I'mjally  foo,'  ms. 

RAVING  WINDS  ABOUND  HER  BLOWING 
Mo.  173  in  Johnaon  (VoL  ii.  1788) :  '  Written  tm  thia 
'Work  bjr  R.  Bnrai.'    Signed  'fi.'    Time:  U'Orfftr  qf 
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Boro't  Lmmtnt,  '  I  composed  thoie  fwm  on  Wm  Is** 
bella  Madeod  of  IUm^  allnding  to  h«r  feefingt  on  tlie 
death  of  her  sister^  and  the  atill  more  meUmcholj  deitH 
of  her  sister's  husband,  the  late  Earl  of  Loudoun,  who 
shot  himself  out  of  sheer  heart-break  at  aome  mortificft- 
tions  he  suffered  owing  to  the  deranged  state  of  his 
finances '  (K  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 

For  Miss  Isabella  M'Leod  see  Prefiitory  Note  UiOntk 
Death  of  John  M'Leod,  Etq,  (Vol  L  p.  448),  and  To  Miu 
IsabeUa  JPLeod  (Vol.  ii.  p.  109).  The  song  is  reminiicent 
of  a  onoe  fiunons  Gay  (1685-1782,  quoted  in  The  Charmr 
and  other  books)  : — 

*  Twas  when  the  Mas  were  roaring 

With  hoUow  hUirts  of  wind, 
A  damiel  lay  deploring, 
All  on  a  rock  redin'd,'  etc. 

Writing  to  Mrs.  Dunlop.  16th  August  1788,  Bums  notes 
that  the  song  had  lately  been  sung  at  a  party  at  Dabwis- 
ton.  Mrs.  Miller,  he  goes  on, '  asked  me  whose  were  the 
words  : — '^  Mine,  Madam — they  are  indeed  my  yery  best 
▼erses."  8acre  Dieu,  she  took  not  the  smallest  notice  of 
them/   Manners  apart,  who  in  these  days  can  blame  her? 

Stanza  ii.  Line  7.  *  O  how  gladly  PditsAffi  thee,'  Cniric 

HOW  LANG  AND  DREARY  IS  THE  NIGHT 

No.  175  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iL  1788) :  Unsigned.  Set  to  a 
Gaelic  Air.  We  have  adopted  the  version  sent  to  Thom- 
son (Vol.  i.  1706),  when  the  chorus  was  added.  '1  met 
with  some  such  words  in  a  collection  of  songs  somewhere, 
which  1  altered  and  enlarged  ;  and  to  please  you,  and  to 
suit  your  favourite  air  of  Cauld  Kail,  I  have  taken  s 
stride  or  two  across  my  room,  and  have  arranged  it  anew, 
as  you  will  find  on  the  other  page '  (R.  B.  to  ThasotoUt 
October  17M). 

How  Lang  and  Dreary  reads  like  a   Tersion  of  ^9 
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Wamltm  O   (p.    46),  but  hn   no  direct  eoDoezmi  with  Mow  LANo 
tkat  Ifric     Bum*  rightljr  notM  tliat  fae  had  met  with        AND 
'  ■otnc  nch  words '  Mtnewhen,  but  hia  memorj  b«tn7«   dbkarv 
Um   in  the  mattor  of  '  cnlargemoit.'      !%«  origliiBl, 
iMmd  in  the  Herd  m.  and  nowhere  else,  coDsists  in  »11 
•t  alae  •taniM,  of  which  here  are  the  firvt  four  :— 
'The  Daj  begini  to  Preia 

And  the  Krdi  ilng  iwaat  andcheaiy; 
But  I  mlm  rita  sod  greet, 

Aai  think  npoD  uj  dwy. 
'  I  ne'er  «ui  ileep  *  wink 

TW  ne'er  eo  wet  Mid  wtny ; 
Bat  Ij  and  07  knd  think 
Upon  ni7  Bbaent  dekry. 
'  When  >'  the  l»Te  '■  at  »t 

Or  aKTTj,  Ufth  tad  ehaery. 
Hj  heul  vi'  gtief  opprat, 

1  HI  dowie,  dun,  Md  wekria. 
'  II  waa  trat  jtttaritj 

(Oh,  bow  oan  I  be  ohearie !) 
That  700  win  wife  did  ipae 
1  ne'ei  would  Me  »;  deariii'  tte. 
n$m.  of  the  MCondvarrioDie  at  Brechin  CmUo. 
CbOKtn.  Link  4.  '  That 't  ^jltfon/ frae  her  OcMie,' Brechin 
CmIchs. 
Stamia  i.  Limb  3.  '  /  ilufUu  lie  fiae  e'en  to  nnra,'  let 

StAHiA  II.  LiNXs  1-3  in  the  lit  venion  laad  t— 
■  When  I  think  on  the  htf^ixft, 

I  tfoX  wi'  ym  nj  D«uie,' 
And  now  wluH  laitdi  betwe<n  in  lit.' 

Stakza  til.   LlNS  3.    '  At  yt  mrt  wi*  ami  WM17,'   lit 


MUSING  ON  THE   ROARING  OCEAN 

K*.  179  in  Johnaon  (VoL    iL    1788) :  '  Written  for  this 
woAbfR.  Bum*.'    Tuao :  Drmmion  dubh.     Signed  'R.' 


dS6  NOTES 

'  I  eompoted  these  venes  out  of  eompliiiieDt  to  a  Mif. 
:    M^Lechlan,  whoee  huslNUid  is  an  officer  in  the  BMt 
1  Indiea'  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 
They  are  reminiscent  of  divers 


Stanza    ii.    Like   4.      Cf.iht    Jacobite    song  Ltrnt 
Gordon : — 

'  Altho'  his  back  be  at  the  wa\ 
Here 's  to  him  that 's  fax  a¥ra '  :— 

which,  however,  is  borrowed  from  an  older  Sotig  on  tki 
Birthday  of  King  James  ths  VI IL^  lOTi  Jum  1709  [fin- 
trnrghc  Ballads^  ed  Ebsworth,  VoL  viiL  225). 


BLYTHE  WAS  SHE 

No.  180  in  Johnson  (Vol.  ii  1788) :  '  Written  by  R.  Bums,' 
and  signed  'B.'  Also  included  in  Thomson's  Soo^ 
Axn  (VoL  ii.).  ^  I  composed  these  verses  while  I  stayed 
at  Ochtertyre  with  Sir  William  Murray.  The  lady,  who 
was  also  at  Ochtertyre  at  the  same  time,  was  a  weU-knovn 
toast.  Miss  Euphemia  Murray  of  Lintrose,  who  was  called, 
and  very  justly,  *'  the  flower  of  Strathmore."  *  She  wo- 
ried  Mr.  Smythe  of  Methven,  who  became  one  of  the 
judges  of  the  Court  of  Session. 

The  chorus  is  modelled  on  that  of  the  old  song  Aniirf^ 
and  his  Cutty  Gun — (which  Bums  regarded  as  'the  work 
of  a  master,'  and  a  set  of  which,  perhaps  the  origiml, 
is  found  in  The  Merry  Muses) — given  as  alternative  words 
in  Johnson : — 

'Bljthe,  blythe,  blythe  wm  ihe, 
Bl jthe  wM  she  butt  and  ben ; 
And  weel  she  lo'ed  a  Hawiok  gUl, 
And  leogh  to  see  a  tappit  hen.' 

Chorus.  Linb  3.  '  Butt  and  ben ' :— See  VoL  L  p.  554* 
Note  to  Ths  Holy  Fair,  Stanza  xviii.  Line  I. 
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TO  DAUNTON  ME 

7o.  182  in  JohiMon  :  Unsigned.  The  us.  in  the  Hastie 
Collection  differs  slightly  from  the  printed  copy.  The 
*iiorus  in  Johnson  is  Stanza  iL  of  the  ms.  ;  and  the  chorus 
n  the  MS.  is  simply : — 

*  To  DftuntoQ  me,  to  Dtantoii  me. 
An  auld  man  ihall  nerer  daunton  me.' 

'  The  two  following  old  stanzas  to  this  tune  have  some 
merit'  (R.  B. — according  to  Cromek — ^in  Interleaved 
Copy). 

The  stanzas  quoted  are  found  in  a  collection  of  Loyal 
8(mff9,  1750.     The  baUad  begins  :— 

'  To  daonton  me,  to  daunton  me  : 
Do  you  ken  the  things  that  would  daunton  me  ? ' 

It  consists  of  three  stanzas.  But  a  broadside  of  six^ 
To  Daunton  Me  and  to  Wanton  Me,  is  given  in  Steven- 
son's Baliads  (1844).    This  is  the  first  :— 

'When  I  was  wanton,  young  and  free, 
I  thought  nothing  could  daunton  me ; 
But  the  eighty-eight  and  eighty-nine, 
And  all  the  dreary  yean  tince  syne, 
Presbytery,  oees,  and  pole-monie 
Have  done  enough  to  daunton  me.' 

Other  sets  in  Collections  are  merely  corrupted  from  these. 
Stenhouse  affirms  that,  ^  with  the  exception  of  some  lines 
of  the  chorus '  of  this  ballad,  the  song  in  the  Munum  was 
'wholly  composed  by  Bums  in  1/87';  and  Editors  of 
Bums  have  accepted  his  statement  Clearly,  however, 
the  Bums  set  is  abridged  and  greatly  improved  from  a 
wng  in  a  very  old  (undated)  chap,  'entered  according 
to  order,'  in  the  Motherwell  Collection,  which  is,  ap- 
parently, a  disguised  Jacobitism  : — 


'I  was  foro'd  to  wed  against  my  mind. 
To  an  old  man  neither  loving  nor  kind ; 
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Neither  loving  nor  kind,  nor  yet  leemi  to  be, 
S  Bnt  an  old  man  ne^er  ihAll  dftonton  me ! 

To  daanton  me,  and  I  lo  yoong; 
To  daunton  me  it  wotild  be  too  loon ! 
Contrary  to  him  still  111  be, 
And  an  old  Carl  ihall  ne'er  daantoii  me ! 

•  •  «  a  • 

At  fifteen  [1715]  I  ihould  been  wed 
Unto  a  brisk  young  Highland  lad ; 
Although  he's  far  beyond  the  sea, 
Yet  an  old  man  shall  ne'er  dannien  me  I 
I  lov'd  him  better  in  his  WigMmn*!  dress. 
Than  an  old  man  with  aU  his  brass ; 
For  aU  his  brass  and  all  his  white  mon^y— 
For  an  old  man  ne'er  shall  daonton  me.' 


O'ER  THE  WATER  TO  CHARLIE 

No.  187  in  Johnson  (Vol  iL  1788) :  Unsigned ;  but  its 
Jacobite  sentiments  account  for  that.  The  ms.  is  in  the 
Hastie  Collection.  The  air,  with  the  title  O'er  ike  Water 
to  Charlie,  is  in  Oswald's  Pocket  Companiofu 

The  'verses/  Stenhouse  says,  were  'revised  and  im- 
proved by  Bums ' ;  and,  he  adds/  a  more  complete  version 
of  this  song  may  be  seen  in  Hogg's  JacobUe  B$Hq[uee '  (tie). 
'  Many  versions  of  this  song ' — thus  Buchan  in  a  note  in 
Hogg  and  Motherwell,  Part  v.  (1834) — '  have  speared  in 
print     There  is  one  in  Hogg's  JacobUe  ReUca,  and  one  in 
the  Ancient  Ballade  and  Songe  qf  the  North  qf  Seotimd, 
from  which  latter  copy  I  infer  that  the  original  had  been 
written  anterior  to  the  days  of  Prince  Charles,  commonly 
called  the  Pretender,  and  the  time  of  Charles  the  Second's 
restoration.'     But  Hogg's  set  is  merely  Ayrshire  Bard 
plus  Ettrick  Shepherd,  and  it  were  hard  to  say  how  much 
Peter  Buchan's, '  taken  down  from  recitation,'  is  indebted 
to  Peter  Buchan — especially  as  internal  evidence  shows 
that,  as  he  gives  it,  it  did  not  all  exist  before  his  own 
days.     No  printed  copy  of  any  such  ballad  anterior  to 
the  Bums  is  quoted  by  Buchan.     Nor  do  we  know  more 
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B  tkrM.  Two  mre  included  in  a  8ong>4M)ok  called  o'iftTRC 
r  Tnm  LoffBH,  ■umptitiouflly  printed  in  1779,  and  waTBR  to 
remely  rare : —  chakUI 

'The  K— g  he  has  been  long  from  home ; 

Hie  P— ce  he  has  tent  over 
To  kiflk  the  Ueorper  off  the  throne. 
And  lend  him  to  Hannover. 
O'er  the  water,  o'er  the  lea, 
O'er  the  water  to  G — lie : 
Go  the  world  ••  it  will. 
We  11  hasard  our  lives  for  C—lie,'  dc, 

IS  the  one.    Thus,  too,  the  oUier — headed  Omr  tha 

'When  C^Ue  oame  to  Edinburgh  town, 

Aad  a'  his  friende  about  him ; 
Hdw  plesi^d  wis  I  for  to  go  down ! 

I  eonld  not  be  merry  without  him. 
But  ainoe  that  o'er  the  seas  he's  gone 

The  other  aide  landed  fairly, 
I'd  freely  quit  wi'  a'  that  I  have 

To  get  Ofver  the  water  to  C— lie,'  ete. 


le,  however,  that  Bums  borrowed  from  another 
^  of  which  our  third  may  have  been  a  parody.  It  is  one 
Three  JBMeeOeni  New  Songe,  in  a  chap  at  Abbotaford, 
rtaved  according  to  order,  1781 ' : — 

*  We  11  over  dyd'e  water,  and  back  belter  ikelter, 

Well  over  dyd'e  water  to  Charlie : 
Miea  hois  to  stout,  we'll  no  more  eaat  out, 
Bat  eash  take  our  turn  of  him  ftkiriy,'  etc. 


A  ROS^aUD  BY  MY  EARLY  WALK 

.  189  in  Johnson  (VoL  iL  1788) :  Signed  '  B.'  'This 
tg  I  eompoaed  on  Mits  Jenny  Cruickshank,  only  child 
«7  worthy  friend  Mr.  Wm.  Cruickshank,  of  the 
1^  School,  Edinburgh.  The  air  is  by  David  SiUar, 
mdam  oMrdiant,  and  now  schoc^master  in  Irvine.    He 


SSO  NOTES 

-  18  the  **  Dftvie  "  to  whom  1  addrem  my  printad  poetial 
epistle  in  the  measure  of  The  Cherry  and  the  Stm*  (R.  A 

•Y  in  Interleaved  Copy). 

See  Prefatory  Note  to  To  Mu9  Crmekehmtik  (VoL  L 
p.  447).     The  ms.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Stanza  i.  Line  7.  '  And  kanging  rich  the  dewy  besd,' 
deleted  reading  in  MS. 

AND  I'LL  KISS  THEE  YET 

No.  103  in  Johnson  (VoL  iL  1788):  Signed  'Z.'  The 
chorus^  prohably^  is  old. 

Some  suppose  the  heroine  to  have  been  Blary  Campbell 
(see  antt,  p.  306,  Pre&tory  Note  to  My  Hiyhiand  Lattk,  0) ; 
others  Elison  Begbie  (see  On  Cettnodc  Banlu,  VoL  rr.)- 
For  another  set,  sent  to  Thomson,  see  Cfome,  Ld  Mb  Ttkt 
Thee,  p.  233. 

The  MS.  sent  to  Johnson  is  in  the  Hastie  CollectioiL 
Another  ms.  has  a  third  stanxa  : — 

'  nk  oare  and  f oar,  when  thou  art  near, 

I  ever  mair  defy  them,  O  ! 
Tonng  king!  upon  their  hansel  throiie 
Are  no  eae  blest  as  I  am,  O ! ' 

RATTLIN,   ROARIN  WILLIE 

No.  194  in  Johnson  (VoL  ii.  1788):  Signed  'Z.'  'IV 
last  stanza  of  this  song  is  mine ;  it  was  composed  out  w 
compliment  to  one  of  the  worthiest  fellows  in  the  worK 
William  Dunbar,  Esq.,  Writer  to  the  Signet,  Edinbugii; 
and  Colonel  of  the  Crochallan  Corps,  a  dub  of  witi  who 
took  that  title  at  the  time  of  raising  the  fendble  regi- 
ments '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 

Dunbar,  who  became  Inspector-General  of  Stamp  Datitf 
in  Scotland,  died  18th  February  1807.  He  presented 
Bums  in  1787  with  a  copy  of  Spenser,  and  is  often 
alluded  to  or  addressed  in  terms  of  warm  regard. 


e  to  the  Lay  (iv.  34),  Sir  Walter  tells  the  story 
ient  border  minstrel '  called  ('  from  his  bullying 
I  *)  by  the  name  of  Burns's  hero,  who,  having 
ther  bard  in  single  combat,  was  hanged  at  Jed- 
equeathing  his  name  to  the  beautiful  Scottish 
He  also  quotes  some  stanzas  of  the  ballad 
rative : — 

*  Now  Willie 's  gane  to  Jeddart, 

And  he 's  for  the  rood -day, 
But  Stobe  and  young  Falnaah 

They  followed  him  a'  the  way  ; 
They  followed  him  a*  the  way, 

They  sought  him  up  and  down, 
In  the  links  of  Ousenam-water 

They  fand  him  sleeping  sound.' 

othing  of  Willie  the  fiddler,  but  Cunningham 
ion  beginning  thus  : — 

*  Our  Willie 's  away  to  Jeddart 

To  danoe  on  the  rood-da j, 
A  sharp  sword  by  his  side, 
A  fiddle  to  cheer  his  way,'  etc. 

rever,  impossible  to  accept  anything  as  an 
1  Cunningham's  sole  testimony ;  and  in  any 
tanzas  Bums  incorporated  have  no  connexion 
Border  ballad.  They  may  derive  from  it,  but 
ently  relate  to  a  piece  of  tyranny  on  the  part  of 
ession.  This  at  least  is  the  subject  of  an  old 
n  Note9  and  Queries  (2nd  series,  v.  186),  whose 
t  symptomatic  of  authenticity.  The  first  verse, 
,  you  'U  sell  your  fiddle,'  closely  resembles  that 
1.     Here  are  the  chorus  and  the  last  stanza : — 

*  O  rattlin,  roarin  Willie, 

Ye  'se  ay  fu'  welcome  to  me  ! 
O  rattlin,  roarin  Willie, 
Te  'se  ay  fu'  welcome  to  me : 
Te  'so  ay  fu'  welcome  to  me 
For  a'  the  ill  they  've  said  ; 


RATTUN 
ROARIN 
WILUE 
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For  monie  a  «Hiti«  nioht 
My  WillM  and  I  hM  had. 

'Fool  fa'  their  Kirks  and  their  Seesiont ! 

They  're  ay  ne  fond  o'  mlaohief  ! 
They  '11  oa'  me  into  their  Msioiie, 

They  '11  oa'  mo  worse  than  a  thief. 

They  11  oa'  me  worse  than  a  thief. 
And  they  'U  mak  me  corse  an'  ban  ; 

They  '11  brag  me  ay  with  their  laws 
But  Deil  brak  my  legs  gin  I  'U  gang.' 

Hailiwell  gives  a  version  in  his  Nunery  Rkgmet 

* '  *  Jooky ,  oome  give  me  thy  fiddle» 

If  ever  thou  mean  to  thrive ! " 
"  Nay  I H  not  give  my  fiddle 
To  any  man  alive,"'  eto. 


WHERE,  BRAVING  ANGRY  WINTER'S  STTORMS 


No.  195  in  Johnson  (Vol  ii.  1788):  '  Writtm  by  Robert 
Burns/  and  signed  '  R.'   Tune :  Neii  G^w'i  Lameniaikn. 

The  heroine  was  Margaret,  daughter  of  John  Chalmen 
of  Fingland,  and  a  cousin  of  Charlotte  Hamilton,  her 
particular  friend.  Bums  met  her  in  Edinburgii  dming 
his  first  visit,  and  also  in  October  1787  at  HarvieiUm. 
She  married  in  1788  Mr.  Lewis  Hay,  of  Forbes  and  Co. 't 
Bank ;  and  died  in  1843.  Thomas  Campbell  affimed 
that,  according  to  Mrs.  Hay,  Bums  had  aaked  her  in 
marrii^ ;  but  this  scarce  accords  with  the  tone  of  bis 
letters  to  her.  Still,  he  had  a  particular  regard  for  the 
lady ;  and  she  always  called  out  the  beet  in  hiaiL  Hit 
compliments  in  verse— or  rather  his  propeeal  to  pnblisb 
them — somewhat  alarmed  her :  her  main  objectioii  bein^ 
presumably,  not  to  the  song  in  the  text  but,  to  M9 
Peggy's  Face,  My  Peggy' i  Form  (p.  188).  '  They  are  neither 
of  them,'  he  wrote  to  her,  8th  November  1787,  'so  par- 
ticular as  to  point  you  out  to  the  world  at  large ;  and 
the  circle  of  your  acquaintance  will  allow  til  I  have 

A  MS.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 
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Stamzai.   Linbz.    'Wheiie  braving  «/^/i/ winter's  Aorwi,'   BMJlyjmo 
s.     5.   *  Ai  wJkm  one  fy  m  Mvtge  stream,'  deleted  reading     AMOmv 
xa,  wurnoi's 

Stanza  ii.    Linb  z.      'Blest   be   the  wild,  sequeiter'd    aroRMS 
mk,'  Johnson,  and  deleted  reading  in  the  us.     9,   *  And 
est  the  time  and  hour,'  deleted  reading  in  the  MS.    4.  '  tVhin 
Jt  I  felt  their  pow'r,'  MS. 


O   TIBBIE,  I  HAE  SEEN  THE  DAY 

o.  196  in  Johnson  (Vol  iL  1788) :  '  Written  for 
ork  by  Robert  Bums/  and  signed  'X.'  'This  song  I 
nnpoaed  about  the  age  of  seventeen '  (R.  B.  in  Inter- 
•Ted  Copy). 

Mn.  Begg  states  that  the  heroine  was  one  Isabella 
tMnson,  or  Stevenson,  the  fiurmer's  daughter  of  Little 
j11^  which  marched  with  Lochlie.  The  song  itself 
Mus  no  small  resemblance  to  a  song  (probably  older) 
iDed  The  Saucy  Lati  with  the  Beard,  found  in  an  old 
iDdrk  chap,  printed  by  T.  Johnstone  (Motherwell  Col- 
etkm):— 

*  Wh«n  I  gaed  o'«r  yon  h«athy  hilk, 

A  lassie  for  to  see, 
Baoaose  my  pone  was  scant  o'  cash. 

She  tamed  her  back  on  me ; 
Beeanse  I  was  a  tradesman  lad. 

The  lasiit  lookM  shy, 
She  turned  her  back  about  to  me ; 

But  ne'er  a  hair  car'd  L' 

The  xs.  sent  to  Johnson  is  in  the  Hsstie  Collection. 
be  song  is  also  entered  in  the  Fint  Common  Place  Book 
Oder  date  September  1784.  Other  sets  were  published 
f  Brash  and  Reid(VoL  iv.  1798),  and  Currie  (1800). 

Stanza  ii.  is  omitted  by  Johnson,  Currie,  and  Brash  and 

Stavza  III.  Linb  3.  *That  ye  can  please  me  W  a  wink,' 
•rash  and  Reid. 


SM  NOTES 

TlBBia»  I      Stanza  vii.  Line  z.   *0  Tibbie,  yt'rt  ^ir  f^  #*  s^ 
HAS  HEN  Bnih  and  Rdd.    3.  '  Your  daddie's  gear  maks  yoa  fom  mati 
THB  DAY  Brash  and  Reid ;  ^fathet^s '  for  <  daddie's/  First  Commm  Pirn 
Book. 

Stanza  vni.  is  not  in  Johnson.  In  Brash  and  Reid  it  fendi 
thus: — 

'  There  lives  a  lass  in  yonder  park, 
I  wadna  gie  her  in  her  sark 
For  you  and  a*  your  fifty  mark. 
That  gars  you  look  sae  sfy.* 

Currie  has  the  same  reading  of  lines  Z-a;   but  reads  3*4 

thus:^ 

'  For  thee,  wi'  a'  iky  tkotuan'  mark— 
Ye  needna  look  sae  high.' 

CLARUWA,  MISTRESS  OF  MY  SOUL 

No.  196  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iL  1788).  Included  in  Thom- 
son's ScattUh  Ain,  Vol.  ii.,  with  seireral  unsnthonM^ 
changes  by  Thomson :  Line  1  of  Stanza  i.  being  made  to 
read  : — '  Farewell,  dear  mistress  of  my  soul ' ;  and  line  2 
of  Stanza  ii. :— ^  Shall  your  poor  wanderer  hie.' 

This  song  was  written  when  Bums  was  about  to  leeve 
Edinburgh.  A  ms.  corresponding  with  the  text  and  the 
version  in  Johnson  is  at  Lochryan.  'I  am  sick  of 
writing  where  my  bosom  is  not  strongly  interested.  Tell 
me  what  you  think  of  the  following.  There  the  bosoB 
was  perhaps  a  little  interested '  (R.  B.  to  Mrs.  Dnslep 
in  Lochryan  mss.). 

THE  WINTER  IT  IS  PAST 

No.  200  in  Johnson  (VoL  ii.  1788) :  Unsigned. 

The  first  two  stanzas  were  published  in  Croind('s 
ReKgues.  The  song  itself  is  largely  and  generoQilf 
adapted  from  a  song  called  The  Curragh  of  KUdare.  Tli* 
versions  in  the  stall  copies  vary.  The  set  used  by  BuHi' 
seems  to  have  been  that  in  the  Herd  ms.  Only  Stans  ^ 
is  whollv  his  own. 
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I   LOVE   MY   LOVE   IN   SECRET 

No.  204  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iii  1790) :  Unsigned. 

Stenhouse  affirms  that  the  old  song  was '  slightly  altered 
hj  Bums^  because  it  was  rather  inadmissible  in  its  original 
state';  but  apparently  he  spoke  by  guesswork.  There 
is  no  doubt  that  Bums  got  his  original — here  printed  for 
the  first  time — in  the  Herd  ms.  : — 

'  My  Sand  J  O,  my  Sandy  O, 
My  bonie,  bonie  Sandy  O  ! 
Tho'  the  love  that  I  owe, 
To  thee  I  dare  nae  show, 
Tet  I  love  my  love  in  seoret, 
My  Sandie  O. 

*  My  Sandy  gied  to  me  a  ring 
Was  a'  beset  wi'  diamonds  fine ; 
But  I  gied  to  him  a  far  better  thing : 
I  gied  to  him  my  heart  to  keep 
In  pledge  of  his  ring.' 

It  will   be  seen  that  all  he  did  was  to  add  a  stanza  to 
the  original  set^  or  what  was  left  of  it 

SWEET  TIBBIE  DUNBAR 

No.  207  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iii.  1790) :  *  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums.'  Tune:  Johny  M^GiU,  'This 
tone  is  said  to  be  the  composition  of  John  M'Gill^  fiddler 
in  Girvan.  He  called  it  by  his  own  name'  (R.  B.  in 
Interleaved  Copy). 
The  MB.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 


HIGHLAND  HARRY 

No.  209  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iii.  1790)  :  Unsigned.  Tune: 
The  Highlanders  Lament.  *  The  oldest  title  I  ever  heard 
to  this  air  was  The  Highland  Watch's  Farewell  to  Ireland, 
The  chorus  I  picked  up  from  an  old  woman  in  Dunblane. 
The  rest  of  the  song  is  mine  *(R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 


$80  NOTES 

(fD  Allan  Cunningham  notei  that  'part  of  the  ham  of 
r  MoiBgiel  is  called  '' Knockhaapiesland.'"  But  BocIiaii, 
it  need  fcarce  be  taid^  found  an  '  original '  (in  Abefdeoh 
•hire)  in  a  long^  long  rigmarole, '  known  for  agmt*  ^^^ 
'uBvmr  before  in  print'  The  primordial  hfro  (thai 
Boehan)  was  a  Highland  chieftain,  who  camo  to  ^tart 
a  certain  Jeanie  Gordon,  daughter  of  the  laird  of  SjMck- 
hespock,  Aberdeenshire.  The  aeoood  laat  vobm  of  tbe 
Buchan  resembles  Bums's  chorus  : — 

'O,  for  him  back  afsia! 
O,  for  him  back  sgain ! 
I  wad  gis  a' KnodchMpoik's  Isihd, 
For  ae  shake  •*  mj  Harr/s  laiid  T 

A  MS.,  not  in  Bums's  hand,  in  the  Hastie  CoUeetioOi 
contains  two  additional  stanna,  which  are  plainly  not 
Bums,  but  are  printed  in  Hogg^s  Reiia.  The  present  Kt 
appears  to  have  suggested  WiO  Te  No  Come  Bade  Again! 
to  Lady  Naime. 

THE  TAILOR  FELL  THRO'  THE  BED 

No.  212  in  Johnson :  Unsigned.  '  This  air  is  the  march 
of  the  Corporation  of  Tailors.  The  second  and  fourth 
stanzas  are  mine '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 

The  original  of  the  third  stanaa  is  in  Buma's  hokpiph 
in  the  Hastie  Collection : — 

'Gie  me  my  groat  agaiii,  oanny  young  man, 
Gie  me  my  groat  again,  canny  young  man ; 
The  night  it  ia  short,  and  the  day  it  it  lai^ 
It  is  a  dear  won  sixpence  to  be  wi*  a  man.' 

Buchan  gives  what  he  says  is  the  old  song.  It  coDsiiti 
of  the  chorus,  with  an  Aberdeenshire  variation,  and  the 
following  silly  stanza  (also  pure  Aberdeen) : — 

'  The  beddie  was  tied  f rae  head  to  feet 
Wi'  ropes  o'  hay,  that  were  wondrous  sweet, 
And  by  came  the  calfie  and  ate  them  awa'. 
Deal  hooly,  my  laddie,  the  beddie  will  U,'.* 


AV  WAUKIN  O 

No.  213  in  Johiuaii  (Vol  la  1790):  Uiuigned. 

Chamben  in  SeoUUh  aimgt  (VoL  i.  126-8),  qnotM  »  Mt 
MtAf  Waukin  0,  which  he  itylei  'the  arigimd  song  tnm 
raehation,'  togvther  with  •  Mt  'm  altered  bjr  Bunu.' 
lUing  Chamben  for  goapel.  Dr.  JiAn  Brown  {Horct 
tUMBiw,  ii.  303)  opine*  that  the  Gnt  let  it  'ftll  bnt 
perfect,'  and  that '  Boma,  whe  ia  almost  every  initanoe 
not  only  adorned  but  banifbnned  and  purified  whatever 
of  the  old  he  tonched,  breathing  into  it  hie  own  tendeiw- 
neae  and  atrenfth,  &ila  here.'  But  the  fitct  ■•  that 
Chambera't  No.  1  inooi^nte*  moat  of  the  aet  Bnmi 
aent  to  Johnaon'i  JfuMum ;  while  the  linea  in  hia  No.  8, 
wpeeially  denoted  by  Dr.  Brown  aa  inferior,  are  not 
Bums  at  alL  Stenfaouae  makee  bold  to  atate  that  the 
fnt  atanaa  wai  written  by  Bums,  and  that  'he  even 
BiMle  aome  alight  ahmatioai  on  the  very  old  ftagtnent 
ioeorpented  wkh  hia  worda.'  He  alao  firea  'all  that  ia 
knovH  of  the  original  veraea,'  which  according  to  him 
inflndf  thia  one: — 

'  It  oun  ht  mj  hisd 

To  Mnd  in  J  lora  a  latter ; 
Hj  lad  anna  nad. 

And  1  ]«  luin  tlia  better' ; — 

Croroek  {Seotuk  Songi,  ii.  207)  prints  as  an  old  fragment 
in  Bnraa'a  hand  the  two  fint  itanzaa  quoted  by  Stenhoiue ; 
bnt  they  may  he  but  an  early  draft  of  the  JAueKM  aoiy. 
Sharps  snpplied  a  ballad  wbioh  'many  people  mag' 
in  hia  'youth.'  It  introduces  the  name  of  a  Wm 
Hac&rlaae,  an  Edinburgh  beauty.  But  the  aaeociation 
ia  dearly  artificial  :— 

'WbcB  fi»t  Mho  MUM  to  tMO, 

Tiuj  «a'd  her  lam  MaofaiUne  ; 
They  i^  ber  the  wandertn'  dwUn' : 


SS8  NOTES 

AY       There  in,  in  fkct,  no  evidence  of  the  antiquity  of  the 
WAUKiN    Chambers,  Stenhooae,  and  Sharpe  aeta.     Ph>bahl7  ibe 
o         true  original  is  a  fragment  in  the  Herd  Ma. : — 

*Owat,  watfe 

O  wat  and  waaiy ! 
Sleep  I  can  get  nane 

For  tK<nirfng  on  mj  Deaiy. 
A'  the  night  I  wake» 

A'  the  day  I  wearj. 
Sleep  I  can  get  nane 

For  thinking  on  my  Deaiy.' 

For  a  kindred  song — which  reads  like  another  oiishoot  of 
the  same  scrap— also  in  the  Herd  us.,  see  ante,  p.  325j 
Prefiitorjr  Note  to  Haw  Lang  and  Dreary  ie  the  Night, 


BEWARE  O'  BONIE  ANN 

No.  216  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iiL  1790):  Signed  'X.'  'I 
composed  this  song  out  of  compliment  to  Miss  Ann 
Masterton,  the  daughter  of  my  friend,  Allan  Masterton, 
the  author  of  the  air  Strathailan's  Lament ;  and  two  or 
three  others  in  this  work '  (K  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 

The  lady  married  Dr.  Derbyshire,  physician,  of  Bath 
and  London,  and  died  in  August  1834. 


LADDIE,  UE  NEAR  MB 

Na  218  in  Johnson  (VoL  in.  1790). 

Alternative  words  to  the  tune  Laddie,  lAa  Near  Jfft 
They  are  described  as  '  old ' ;  but  there  can  be  never  t 
doubt  that  Bums  at  least  amended  and  condenaed  an 
original  True,  being  asked  by  Thomson  to  write  wordi 
for  Laddie,  Lie  Near  Me,  he  replied  : — '  I  do  not  know  the 
air ;  and  until  I  am  complete  master  of  a  tune  in  my  own 
singing,  such  as  it  is,  I  never  can  compose  for  it.'  But  to 
vamp  existing  words  was  a  very  different  matter  from 


iOng  naw  onet.     Rition,  in  hii  Xortk  Omtnlry  CkariMleT,  laddik, 

U,  giTN  what  he  holds  to  be  the  folk-originml     Her«  ux  neah 

the  Snt  ttum :—  HX 
'  Down  in  Ton  Tmlle7,  loft  ihadad  b;  mountain*, 

"I^nchkTflllainmy  Ian*,  laddla  Ilanau  me."' 
t  the  true  one   U  certainlj  a  bUckletter  broadside, 
«  Lolling  Shtpherdett,  or  hady  (<.«.  I^die)  Lie  Near 
!,  to  the  tune  of  Lad^.  Lie  tfear  Me,  or  The  Green 
tttr  (Pefjt  CoUection,  iiL  50) : — 

*  All  In  the  month  of  May 

Whan  all  tblnp  bloi*ani. 
As  in  ittf  bed  I  laj, 


Up  I  roM  and  did  walk 

Orar  f  on  moonWna, 
Through  monntalni,  through  dal**. 

Otot  rook*,  over  fountain!  ; 

"  BweM  hsart,  oome  ohear  me. 
ThoQ  haat  bacn  long  away, 
Lady,  Ij*  neai  me." ' 


THE  GARD-NER   WV  HIS   PAIDLE 

I.  £20  in  Johnson  (VoL  iii.  1700):  Signed  'Z.'  "The 
le  of  the  lOQir  only  ia  old  ;  the  rest  ia  tniiie '  (R.  B.  in 
terlcaved  Copy). 

The  an.  if  in  tiie  Hastie  Collection.  Bunu  lent  another 
t  to  Thomaon,  Jfote  Auy  Mag,  p.  215. 


ON   A   BANK   OF   FLOWERS 

X  823  in  Jobnmn  (Vol.  iii.  1790).  'Written  for  this 
vk  by  Robert  Bnnw.'  Included  alio  in  Thonuon 
'd.  iL).      The  original    waa  written  by  Hieobald,   net 


AM  NOTES 

K  by  GaUtftid^  and   pang   by  Mr.    IVurk  fai  fW  Ulii% 

Triwmipkx— 

*  'OnaBankof  Flowen 

In  a  ■ummer'i  day, 
InTiting  and  nndreit^ 
In  her  bkxym  of  youth  bi%ht  CeMa  \^^ 
With  lore  and  ileep  oppcMt* 
When  a  jonthfal  twain  with  adorinf  eyee 
Widi'd  he  dared  the  lair  maid  rarpriai^ 

Withafalala, 
But  fear'd  approaching  ipiee.' 

Burnt  rather  bungles  his  intpirstion^  and  certainly 
diverts  hb  motive  to  a  more  liberal  ooncluaion.  Both 
original  and  derivative  belong  to  a  tjrpe  of  pastoral 
in  high  favour  after  the  Restoration^  good  examples 
being  Dryden's  Chloe  Ftmnd  Am^nUu  Ljfing  and  Bensatk 
a  Myrtle  Shade,  Older  and  less  fiurded^  less  artificial  sod 
immodest,  are  As  at  Noon  Duldna  Ruted  (long  attri- 
buted to  Raleigh)  and  that  charming  diUy^  The  Matek- 
tees  Maid,  in  the  Second  WeetndnHer  DrtJI^  (1872). 


THE  DAY   RETURNS 

No.  224  in  Johnson  (VoL  iiL  1790) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums,'  and  signed  '  R«'  Tune :  Seventh 
of  November,  Included  in  Thomson  (VoL  iX  ^I  com- 
posed this  song  out  of  compliment  to  one  of  the  happiest 
and  worthiest  couples  in  the  world :  Robert  Riddell,  Esq.  of 
Glenriddell,  and  his  lady.  At  their  fireside  I  have  enjoyed 
more  pleasant  evenings  than  at  all  the  houses  of  fashionable 
people  in  this  country  put  together ;  and  to  their  kind- 
ness and  hospitality  I  am  indebted  for  many  of  the  happiest 
hours  of  my  life  '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 

For  Captain  Riddell,  see  VoL  iL  p.  374,  Prefiitory 
Note  to  To  Contain  RiddeU,  The  song  waa  aent  him  in  s 
latter  (unpublished)  dated  Tuesday  evening  (ia.  9th  Sep- 
tember 1788)  :^' As  I  was  busy  behind  my  harvest  fiiik» 


NOTES  Mr 

nnoon,  >nd  tnoaing  on  a  proper  theme  for  your  THE  DAY 

I  if  ifoetmber,  aome  of  the  cuovewtion  before  me  RrroKin 
rtallr  ■Dggwted  ■  nupieian  that  this  Mid  S«*«ntfa 

nnber  k  m  matrinuMiia]  umivemarf  with  a  oeitaiu 
orthy  ncighboiur  of  mine.  I  have  teec  very  few 
ra  ao  mudi  to  •  wedding-day  ai  Mn.  Biddell  and 
lad  my  hnagi  nation  took  the  hint  accordingly  aa 

II  aee  on  the  next  page.'  Buma  lent  a  copy  to 
halmcra,  leth  September  1788. 

Johnaon  ■■.  i*  in  the  Haatie  Collection. 

XAtLLiNB4.  ' Omfy/triftK and iMtt  t  Uve,'RiMell 


HT  LOVE.SRB'S  BUT  A  LASSIE  YET 

«  in  JohoMHi  (VoL  iii.  1790} :  Unaigned.  '  Tlie 
■d  the  laat  half  atann  of  this  toug/aaya  Stenhouae, 
d  ;  the  rert  wa«  compoacd  by  Bums.' 
bat  ftaam  flgarea  aa  Stanm  n.  in  a  set  of  Green 
at  Batlmt,  0  in  Hnd  (176R) ;  bnt  the  real  original 
(t  Scott  Hoofjiaa  calls  this  '  remarkable  ditty '  is 
■a  Tie  CmtgaU  Qarhnd,  or  Ike  DrtrMiy  ffl,  in  an 
tf  (Hotlierwell  CoUectloii)  :— 

'Hy  «lf«  and  me  wa  did  af**^ 

VlMtt  nwrried  I  waa  thiuklDf  v't, 
Bm  fcathUr  Katoahe  aniatad  m», 

T\M  I  b«(aB  tba  diiakins  c/t, 
O  WMif  fa'  Ibe  drinU^  n't! 


'  Wa  'n>  a'  dry  *t  tha  diinkint  o't, 
Wa  're  a'  dry  at  Um  drinkliif  o't ; 
Our  ponab  [T  pooch]  waa  loom  or  wa  had  dau^ 
AtmI  tU*  bf^an  the  thtnHig  o't.' 

M'a  holograph  is  iu  the  Haati*  CoU«ctioa, 


3^2  N  O  T  E  S 


JAMIE,  COME  TRY   ME 

No.  229  in  Johnson  (VoL  iii  1790) :  Undgiied.  Thetnne 
and  title  are  in  Oswald's  P^ekti  OMifNmJsii. 

Stsnhouse  aflbms  that  the  thing  k  hy  Burns,  and  thit 
he  had  never  met  with  older  words.  The  originsl  wm 
probably  related  to  a  blackletter  (Hvth,  Roxhniiglie, 
and  other  Collections)  entitled  Tk$  New  Seokk  Jy 
or  the  Bonny  Cravat,  to  the  tone  of  Jenmjf,  Come  Tjfe 

Me:— 

'Jenny  oome  tye  me, 
Jennj  oome  tye  me, 
Jenny  oome  tye  my  bonny  orarat ' : — 

where  '  cravat '  may  have,  and  probably  has,  an  eqaivocil 
sense,  as  in  a  song  preserved  in  the  Merry  Mfuet, 
There  is  also  a  Bepiy  in  blackletter.  See  also  a  mmg  in 
The  Lark  (1740)  :— 

iihe,  *  Did  you  not  promise  me  when  yoa  Uy  by  me, 
That  you  would  marry  me,  oan  yoa  deny  me? 

He,  If  I  did  promiee  thee,  'twaa  but  to  try  thee. 
Call  up  your  Witneeees,  else  I  defie  thee '  :— 

itself  founded  on  a  blackletter  ballad  (Euing  uid 
Roxburghe  Collections),  The  Deluded  Laee'e  Lamenta- 
tion. 

The  stanza  of  the  Bums  is  identical  with  that  of  Laddie, 
Lie  Near  Me  (p.  47);  yet  another  instance  being  Tht 
Lady  9  Tragedy,  to  the  tune  of  Ring  the  Gold  (Pepyi  Col- 
lection, V.  311): — 

'  AVhy  is  my  love  unkind  ? 
Why  doee  he  leave  me  ? '  do. 

For  a  copy  of  Bums*s  holograph  we  are  indebtad  to 
Mr.  Ellsworth  of  Chicago. 


NOTES  343 


THE    SILVER    TASSIE 

131  in  Johnson  (VoL  iii.  1790) :  Unsigned.  '  litis  air 
(raid's ;  the  first  half  stanza : — 

'  '*  €k>  fetch  to  me  a  pint  o*  wine, 
And  fill  it  in  a  lilver  tassie. 
That  I  may  drink  before  I  go 
A  service  to  my  bonie  laasie  "  :  — 

;  the  rest  is  mine  *  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy), 
iheless^  on  17th  December  1788  he  wrote  to  Mrs. 
>p  thus : — '  Now  I  am  on  my  hobby  horse^  I  cannot 
inserting  two  other  old  stanzas  which  please  nie 
ily.'  A  MS. — MS.  (A) — wanting  the  first  half  of 
1 1,  is  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Lennox^  Dumfries. 
:han  supplied  Hogg  and  Motherwell  (1834)  with  an 
;  piece  composed  (he  said)  in  the  year  1636  by 
nder  Lesley  of  Edinburgh^  in  which  the  old  half- 
.  is  introduced  as  the  second  last  verse.     A  ballad^  0 

a '9  a  Bonny  Place,  in  Sharpens  BaUad  Book  (1823) 
I  thus: — 

*  Go  fetch  to  me  a  pint  of  wiue, 

Go  fill  it  to  the  brim ; 
That  I  may  drink  my  gude  Lord's  health, 
Tho'  Enrol  be  hw  name.' 

Bums  may  have  had  little  more  than  some  such 
ition  for  his  brilliant  and  romantic  first  quatrain. 
rie  published  the  version  sent  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  ;  and 
I.  sent  to  Johnson — ms.  (B) — is  in  the  Hastie  Col- 
3.  Bums  there  directs  it  to  be  sung  to  the  tune  of 
icret  Ku9, 

NZA  I.  Line  7.  *  The  B^rwick-Law  * :— North  Berwick 
a  conspicuous  height  in  Haddingtonshire  overlookiDg 
rth^of^ Forth.     8.  *And  I  maun  Wae  my  bonie  Mar>',' 

NZA' II.>  Line  4.  *The  battle  closes  thick  and  bloody,' 
)^and  Currie.    5*  '  ^*^  ^^  '^  ^^^  ^he  roar  o*  sea  or  shore,' 
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THE  LAZY  MIST 

No.  232  in  Johnson  (Vol  ill  1790) :  '  Written  for  thii 
woric  hj  Robert  Bums/  and  ugned  '  Bl' 

The  air  and  the  title  are  in  Onrald'e  CMtfonfM  JMI 
ComjMnion.  Bums  tent  a  confj  to  Dr.  Blacklock,  IMk 
November  1788;  and  it  is  aawyned  to  Blaeklock  in 
Thomson's  ScoUiih  Air9  (Vol  L). 

THE  CAPTAIN'S  LADY 

No.  233  in  Johnson  (VoL  iiL  1790) :  Unsigned. 

Stenhouse  gives  this  sample  of  the  old  set : — 

*  I  wHl  awaj,  and  I  will  not  tarty, 
I  will  away,  and  be  a  oaptain**  lady : 
A  oaptain**  lady  is  a  dama  of  bonoar. 
She  has  h«r  maidi  to  wait  upon  hm ; 
To  wait  npon  hsr,  and  get  all  things  ready ; 
I  will  away,  and  be  a  captain's  lady.' 

But  the  true  original  was  an  old  broadside^  The  U0Kt 
Lady,  or  the  Ladiet  Love  to  a  8Mier,  to  the  turn  d 
Mount  the  Baggage,  of  which  a  copy  is  in  the  Laing  Calks' 
tion  at  Dalmeny.  It  consists  of  eight  stansas,  of  wliich 
here  are  the  first  two  and  the  last : — 

*  I  will  away,  and  I  will  not  tarty ; 
I  will  away  with  a  soger  laddy : 

I  *11  mount  my  hsggage  and  make  it  ready, 
I  will  away  with  a  soger  laddy. 

ril  mowni  my  baggage  and  make  U  readg; 

Come  well,  oome  woe,  VU  he  a  9oger^i  ladg* 

*  In  Camps,  or  Duels,  Fights,  I  will  be  ready. 
On  behind,  and  be  his  liggar  Lady ; 

In  oold  nights,  I  '11  lay  me  down  beside  him. 
And  I'll  make  my  Pettiooat  a  Tent  to  hide  him. 
VU  WMifU,  etc. 

'  Sure  if  we  die,  we  shall  die  in  honour 
fighting  for  Love  and  our  Prince's  Banner. 
In  heart,  in  hand,  we'll  through  the  Wdrid  tofeCbtt, 
Till  Death  us  part,  there's  nothii^  shall  us  sondtf* 
ru  moufU,  etc' 


Ir.  Ebtwortfa  qnotM  aBotkar  OaptaU*  Lad§  in  the  Botes      nil 
I  hk  reininted  Wtttmuutar  DrvUtriM  (1671-2) :—  cAPTUir's 


M,  attributed  to  Robert  Sempill  {d.  1780), 
W  I^  laird  of  Beltreee,  aod  luirrating  the  elopement 
r  an  'anld  mam'e '  jomig  wife  with  a  mlor  officer,  haa 
uacbonu:— 

'Oak  t  laddifs  mnnt  and  go, 
JDmt  mUot,  htia»  and  go  ( 
(Ml  I  laddie  mnnt  and  go : 
Oo,  and  I'm  pj  irith  thee,  laddl«' 


OF  A'  THE  AIRTS 

To.  23fi  in  Jobiuon  (Vol.  iU.  1790) :— '  Written  for  tUs 
ork  by  B.  Burm,'  and  ligned  '  R.'  TVine  :  MiMAdmtrai 
'•rrioN'f  atraUupe^    "The  air  li  by  Marahall,  tbe  Mog 

eompoaed  out  of  eomplhnent  to  Mn.  Bonia.  N.B.  It 
«  dnrii^  tke  honeymoon '  (B.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy), 
he  Bong  wae  no  doubt  written  ahortly  after  liie  anival  in 
lUalrad)  while  hie  wife  was  yet  in  Ayrridre. 

Tbm  Mt.  aent  to  Jobneon  U  in  tlie  Haetie  CoUeetlon. 
jMrtber  let  appeared  in  the  tracts  '  printed  by  Cbapnum 
od  Lang  for  Stewart  and  Meikle,'  and  is  included  in 
Wvart'e  Edition  (1802).  The  bathetic  additiona— ii^ 
hing  the  '  weetlin  windt '  to 

'  Bring  Uw  laHie  baok  to  ms 

Tbal't  »j»  M*  neat  and  dean  '— 

'hich  appear  in  aoae  aeta,  were  Xi»  work  of  John 
Uaailbn,  an  Ediabnigh  muaicBaUsr.  Thomaon  (SmMM 
tin,  VoL  IT.)  alao  girea  additional  veraee,  '  written  for 
bia  work  by  Mr.  Bichardaon.' 
Etanu  I.  LiXK  4.  'Tbe  Jvj  tktU  I  lo'e  bed,'  Stewart. 
(  *  TV  wild  wood!  grow  and  riren  row,'  Later  Stewafb 
7-  '£«Mdayaiidaightaybuy'afli^'Lata3Mwait. 
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uc     Stanza  ii.  Lines  a-4  in  Stewart  read  thus : — 

'  Sa£  tootfy,  tweet  and  fidr ; 

I  bear  bcr  twtcy  M  ilkakird 

WP  mtau  diarm  the  air.' 

7.  *Mrj^  a  bonic  bird  that  tingt/  Later  Stewart 


CARL,   AN  THE    KING   COME 

No.  230  in  Johnsou  (Vol.  iiL  1790)  :  Entitled  OU  Wards, 
and  given  as  alternative  worda  to  Ram»y's  P^ggy,  ^ow 
the  King's  Come  (in  The  Otntk  Shepherd),  the  tune  being 
Carl,  an  the  King  Came, 

Hogg's  version  in  the  Jaeobite  BeHes  is  mainly  com- 
pounded of  Hogg  and  Bums ;  and  no  other  printed  set 
is  known  to  exist  The  Bums  itself  is  but  a  cento  of 
Jacobite  catchwords. 


WHISTLE  O'ER  THE  LAVE  OT 

No.  249  in  Johnson  (Vol  iiL  1790):  Signed  'X.'    Also 
in  Thomson  (Vol.  iv.). 

The  repeat  is  borrowed  from  the  old  tong,  WMetie  (fer 
the  Lave  (fU  See  Pre&tory  Note  to  The  JoOg  Beggars, 
Vol.  ii.  p.  903. 

Stanza  i.  Line  6.  ^B4mie  Mtg  was  Naturis  diild,' 
Aldine  Edition  (1839). 


O,  WERE  I  ON  PARNASSUS  HILL 


No.  255  in  Johnson  (Vol  in.  1790).  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  K  Bums ' :  Signed  '  K'  Indoded  in  Hiomaon 
CVol  L). 

The  form  of  the  stanza  and  the  repeat  derive  from 
Kind  BMn  Lo'es  Me,  the  oldest  set  of  which  ttdets  in 
blackletter  in  the  Rozburghe  Collection  (see  Prefiitory 
Note  to  The  Jottg  Beggars,  Vol  ii  p.  304).    Bums  may 
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have  taken  for  his  model  (1)  the  later  set  of  this  song  in   o,  wbrk 
Herd  (1776) :—  i  on 

*Booin  IS  my  only  Joe^ 

For  Bobin  has  the  art  to  woo,  8U»  HILL 

So  to  his  suit  I  msaa  to  bow, 
B«eaiise  I  ken  he  loo'es  me  *  :— 


or  (2)  a  JacolMte  song  in  a  clandestine  and  rare  volume, 
ne  Trm  Lo^tUUi  (1779)  :— 

'Divinely  led  thon  need'st  to  be, 
Blse  yon  had  ne'er  oome  o'er  the  sea 
With  those  few  friends  who  favoured  thee, 
And  dearly  they  do  lore  thee '  :— 

perhaps  a  parody  of  one  which^  under  the  title  of  '  An 
Old  Scots  Song/  is  included  in  a  CoUection  qf  JCngHik 
Songt,  London  1796 : — 

'  Of  Raoe  divine,  thou  needs  must  be, 
Sinoe  nothing  earthly  equals  thee ; 
Jean,  for  Heaven's  sake  favour  me, 
Who  while  I  live  must  lore  thee ': — 

or  (3)  a  song  of  Dibdin's  in  The  Charmer  (1782)  and  other 

books: — 

'AhdearHaraellal  maid  divine! 
No  more  will  I  at  fste  repine, 
If  I  this  day  behold  thee  mine. 
For  dearly  I  do  love  thee.' 

Hie  true  original  of  the  refrain,  however,  is  probably 
a  quotation  in  The  TVeo  Fervent  Lovers  (Roxburghe  Col- 
lection) : — 

'This  time  a  lad  his  darling  had  :— 

**My  sweet,"  said  he,  *'onoe  prove  me. 
And  thou  shalt  find,  in  heart  and  minde. 
How  dearly  I  doe  love  thee  "  ':— 

which  refrain  is  repeated  throughout  with  variations. 

Stanza  i.  Line  2.  *  Helicon  ':~See  Vol.  ii.  p.  313,  Note 
to  TK$  j0lfy  Beggars^  Song  vii.  Stania  11.  Line  4.    6.  'Cor- 
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imooii ' : — Conancone,  a  hill  in  New  Cmniiock 

(visible  from  Ellisland),  where  the  Bard  (not  quite  coiracUy) 

placed  the  sources  of  the  Nith. 

THE  CAPTIVE  RIBBAND 

No.  257  in  Johnmn  (VoL  iiL  1790):  UiM%iiad.  'Tliii 
air  ia  caUed  Robie  donna  goraek '  (R.  Bl  in  latwleifsd 
Copy). 

Stanhouse  aaaigns  this  poor  performanoe  to  Bums;  and 
we  have  found  it  nowhere  save  in  the  Mmseum, 


THERE'S  A  YOUTH  IN  THIS  CITY 

No.  258  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iiL  1790)  :  Signed  'Z.'  Set  to 
a  CheUeAir,  ^  The  air  is  claimed  by  Neil  Gow,  who  calls 
it  his  Lament  for  his  brother.  The  firtt  half  stansa  of 
the  song  is  old ;  the  rest  is  mine '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved 
Copy).  '  Note. — It  will  be  proper  to  omit  the  name  of 
the  tuue  altogether — only  say  (Gaelic  air'  (R.  B.  in  Wi 
copy  in  the  Hastie  Collection). 

Bums  was  never  above  vamping  from  himself;  and  the 
present  piece  is  strongly  reminiseent  of  The  MauMne 
Beiie*  (Vol.  ii.  p.  212).   The  ms.  is  in  the  Hastie  CollectioD. 


MY  HEART'S  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS 

No.  259  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iiL  1790):  Signed  'Z.'  'The 
first  half  stanza  of  this  song  is  old ;  the  rest  is  mine ' 
(R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 

Bums  apparently  refiBrs  to  the  first  half  stanza  of  the 
chorus.  Sharpe  (Additional  Notes  to  Johnson's  Mtueum) 
quotes  '  from  a  stall  copy '  The  Strong  WaU$  qf  Derty, 
one  stanza  in  which  is  almost  identical  with  the  Bums 
chorus. 


JOHN  ANDBRSDN  MY  JO 

>  Id  Johiuoa  (Vol.  iL  1790) :    '  Written  A>r  tUa 
'  Bobmi  Bunu/aiid  ngned  'B.' 
■on  called  John  Anderton  Mg  Jo  Imprvoti,  witli 
al  ataiBMi,  WM  pubbakod  In  a  chap  autiUtd  ClipMi* 
M.,  17M  (Hothnwdl  CoUMtiin) ;  aad  a  aUgUly 


»MgJu  ImipTootA,  br  Bobert  Bonw,  appaaNd  ta 
^  Eatd'a  Fottrf  Original  mid  Atari  (VoL  L  of  t)w 
d  Seiiaa,  e.  irsa),  and  in  n«  Jfcate  JU^aritM  Ibr 
07.  Tliniiacm  (Vol.  iL)  aeta  fioiih  two  of  tha 
•1  atanu,  tba  antlionkip  of  all  which  k  attri- 
.Ud. 

•ong  bacea  back  to  oim  compoaad  (a.  lUO)  in 
of  Um  Sacnunenta  of  the  Church,  and  pnaarred 
Vtrct  FoUe  its.:— 

'John  Andanon,  my  ]o,  aam  tn  aa  aa  gae  b; 
Asd  jt  Mil  g«t  a  diiJp'i  held  wmI  bakan  in  a  pjre— 
WmI  bakm  in  a  pj'a,  and  tha  ha(Bia  in  a  pat : 
John  Aadanon,  mrJo,  cam  in,  and  n'l  get  that,' rte. 
ma  aat,  howerar,  dariTM  from  a  verj  wittj  and 
f   aong  (unfit   for  modem  print :    obenco  Um 
red'   «f  the  chap-book  let)  which,  aa  'aung  bp 
ct  apirita,'  ia  fouud  in  TA«  Matqu*  (London  1708) 
er  Bong-booka,  and   of  which  a  alightlj  altered 
•ipnred  in  Tkt  Mottji  Mutu  :— 

'John  Andonaoi,  mj  Jo^  Joha, 

I  woidaT  what  jos  naan. 
To  riaa  k  kwd  In  tba  numliic 

And  rft  np  ao  lata  at  e'an ; 
Yonll  blaar  out  tout  qra,  John, 

And  why  will  yon  da  nT 
Come  wMnac  la  yoiu  bad  at  e'en. 
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Stanza  i.  Link  5.  *  But  now  your  ^rww  's  turtudhM,  John; 
unaathorised  rersioit.  7.  *  Ylti  blcHiiigB  on  yon  finotty  pov,' 
unautfaorised  version. 

AWA,  WHIGS,  AWA 


Na  263  iu  JohnM>n  (Vol  iii  1700) : 

The  Jacobite  song  thus  named  in  Hogg's  JaeMU  Somgi 
k  chiefly  Hogg't.  In  a  confused  note  Stenhooae  dMcrihs 
the  Muieiim  song  as  a  fragment  of  a  Jacobite  eoog,  Aw§f 
Whigs,  Awa,  *  with  two  additional  stannw,  namely,  tiit 
second  and  fourth,  written  by  Bums ' ;  but  he  gives  no 
further  information.  Not  even  a  firagment  has  been  dii- 
covered  in  print  before  the  publication  of  Bums's  set  in 
Johnson's  Museum  ;  and  of  that  set  Bums  most  oertsiiily 
found  the  germ  in  the  Herd  us,  : — 

'  And  when  ihej  came  by  Goigie  Mills 

They  lickM  a*  the  moutar. 
The  bannocks  lay  about  there 
Like  bandelien  and  powder ; 
Awa,  whigs,  awa ! 
Awa,  whigs,  awa ! 
Te  're  but  a  pack  o'  Uzy  loons, 
Ye  '11  do  nae  good  ava  ! ' 

In  the  old  ballad  of  KilHechrankie  the  words  'Furicb, 
Whigs,  Awa*,  then,*  are  used  as  '  her  nain  sell's '  battle- 
cry.  A  corruption  of  them  forms  the  title  of  a  spurioas 
Jacobite  ballad,  IVhirry  miigs,  Awa*,  which  Hogg  printed 
in  his  Relics,  while  admitting  that  the  sets  on  which  it  if 
founded  had  '  visibly  been  composed  at  different  periods, 
and  by  different  hands.*  Buchan,  on  no  evidence  what- 
ever, fathered  it  on  George  Halkett  (d,  1766),  schfol- 
master  at  Rathen,  Aberdeenshire. 

CA*  THE  YOWES  TO  THE  KNOWES 

No.  264  in  Johnson  (\'oL  iiL  1790):  Unsigned.  ^'Thi« 
beautiful  song  is  in  the  true  old  Scotch  taste,  yet  I  do  not- 
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know  thmt  othflr  the  mir  or  words  wan  in  print  biAnv '    c*'  THI 
(R.  B.  in  InterlMTod  Cop^)-  ■*■>  ^ 

In  Mnding  •  new  reimion  (p.  268}  ta  ThomMa  in  Sep-  the 
tember  1794  lie  wrote : — '  I  am  flattered  at  your  adoptiDg  knowks 
Oa  the  Tmm*  U  the  StUHBet,  a*  it  waa  owing  to  me  that 
erer  it  mw  the  light.  About  leven  jtmim  ago,  I  waa 
well  aoqnainted  with  a  worthy  little  fellow,  ■  Mr.  Cluoie 
[Ber.  John  Clunie,  minister  of  Ewea,  DninfriMahire, 
anthor  tit  I  Lee  Jia  a  Laddie  but  Atie'],  who  lang  It  chann- 
ii^y ;  and,  at  my  request,  Mr.  Clarke  took  it  down  from 
hie  Hi^tog-  When  I  gave  It  to  Johnaon  I  added  aome 
rtanwa  to  the  aong  and  mended  otheis ;  but  atill  it  will 
not  do  fin-  you.'  Stenhouw  girea  the  old  words,  pre- 
ivmably  thoee  taken  down  from  Clunie'i  unging.  It 
can  Bcaice  be  affirmed  that  Buma  haa  improved  them. 
The  two  lart  atannw  are  bia ;  hii  two  firrt  are  expanded 
frcm  Clonie'a  fint ;  while  hii  two  middles,  where  they 
diSer  from  Clunie,  differ  for  the  worse. 

Darid  Laing,  in  Additional  Notes  to  Johnson's  JftueuM, 
dtea  an  Aynhire  tisdition  which  assigns  the  song  to  one 
Isabel  Pagan,  keeper  of  a  hedge-tavern  near  Muirkirk. 
But  bad  she  been  the  authoress,  Bums  must  have  known 
it;  and  that  she  was  not  the  aathorese  is  evident  from  the 
Maple  do^;ereI  given  in  Laing's  note. 

Duns's  MS.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

O,  MERRY   HAE   I   BEEN 

Not  270  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iii  17»0>. 

The  tone  was  called  The  Bob  o'  Dumblane ;  and  a  aoog 
with  this  title  appears  in  Ramsay's  Tea-Table  MUctBaKg 
(1727):- 

'  '*—''■,  loul  me  j<mt  Inaw  hanft-henSdc^ 

And  1 11  lend  ; on  mj  thiippUn|-kame  I 
For  fainnMi,  d«ui«,  I  '11  gar  ya  keokls. 
Gin  7*  go  danoB  th>  Bob  o'  Dnmblaiia,'  tte. 

'  Ramsay,  m  uaual,   has   modernised  this  aong.     Tho 
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V  original,  which  I  ImurwA  on  ih%  spot,  ftioai  th^  flU 
hoeteis  in  the  principal  Inn  thara,  ia  >^ 

*  "laatie,  lend  me  your  hraw  hemp-heeUe, 

And  1 11  lend  yon  my  thrippUn  katne." 
^Hy  heeide  ii  broken,  it  eanna  be  goHea, 

Aad  we'll  gae  daaoe  the  Bob  o'  DoanUaMk* 
Twagaedtothewood,  tothewood,  t^thawaed, 

Twa  gaed  to  the  wood— three  cama  hama; 
An  it  be  na  weel  bobbit,  weel  bobblt^  weal  bdbbil» 

And  it  be  na  weel  bobUt  well  bob  it  again.' 

I  inaert  this  Boag  to  introduce  the  following  wiaBiol^ 
which  I  have  heard  well  aathentieated.  In  IIm  eiai^ 
ing  of  the  day  of  the  battle  of  Danbhme  (Shgtiitaiiilr), 
when  the  action  was  over^  a  Scots  officer  in  Aigyii'k 
amy  ohaenred  to  hia  Grace,  that  he  w«s  alniid  ^km  fMk 
would  give  out  to  the  world  that  they  had  gotten  tin 
victory.  *'  Weel,  weel/'  answered  hia  graee,  alhMJiiig  tt 
the  foregoing  ballad,  ''  if  they  think  it  nae  weri  boMt, 
we  11  boh  it  again  " '  (R.  K  in  Interleaved  Copy). 

In  the  original  and  in  Ramsay  '  hemp-heckle,' '  thrip* 
pling-kaim/  '  hob,'  and  '  Bob  of  Dumhlaiie,'  have  an  indi«> 
cent  slang  sense  all  (bur.  That  the  Bnma  waa  eriginaUjr 
written  for  The  JoOff  Begpart  is  an  nnwanmilBUi 
Burmifle. 

A   MOTHER'S  LAMENT 

No.  271  in  Johnson  (VoL  iiL  1790) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  R.  Bums/  and  signed  '  B.'  Tune :  Finhjftim 
Uouse,  'This  most  beautiful  tune  is>  I  think,  the 
hi^ieat  composition  of  that  bard-horn  genius  John 
Riddell,  of  the  family  of  Glengamock  in  Ayr.  The  wordi 
were  composed  to  commemorate  the  much  lamented  and 
premature  death  of  James  Ferguson,  £aq.^  Junior  of 
Craigdarroch  '  (R.  B.  In  Interleaved  Copy). 

Plainly  the  verses  were  suggested  by  the  initial  stann 
of  The  Teare  and  Triumph  of  Ponmamue,  <An  Ode^  aet  to 


■ttde,  ud  p«rft>nn«d  at  Drarf  LMn»,  I70Of'  •  lidienloas 

pMe,  bjr  Robert  UojA  (1733- 17M)  :—  * 

'  FUa  pva  tlw  word ;  the  dead  ti  done. 


III  «  letter  to  Hn.  Dunlop  (27t]i  September  1788)  Bunu 
■txte*  th«t  be  mede  them  on  a  twratf-nx  mile  ride 
from  Nithedale  to  HaacUlne.  The  eopj  eent  lier  !■ 
entitled  Mri.  Ferguttrnx  qf  Oralgdarroek'i  LanUHtatiOHjbr 
the  DetUh  ^fiter  Son.  Yoaog  FerpiMon  died,  fitb  Novem- 
ber 17B7i  ju*t  after  completing  hi*  univeraitf  ooune. 
Hm  onljr  um  of  MrK  Stewart  of  Afton  died  Ath  December 
17B7>  and  Bumi  inactibed  the  wng  in  the  4/fmt  Ltige 
Bmk,  wbich  be  preaented  to  the  bereaved  mother,  hi* 
title  thia  time  being  A  Mollier'*  Lamtntjir  Ou  Lou  itf 
Btr  Oilg  Boh.    Then  are  no  variatione  in  the  mm. 

THE   WHITE   COCKADE 

No.  272  in  Johnaon  (Vol  1111700}:  Unaigned. 

Adi^ted  from  no  Banting  Sooint  Lad  in  Herd  (1760). 
Herd'a  aet  dUTen  little  from  one  of '  Four  Excellent  New 
Songa,'  io  a  ebap  In  the  Motherwell  Collection,  entitled 
Tim  IUtim§  Lad  wUh  the  Tartm  Plaid  :— 
'  Hy  Lore  wai  bom  Id  AberdMo, 
A*  boey  a  lAd  ai  •■«  wM  nra  I 
Bat  be  WM  ttMtlA  bom  bw  to  rtno' 
Onr  the  hilU  and  far  away. 
And  O,  ha  '■  a  lanting,  rorlns  I«d  I 
AndO,  he'ieraatliift  roriiif  I^  t 
BMlda  what  win,  I  will  gM  nady 
T»  foUow  Uu  lad  with  Ui  TMan  PUdj  I'  tk. 

THE  BRAES  O*  BALLOCHMYLB 

No.  270  In  JohnMm  (VoL  ilL  17M):  'Written  for  thia 
wotk  bjp  Robert  Buma.'  'Thia  air  ia  the  compoaitlea  of 
■J  friend  Allen  Haaterton  in  Edfaibnr^     I  eonpoaed 


TkK      tiie T<wet 0n ^e amialble BadexeeUMtteBfly ^  W1ut»- 

BRAfts  o'  foord's  leaving  fialloehtayle,  wlte  Sir  Jdhn^  laiillulu— 

BAIIXXSH-  had  obliged  him  to  sell  the  estate'  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved 

HYLB     Copy).      See  Prefatory  Note  to  Linei  8aU  to  Sir  John 

WkUtfoord,  Bart.  (VoL  L  p.  433). 

Reprinted  in  Thomson  (VoL  iv.),  and,  with  some  few 
differences^  in  Stewart's  Edition  (1802).  It  is  to  note 
that  while  Stanza  i.  consists  of  two  iquatrains  on  foor 
rhymes^  the  structure  of  Stann  n.  is  that  of  the  three- 
rhymed  ballade  octave. 


Stamza  I.  LiirB  z.  'The  Catriw  Woqids '  :«-CatriBe  wts 
the  residence  of  Profenor  Dogald  Stewsrt  (see  VoL  L  p^  3S4« 
Note  to  TAe  Vuim^  Duan  I.  Staasa  xxL  Liae  a).  5.  '  Xtffe 
sang ' : — Mary  Anne  Whitefooid»  the  ddest  daqghtai^  «^ 
married  Henry  Kerr  Cranstoun,  grandson  of  Williaaiy  ifih  Loid 
Cranstoun. 

Stanza  ii.  Lines  5-6  in  Stewart  read : — 

'  Naejcys  alas  for  'wu  0/irt  kth 
Nat  pleasures  Jind  I  in  tkis  soiV 


THE  RANTIN  DOG,  THE  Dia>Dlte  OT 

Na  277  in  Johnson  (VoL  iiL  1790).  Tom  :  Mmt  JMt 
0'  Fife,  Signed  ' Z.'  'I  composed  this  aoag pretty  esrly 
in  life,  and  sent  it  to  a  young  girl,  a  wry  jparticular  s&- 
quaintance  of  mine^  who  was  at  tiie  time  toider  a  doad' 
(R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 

The  ^youngg^l 'may  have  been  eithtolESiaJMthPlitoD 
(see  The  Poeft  Welcome,  VoL  ii.  p.  37)  or  Jean  Armour. 
It  matters  not  which. 

Stanza  ii.  Line  2.  '  O,  wha  will  buy  my  groanin  mast/ 
variation  in  Scott  Douglas.  The  '  groanin  mant '  was  the  ale 
for  the  midwife  and  her  gossips.  For  the  epithet,  'groaniog' 
Is  good  English  for  a  lying-in.  Cf.  ffttmlUt  iii.  s»  476:— '1^ 
wotdd  cost  you  a  groaning  to  take  my  edge  o£' 

Stamza  III.  Link  x.  *The  orccpie^ihair ' k*^The  tieol^f 


NOTB6  «M 

See  Vol  il  p.  M3,   Note  to  Adirui  U  tit  THE 

»nB  IV.  line  I.  BAHTOI 

Stajiea  IV.  LiNB  2.  '  Fidgin  bin '  =  Iiiigling  with  fondatM.  ixM^^ra 

Ct  Tom  «■  SioMter,  Vol.  L  p.  385 :—  DADDU 

'  Enn  SbIu  glawr*!!.  kod  fidi^d  fa'^a':—  o't 


THOU  UNGIUNG  iSTAR 

Not  27»In  Joha«on(Vol.  iii  1790):  'Written for tUswoA 
by  B.  Bnrna.'  Tone :  Captain  Oook't  Deatk,  eompoaed 
by  MiM  Lucy  Johnson,  who  afterwaidi  marriad  Mr, 
Oiwald  of  Auchencruire.  Included  in  Thomion  (VoL  iu.). 
Enclonng  this  very  fiunous  lament — bypochondriacal 
and  nmanefai,  yet  riddled  irlth  adjectivM,  ipecificalljr 
MDBtorioui,  yet  wofulljr  l^i-iHng  in  genuine  inapintion— 
in  a  letter  to  Mn.  Dnnlop,  8th  November  1789,  Buma 
(baoribed  it  a*  '  Mtade  the  other  day.'  Ha  alM  Mked 
hr  opinioa  of  it,  H  he  waa  too  mach  iateraatad  in 
Iko  mbiject  to  b«  'a  eritio  in  the  compoaition.'  F«r 
liMTf  C^pbell  aee  anU,  pp.  300-10,  Prefatory  Note  la 
Mf  atgUatid  lauit,  0.  NeHher  Cromek'a  atory  of  the 
eanpodtian  of  Tkeu  Ung'Hng  Star  nor  bia  deaoription 
ef  ^  Streea  aiid-BiMe  epiaode  ia  worth  leriaiii  oob- 
■deiMtion.  To  Mn.  Dunlop  on  13th  Daeember  Buna, 
gnwoiog  'under  the  miaeriea  of  a  dtaeaaed  nerron* 
■yatem,'  refen  with  longing  to  a  future  life: — 'There 
■iKmld  I,  with  ■peechlwa  agony  of  i^ure,  again  wel- 
come my  loit,  my  ever  dear  Mary,  whoae  boiam  was 
frioght  with  troth,  honor,  eonataney,  and  love : — 

'  If y  Mary,  d«ar  dc^aitad  ihad*,' ctfl. 

Cnrrie  atatea  that  a  copy  found  among  Buma'a  papert 
waa  headed   Ta  Jfiuy  te  Aowm;   bnt  only  aeeing  la 
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beliering.     Tlie  Lochryan  m.^  entitled  A  8oiti§,  agrees 
\Q  with  the  text.     Another  was  before  the  Aldine  Editor 
(1899). 

Stanza  i.  Line  6.  '  Where  is  thy  place  of  keavmfy  rest/ 
Aldine  M s.     Similarly  Stanza  iv.  Line  6. 

Stanza  ii.  Line  5.    <  Eternity  will  not  effiux/  Coirie. 

Stanza  iv.  Line  3.  *  Time  bat  the  impienkm  deeper  makes,' 
Aldine  Edition. 

EPPIE  ADAIR 

No.  281  in  Johnson  (VoL  iiL  1790) :  Unngned.    The  mi. 
is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

A  Bong^  How,  My  Eppie,  quoted  by  Buchan  as  Tke  Etri 
qf  Kilfnamock'e  FareweU  to  kU  iv{f€,  bears  little  or  no 
resemblance  to  the  Bums  set,  even  if  it  be  genuine. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  SHERRAMUIR 

No.  282  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iiL  1790) :  '  Written  for  tku 
work  by  Robt.  Bums.'    Tune :  Camenmian't  Rami. 

This  song,  in  which  the  idlosjmcrasies  of  the  fight  are 
summarised  with  excellent  discriminationy  is  condensed 
from  a  baUad  by  the  Rev.  John  Barclay  (1734-1798, 
Berean  minister  at  Edinburgh) :— '  The  Diakgue  Behrisl 
William  Luckladle  and  Thomae  Cleaneogue,  Who  were 
Feeding  their  Sheep  upon  the  Ochil  Hilla,  13th  Novem- 
ber, 1715.  Being  the  day  the  Battle  of  SheriAnuir  wib 
Fought     To  the  tune  of  The  Ckimeron  Men ' : — 

W.  *  Pray  came  you  here  the  flfl^t  to  ihtm 

Or  keep  the  sheep  with  me,  man  ? 
Or  was  you  at  the  Sheriifmnir, 

And  did  the  battle  tee,  man? 
Pray  tell  which  of  the  Parties  won. 
For  weel  I  wat  I  law  them  nm 

Both  south  and  north,  when  they  began 
To  pell  and  mell  and  kill  and  fell. 
With  muskets'  knell  and  pistols*  snell. 

And  some  for  hell  did  flee  man.' 
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T.  'BatmjdaM'WIII,Ih«DU«tm  THt 

Wliilk  a*  tha  tm  did  loaa,  mui ;  BATTUOF 

For  vmI  I  w^  the;  had  good  ikOI 

To  ist  apo'  their  foes,  nun. 
ne  rad  ooata,  thaj  are  tnin'd,  joa  m ; 
nie  olani  almtTi  dladaln  to  flee ; 
Whs  then  ihoidd  imin  the  viotar;  T 
Bat  UiB  Highland  noe,  all  in  «  hnwe, 
Vllh  K  iwlft  pace,  to  the  Whigi'  diignoe, 
Did  pat  to  ohMB  their  foea,  man,'  tie. 
A  brtmiaae  of  thia  !■  in  the  British  MnMum,  and  on  tha 
nine  afaMt  is  printad  the  very  dever  (e«rlier)  ballad  by  the 
Rer.  Hurdoch  M'Leuuui  of  Crathie  (1701-1783),  'TktRaet 
€t  SkcnfiiHiir,  Fairly  Run   on  the  ISth  of  November 
171&    To  the  tone  of  n«  Honeman'i  Fori '  :— 
'  Ulan  '■  aoma  aay  that  ve  win, 
Bonu  itj  that  the;  wan, 
Boma  aaj  that  nana  wao  at  a',  man : 
Bat  ma  thing  I  "m  aure, 
That  at  Bbarilhnnir 
A  battle  thet«  waa^  wliiab  I  ww  nan : 
AaH  we  lan,  and  they  ran,  and  thej  nn,  and  we  ran. 
And  we  ran,  and  tha;  ran  awa,  mao,'  cte. 

For  wother  on  the  same  battle,  TTu  Marquit  t/Huntiifi 
Sartat,  Me  Vol  L  p.  412,  with  thia  addition  :  that  there 
ja  another — and  a  more  eorrvct — broadaide  thereof  in  the 
Britiih  Hneeiun.  Thia  gruup  of  SherifmuirbaUada,  with 
tboM  referred  to  in  Vol.  i.  pp.  411-13,  and  diven  otherm, 
among  th«m  Tranent  Muir,  dfacriptive  of  Incidenti  and 
battlee  in  the  Stiiart  campaigns  in  Scotland,  tracei  back 
ae  to  form  to  KiBgchrmikie  (tee  Vol.  L  p.  411). 
The  copy  in  Currie  differa  aomewhat  from  that  eent  to 


Stania  II.  Link  7  li  omitted  b  Cairie. 
Staku  tit.  LIHB&    'When  bajmuit  tppntd  tlie  ta^,* 
Cnrrie. 
Stanza' V.  Ltltts  9-10  in  Currie  reads  ;— 

'Thar  cogio'  brace  ;  alt  crying  w»a, 
Aifd  M  U ^u,  jmt  u*  man.' 
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Stanza  vi.  Linb  4.  *OtfaiUm  in  wJU(ggM  hands,  mio,' 
Of  Currie.    For  Lines  8-ZO  these  four  lines  are  given  in  Corrie:- 

^~  <  TJUm  y€  wiay  tell,  hffm  fell  amd  wndl. 

By  red  cUywures  emd  muskets  km§li, 
MV  dying  yeU,  ike  Tories  feU. 
Amd  Whigs  io  UU  did JUe, 


YOUNG  JOCKIE  WAS  THE  BLYTHEST  LAD 

No.  287  in  Johnson  (Vol  fii.  1790} :  Signed  ^Z.' 

The  tune  is  found  in  Oswald's  Cahdomen  PmsM  Om- 
paniouy  under  the  title  Joeky  uhu  the  Bhfiheti  Ltd  ta  J' 
(hir  Toum,  Stenhouse  remarics  tiiat  the  whole  wao^,  ^  n- 
cepting  three  or  four  Hnes^  is  the  prodactton  ef  Bum'; 
but  he  does  not  condescend  to  particiilan.  Hmtc  are 
divers  sets,  but  the  earliest  extant  is  that  in  Flayford'i 
Choice  Ayree,  1659 : — 

*0,  Willy  was  so  bljthe  a  lad, 

Ne'an  like  was  in  the  town  ; 
At  Wake  and  WanaO  Wmy  had 

For  danefaig  ehief  renown. 
He  pitoh'd  the  bar  and  hnrl'd  the  steaa— 

Ne*a  man  oonld  him  ontgang ; 
And  if  he  strave  with  any  man. 

He  gar'd  him  Ug  alang '  :— 

the  original  of  Willie  woe  a  WanUm  Wag  (aaoribed  to 
Hamilton  of  Gilbertfield)^  on  which  tha  Bums  set  is 
closely  modelled. 

Stanza  I.  Link  3.  *  Gaud':— The  pkMigh*«senwextdiivo 
with  a  goad. 

A  WAUKRIFE  MINNIE 

No.  288  in  Johnson  (VoL  iii.  1790).  'I  picked  up  the 
old  song  and  tune  from  a  country  girl  in  hHthidala*  ^ 
never  met  with  it  elsewhere  in  %fftfvid '  (R.  B.  in  Inter- 
leaved Copy). 


imp  it  be ;  and  we  hxva  aowhn*  found 
1  Bums'i  luppint  and  moat  'faUudi' 


THO'  WOMKrrs  MINDS 

n.  290  fai  Mnmtm  (Vol.  lii.  1790):  'Written  for  tiiia 
n-kbjr  R.  Bumi,' and  ilfned  'X.'  'This  tong  b mine, 
1  «xeept  the  chorus '  (R.  &  In  Interlekved  Copy). 
A  new  Mt  of  the  Bard's  song  in  The  JoUj/  Beggarw, 
4.  ti.  p.  Ifi.  In  »  MS.  in  the  Kilmarnock  Monament 
famam,  as  in  one  belonging  to  Mr.  Robert  Hutchlnaon, 
>l1in|;  in  the  Caatats  set  is  adopted  : — 

'My  daanat  blnid  lo  do  them  gnid.'  tie. 

a  farther,  Pre&torp  Note  to  The  JoUg  Btggart,  VoL  IL 
304,  and  poti,  p.  480,  Fre&tory  Note  to  b  Than  For 
rmtttPwxrtyt 

WILLIE  BREWD  A  PECK  O*  HAITT 

1.  291  in  Johnson  (Vol  iiL  1790):  'Written  for  tUt 
lA  by  Robert  Bums.'  'The  air  is  Mtuterton'i;  the 
9^  mine.  The  occauon  of  It  was  thii:^Mr.  Wm. 
eol  of  the  High  School,  Edinburgh,  during  the 
toBin  vacation  being  at  Moffat,  honeat  Allan  (who  was 
tliat  time  on  a  viiit  to  Dalswinton)  and  I  went  to  pajr 
eiA  a  Tjdt.  We  had  nich  a  Joyous  meeting  that  Mr. 
Mterton  and  I  agreed,  each  in  our  own  way,  that  we 
onld  celebrate  the  business'  (R.  B.  in  Iaterle«T«i 
VJ)- 

The  meeting  took  place  In  the  autnmn  of  1789.  The 
Dg — (a  litUa  masterpiece  of  drunken  fancy) — is  included 
Thommm  (VoL  iv.>.  For  William  Niool  eee  Vol.  ii 
4£Z,  Prefirtory  Note  to  Bpiti^h  For  Wii&am  SieeL 
ilan  Hasterton  was  appointed  writing-maat«r  to  Edin- 
11^  High  School,  lOtii  October  178^     Be  died  in  1799. 
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Stanxa  I.  Line  a.  <  Cam  to  /yw/  ¥nl0ttr  aad  OMuithoraed 

A  SBMDullldlt* 

Stanza  iv.  Line  3.  <  Wha  fint  beade  hit  chair  shall  &':- 
Writing  to  Captain  Ridddl,  loth  October  1789, 00  the  Whistk 
day.  Burns  quotes  two  stinias,  and  in  quoting  Line  3  changes 
*finX'io*lasr;  but  that  he  italicises  the  word  shows  thatbe 
made  the  change  to  suit  the  special  drcumstaaoes  of  the  con* 
test*  '  First,'  too,  is  found  in  Johnson,  in  the  earlier  Edi- 
tions of  Currie,  and  in  a  quotation  of  the  stanaa  in  a  letter  to 
Alexander  Cunningfaam  (ms.  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  T.  G. 
Arthur,  Ayr).  There  is,  therefore,  no  warrant  for  the  sopposi- 
tion  that  it  is  either  misprint  or  clerical  eiror. 

Stanza  ii.  Linss  5  and  6.  An  old  song,  Tkg  MtrryFdkm^ 
has  this  chorus : — 

'  Now  since  we  're  met  let  *s  merry  merry  be. 

In  spite  of  all  our  foes. 
And  he  that  will  not  merry  be 

We '11  puU  him  by  the 


Cf,  Shakespeare,  Tmdfih  Nigkii—'MyUudy's  a  CataiaD,we 
arc  politicians,  Malv(^  's  a  Peg-a-Ramsey^  and  TTknt  wuny 
men  be  we,*  Staunton  notes  that  the  song  is  mentioned  10 
Peele's  Old  Wioe^  Tale,  IS95,  thus:— 

'  Three  merrie  men,  and  three  merrie  men. 

And  three  merrie  men  be  wee ; 
I  in  the  wood,  and  thou  on  the  ground. 
And  Jack  sleeps  in  the  trea* 

C/,  too  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Tke  Knigkt  0/ tki  BurMg 
Pestle^  iiL  2  :— 

'  Three  merry  men,  and  three  merry  men. 

And  three  merry  men  be  we 
As  ever  did  sing  in  a  hempen  string 
All  under  the  gallows  tree  ':— 

and  a  rhyme  in  Sir  A^iUiam  Mure's  ImU  B&ik  (ms.  in  the 
Laing  Collection,  University  of  Edinbuis^)  :— 

'  The  wise  men  were  but  seven. 
Ne'er  more  shall  be  for  me. 
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The  muses  were  bat  nine, 

The  worthies  three  times  three. 
And  three  merry  boys,  and  three  merry  boys. 

And  three  merry  boys  are  we. 

'  The  vestals  they  are  seven/  eU^ 
And  three  merry  girls,*  etc 

KILUECRANKIE 

No.  292  in  JohuBon  (Vol.  ill  1790)  :  Signed  'Z.'  'The 
battle  of  Killiecrankie  was  the  last  stand  made  by  the 
clans  for  James  after  his  abdication.  Here  the  gallant 
Lord  Dundee  fell  in  the  moment  of  victory^  and  with 
liim  fell  the  hopes  of  the  party.  General  M^Kay^  when 
he  found  the  Highlanders  did  not  pursue  his  flying 
army,  said : — ''Dundee  must  be  killed,  or  he  never  would 
haye  overlooked  this  advantage."  A  great  stone  marks 
the  place  where  Dundee  fell '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 
But  the  fiict  is  that  Dundee  got  his  hurt  further  up  the 
hill  than  the  '  great  stone/  The  battle  was  fought  on 
17th  July  1689. 

The  following  stanzas  are  quoted  in  Hogg  and  Mother- 
well (1834)  as  part  of  an  old  song : — 

*Oin  ye  had  been  where  I  hae  been, 

Te  wadna  been  aae  vauntie ; 
For  I  hae  been  at  Sherra-muir, 
And  f  ooht  at  KilliecrankiQ. 

*  At  Prestonpans  I  also  was, 

And  a'  Prince  Charles'  battles, 
Where  glittering  swords  around  me  daah'd 
And  thundering  cannon  rattles.' 

Stanza  hi.  Line  x.  'The  bauld  Pitcur'=Haliburton  of 
Pitcur,  slain  at  Killiecrankie.  A  Jacobite  song  in  the  Pitcaim 
MS.,  entitled  Answer  to  Killiecrankie^  has  this  stanza : — 
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*  Mj  Lofd  DoBdae  tlR  beat  •?  yit 

Into  tht  Mdi  did  fit' thm ; 
And  snot  Pitcor  fell  in  a  tor 
Wha  ooaU  not  itin  aw»' then.* 


THE  BLUE-EYED  LASSIE 

No.  294  in  Johnson  (VoL  iiL  1790)  :  'Written  for  ihk 
work  by  Robert  Burns.'    Included  in  Thomson  (VoL  iiL). 

Enclosed  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop^  2nd  October 
1788 : — '  How  do  you  like  the  following  song,  designed 
for  and  composed  by  a  friend  of  mine^  and  which  he  has 
christened  The  Blue-€yed  Leuiie'  (Lochryan  mm.).  The 
friend  was  Captain  Robert  Riddell,  and  the  us.  sent  to 
him  is  in  the  possession  of  Dr.  De  No^  Walker.  For  tiie 
copy  of  another  us.  we  are  indebted  to  Mr.  Howat, 
Castleview,  Stirling.  A  set  with  some  Tariations  wis 
published  in  a  tract  '  printed  by  Chapman  and  Lang  for 
Stewart  and  Meikle,'  and  is  included  in  Stewart's  Edition 
(1802). 

The  '  blue-eyed  lassie '  was  Jean^  daughter  of  tiie  Rer. 
Andrew  Jeffrey,  of  Lochmaben.  She  married  a  Mr. 
Renwick,  of  New  York,  and  died  in  October  1850. 

Stanza  i.  Link  2.  '  A  gate  I  fear  /dearly  me,'  mss. 

Stanza  ii.  Line  2.  '  She  charm'd  my  soul,  I  «mi/  na  how/ 
Stewart.  5*  '^"^  spare  /*d  speak  and  spare  /V  speed/ 
Stewart — apparently  a  misprint.  The  eapression  ki  the  text  is 
proverbial.  7.  *  Shoold  she  refose  1 11  lay  my  tUa^*  Stewart 
8.  *  To  her  twa  een  0'  baimjf  blue/  StewarL 


THE  BANKS  OF  NTTH 

No.  295  in  Johnson  (VoL  iii  1790):  Signed  'B.' 
'Written  for  this  work  by  R.  Bums.'  Tune:  220^ 
donna  Gorach, 

An  early  draft  was  sent  to  Mrs.  Dunlop^  21iit  AMgtt^ 
1789  (Lochryan  MM.). 
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Stanza  i.  Linb  4.  'Where  Cummins  ance  had  high  com- 
mand ' : — '  My  landlord  Millar  is  building  a  house  on  the  bonks  E 
of  the  Nitb,  just  on  the  ruins  of  the  Comyn's  Castle '  (Note 
byR.  B-inLochryaniis.).  5.  *  When  shall  I  see  that  ^tx/oii/ 
l^id,'  Lochryan  MS.  7.  '  Must  crud/  Fortune's  adverse  hand,' 
Lochryan  MS. 

Stanza  ii.  Links  1-4  in  the  Lochryan  ms.  read  : — 

'  Fair  spread,  O  Nith,  Hay  jlcw' ring  dales. 
Where  rove  the /locks  among  the  broom  ^ 
And  sweetly  wave  thy  fruitful  vales. 
Surrounded  by  the  Hawthorn  bloom* 

3.    *  Hew  sweetly  wind  thy  sloping  dales,'  Currie.     7'^  ^ 
the  Lochryan  ms.  read  thus : — 

•  There  may  my  latest  hours  consume 
With  those  my  friends  of  early  days.' 


TAM  GLEN 

No.  J96  in  Johnson  (Vol.  Hi.  1790) :  *  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums.' 

This  delightful  piece  of  wit  and  character  and  fun 
appeared  in  The  Edinburgh  Magazine  of  November  1789^ 
signed  T.  S.^  and  in  The  EdirUmrgh  Evening  Courant  of 
22nd  December  1789^  without  signature,  as  '  Tarn  Glen, 
a  Scots  ballad.'  It  is  also  included  in  Thomson  (Vol.  ii.). 
Excepting  for  some  orthographical  differences  these  vei^ 
sions  correspond  with  the  Museum  copy. 

Stanza  vii.  See  VoL  i.  p.  360,  Notes  to  Halloween,  Stanza 
xxnr.  Line  7. 

CRAIGIEBURN  WOOD 

No.  301  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  bj  Robert  Bums,'  and  signed  ^  R'  '  It  is  remark- 
iUe  of  this  air,  that  it  is  the  confine  of  that  country  where 
the  greatest  part  of  our  lowland  music  (so  fiir  as  from  the 
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I-  thle,  wordiy  $ie.,  we  can  localise  it)  hae  been  ootnpoMd. 
From  Craigiebom^  near  Moibt^  nntU  one  reacbet  the 

.  Weit  Higblands,  we  bave  acaroely  one  alow  air  of 
antiquity.  Tbe  aong  was  compoaed  on  a  paaaicm  wbidi 
a  Mr.  Gillespie,  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  bad  for  t 
Miss  Lorimer,  afterwards  a  Mrs.  Wbepdale.  Tbe  fonng 
ladf  was  bom  in  Craigiebum  Wood.  Tbe  cborus  is  part 
of  an  old  foolisb  ballad '  (R.  B.  in  Interleayed  Copy). 
Probably  tbe  '  old  foolisb  ballad '  was  a  fragment  in 
Herd  (1776)  :— 

'  O  my  bonny,  bonny  May, 

Will  ye  not  me  upon  me  ? 
A  Kmnd,  eoond  deep  1 11  never  get 
Until  I  lie  ayont  tbee,'  ete. 

Craigiebum  Wood  is  about  two  miles  frt>m  Moffst  For 
Jean  Lorimer  see  poii,  p.  482,  Pre&tory  Note  to  Lank  Wi 
the  LirU-whiie  Locki. 

Tbere  are  two  msb.  at  Allowajr  Cottage,  one  inscribed 
in  tbe  A/lon  Lodge  Book ;  and  tbe  us.  sent  to  Jobiuon 
is  in  tbe  Hastie  Collection. 

Chorus.  Lines  3-4  in  the  Haitie  us,  read : — 

* O  sweetly,  soundly,  weel  wad  /sleep 
(T^e  / /sm/ in  tbe  bed  beyond  thee.' 

Stanza  i.  Linb  4.  <  Can  yield  me  itetkit^  but  sorrow,' 
Johnson. 


FRAE  THE  FRIENDS  AND  LAND  I  LOVE 

No.  302  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  Unsigned  (no  doubt 
on  account  of  its  Jacobite  sentiments).  'I  added  the 
four  last  lines  by  way  of  giving  a  turn  to  tbe  theme  of 
the  poem^  such  as  it  is '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 

We  have  not  found  the  first  lines  elsewhere.    The  us. 
is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 
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O  JOHN,  COME  KISS  ME  NOW 

No.  305  in  Johnson  (VoL  iv.  1792) :  Unsigned.  The  ms. 
is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Altered  and  expanded  from  a  fragment  in  Herd  (1769) : — 

*  John,  oome  klM  me  now,  now,  now ! 

0  John,  oome  kin  me  now  ! 
John,  oome  kin  me  by  and  by. 

And  make  nae  mair  ado ! 

*  Some  will  ootirt  and  oompliment 

And  make  a  great  ado. 
Some  will  make  of  their  guidman. 
And  lae  will  I  of  you.' 

A  number  in  Thomas  Greave's  Songei  o/Sundrie  KindeM 
(London  1604),  with  music,  begins: — 

'  I  pray  thee,  sweet  John,  away,' 
and  ends : — 

'  Gentle  John,  come  quickly  kin  me.' 

The  air  is  in  Queen  Elizabeth's  Virginal  Book,  and  a 
parody  is  found  in  The  Qude  and  Qodly  BaliaU,  1578, 
where  the  chorus  is  identical  with  that  in  the  Herd  set, 
and  the  song  continues  thus  : — 

*  My  prophets  call,  my  preachers  cry 

John,  come  kiss  me  now,'  etc. 

Allied  to  it  is  a  set  (c.  1470)  in  the  *  Amanda  Group '  of 
Mr.  Ebeworth's  Bagford  Ballads  :—• 

He,  *  I  pray  you  now  come  kyss  me, 

1  pray  you,  come  kyss  me ; 
My  lyttle  prety  Mopsie, 

I  pray  you  come  kyss  me  ! ' 

8h€*  *  Alas  goodman,  must  now  be  kyst? 
Te  shall  not  now,  ye  may  me  trust* 
Wherefore,  go  where  as  ye  lust, 
For  I  wiss  ye  shall  not  kyss  me.' 
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,    In  another  blackletter^  Adieu  Swmie  Harte,  k  found  thif 

•s  chonii : — 

f  *Onoe  igmfai  come  kjwe  me, 

8 jth  I  lo  long  mast  mjm  thee ; 

My  wfflinge  hArte  ■hall  wyihe  thae^ 

To  eaee  me  of  my  Biiarte.' 


Stanza  i.  Line  3.    <Mak  o\*  probably  =:pet  or  foodie. 
See  Note  to  O,  Can  Vi  Labmtr  Lea^  Stanai  m.  line  3. 


COCK  UP  YOUR  BEAVER 

No.  309  in  Johnaon  (VoL  iv.   1702} :    Unaigned ;  Irot 
Sienhouae  had  Buma'a  hologrmph. 
Redacted  from  the  older  aet  in  Herd  (1709)  :— 

'  When  flnl  any  dear  Johny  oaaM  to  thia  towa. 
He  had  a  blue  boonat,  it  wanted  the  erewn; 
But  now  he  hat  gotten  a  hat  and  a  feather. 
Hey,  my  Johny  lad,  eook  np  yotir  bearer : 
Cook  up  your  beaver,  oook  up  yoor  bearer. 
Hey,  my  Johny  lad,  eook  op  jroor  beaTei  1 
Cock  up  your  beaver,  and  oook  it  nae  wraag, 
Well  a'  to  England,  ere  H  be  laii« !' 


MY  TOCHER'S  THE  JEWEL 

No.  312  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iii.  1790) :  '  Writtoi  for  thi* 
work  by  Robert  Bums/  and  signed  'B.'  Included  in 
Thomson  (VoL  iL }. 

The  last  half  of  Stanza  lu,  aceor4ing  to  CrsHiel^  w« 
found  in  Bums's  holograph  aa  part  of  an  old  wod% 
(ScotUh  Songs,  Vol.  ii.  p.  2^1). 


GUIDWIFE,   COUNT  THE  LAWIN 

No.  313  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iii.  1790):  Signed  'B.'  'The 
chorus  of  this  is  part  of  an  old  song,  one  Btania  of  whick 
I  recollect: — 


<« 
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Every  day  my  wife  tells  me  OUIDWIFI 

That  ale  and  brandy  will  ruin  me ;  COUNT 

But  if  gude  liquor  be  my  dead,  .|.|l£  u^^j 

This  shall  be  written  on  my  head — 
Landlady,  ooont  the  lawin,** '  eUi, 


B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 


1  the  MB.  in  tiie  Hastie  CoUectioti  '  Landlady  *  occurs 
'Gudewife.' 

aoRDS.  Line  4.  *  Coggie ' :— See  VoL  i.  p.  323,  Note  to 
A  Drink f  Stanza  ix.  Line  4. 

'ANZA  III.  was  inscribed  by  Bums  on  a  window-pane  of 
ilobe  Tavern,  Dumfries  (see  Vol.  iL  p.  251). 


lERE'LL  NEVER  BE  PEACE  TILL  JAMIE 

COMES  HAME 

816  in  Johnson  (VoL  iv.  1792) :  Unsigned.  '  This 
is  sometimes  called  There  are  Few  Qude  Fellows  when 
m  '#  Awa,  But  I  have  never  been  able  to  meet  in 
8n3rthing  else  of  the  song  than  the  title'  (R.  B.  in 
leaved  Copy). 

>  enclosed  a  copy  ['  a  song  of  my  late  composition '] 
Jezander  Cunnin^iam,  11th  March  1791: — 'You 
know  a  beautiful  Jacobite  air — There'll  Never  be 
3  till  Jamie  Comes  Home,  When  political  combustion 
iS  to  be  the  object  of  Princes  and  Patriots  it  then^ 
know^  becomes  the  lawful  prey  of  Historians  and 
1'  (R.  B.).  No  doubt  there  was  an  old  Jacobite 
with  this  title  ;  but  the  air  and  the  title  were  all 
Burns  knew^  and  no  authentic  copy  of  the  thing 
f  is  known  to  survive. 

ie  MS.  sent  to  Cunningham  [in  the  possession  of  his 
mdants]  substantially  agrees  with  that  in  the  Hastie 

M*t«rkn 
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WHAT  CAN  A  YOUNG   LAflBIE 

No.  316  in  JohnMn  (VoL  iv.  1792) :  '  Writtn  lor  tt 

work  by  Robt  Burnt.'    Signed  '  R.' 

SUnn  nr.  it  influenced  by  the  set  ci  AuUL  Btb  Mmk 

in  Rmmny't  Tea-Table  Muceliang  (1729) :— 

'Bob  Korria,  I  gimat,  it  an  elderly  mtn. 
But  then  hk  Mdd  \nm,  it  will  boj  »  new  pen; 
See  dochter,  ye  ■hooldna  be  f eehioos  to  ihpi^ 
And  Auld  Bob  Morris  it  the  men  ye  nuMm  ki'e.' 

The  Bong  itself  nuiy  well  baye  been  toiogeeted  by  tiM 
title^  What  8kaU  a  Young  Wanum  do  with  an  OU  Mnt 
quoted  in  PUli  to  Purge  MehauMg,  1703— a  book  Bow 
knew.  Mr.  Ebeworth  {R/Mburghe  Baliado,  VoL  tiiL  f. 
673)  prints  a  '  probably  unique  broadtide,'  dating  befat 
1664  :^'  The  Young  Woman  §  Compkdni,  Or  a  CaTMt  it 
all  Maids  to  have  a  Care  How  They  be  Married  toOU 
Men.  The  tane  w  What  Should  a  Young  Wmtmn  do  wUk 
an  Old  Man,  or  The  J)frani,'  The  only  copy  known  t» 
us  is  that  in  the  Euing  Collection : — 

*  Come  ell  yon  yoong  damieb  both  beauteous  sad  bte, 
1 11  sommon  you  all  to  listen  to  me : 
A  song  of  misguiding  oonoeming  my  manisge. 
Sorrow  '■  the  oatue  of  this  my  ill  oarriage — 
A  maiden  of  fifteen,  as  it  may  appear. 
She  married  an  Old  lian  of  seventy-two  year ; 
And  by  her  misfortune  well  prove  it  I  ean 
That  she  is  sore  troubled  with  an  Old  lian,'  He. 

A  derivative.  The  Old  Man  Killed  wUh  the  Cough,  is  one 
of  '  Six  EzceUent  New  Songi '  forming  a  chap  in  tlie 
Motherwell  Collection : — 

'You  girls  that  are  witty  in  eonntry  and  city, 
I  pray  now  oome  pity  a  sorrowfnl  maid. 

That  daily  is  vexM  and  mighty  perplexM 
All  with  an  old  husband;  I  wish  he  wera  dead.' 

This  derivative  Bums  seems  to  have  known,  and.  to 
have  borrowed  its  rhythmus  as  well  as  its  gmeral  t<ntf 
and  sentiment. 

For  a  song  printed  in  an  appendix  to  Sharpe's  BaOei 
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Bo(dc  (Ed.  Laiiig>  1880),  as  one  of  several  *  evidently  ob-  what  ( 
tiined  through  a  northern  collector ' :  that  some  experts  a  you 
ihoold  have  accepted  it  as  a  genuine  antique  and  the  lassi 
Driginal  of  this  particular  Burns — (a  Burns,  be  it  noted, 
vhich  the  Poet  claims  for  his  own^  and  which  he 
nitialB  *  R ')— appears  inexplicable,  till  one  reflects  that 
they  probably  didn't  know  that  the  ^discoverer'  was 
Peter  Buchan,  on  whose  authority  the  ^  find '  is  quoted 
n  Hogg  and  Motherwell  (1834).  There  is  no  infor- 
mtion  as  to  where  it  was  got ;  and,  not  only  is  there 
lot  a  tittle  of  proof  that  it  was  '  written  by  Miss  Jean 
Ultrdyce,  Pittenweem,  to  her  friend  Miss  K.  Gordon, 
I7l4'  but,  internal  evidence  is  altogether  opposed  to 
ittch  a  theory.  Whoever  wrote  it  knew  spelling  and  Eng- 
isb  better  than  most  Scots  girls  knew  either  in  1714 ;  must 
ttve  heard  Bums's  words  or  Johnson's  tune  before  setting 
wi  to  paper;  and  took  a  much  more  humorous  and 
Slowing  view  of  the  situation  than  any  distressed  damsel 
ra8  like  to  do.  Moreover,  since  the  sole  known  copy  is 
kat  of  the  '  northern  collector '  [i.e.  Buchan],  and  pro- 
tegee to  be  taken  from  a  young  lady's  private  letter,  how 
^88  Bums  to  get  wind  of  it  ?    Here  is  the  first  stanza : — 

'0  Katj,  dear  Katy  !  I  'U  tell  you  what  grieves  me, 

And  for  to  adviBe  me  do  all  that  you  can. 
If  you  would  relieve  me,  a  present  I  '11  give  you— 

What  can  a  young  lassie  do  wi'  an  auld  man  ? 
I  canna  get  sleeping  for  sighing  and  weeping, 

What  shall  I  do,  Kitty  ?    Oh  !  here  take  my  fan  ; 
My  mind  is  sae  crazy,  I  'm  dull  and  uneasy, 

I  am  sae  perplex'd  wi'  a  crazy  auld  man. ' 

THE    BONIE    LAD    THAT'S    FAR    AWA 

0.  317  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  Signed  ^X.' 
Ko  doubt  suggested  by  a  song  in  Herd  (1769) : — 

'  How  can  I  be  blythe  and  glad. 
Or  in  my  mind  contented  be. 
When  the  bonny  lad  that  I  lo'e  best 
Is  banished  from  my  company  ? ' 

VOL.  III.  2  A 
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Thii  if  itself  a  derivstive  from  a  lilacklettMr  in  the  Bif- 
D  ford,  Cnwford,  and  Euing  Colleetioii»— 7%e  Umemdnt 
Shepherd,  or  The  Foreaken  Laeeee  LamenimHon : — 

^  *  O,  how  can  I  be  merry  or  i^ad 

Or  in  my  mind  oontentad  be,'  eie. 

Soiigs  with  the  refrain  '  O'er  the  Hills  and  Far  Awi ' 
abound  in  the  books.  They  seem  to  derive  from  the 
old  ballad  of  The  Elfin  Knighi,  of  which  the  esrlieit 
printed  set  is  a  blackletter  in  the  Library  of  MagdsJffif 
College,  Cambridge,  bound  up  with  a  copy  of  BUnd 
Harry's  Wailaee  (first  referred  to  in  Pinkerton,  Aneiat 
SootOeh  Poems,  Vol  ii.  p.  496),  The  Wind  Hath  Bkm 
My  Plaid  Awa,     It  begins  : — 

*Tbe  Elphin  Knight  du  on  yon  hill 

Bababa,lilUba! 
He  blowi  hii  horn  both  lowd  and  ihill 
The  wind  hath  blown  my  plaid  awa  1'  :— 

and  has  this  burden : — 

'  My  plaid  awa,  my  plaid  awa, 
And  o*er  the  hUls  and  far  awa, 
And  far  awa  to  Norrowa 
My  plaid  shall  not  be  Uawn  awa  ! ' 

Perhaps  the  earliest  derivative  is  Jocke^e  LametUatien, 

published  in  PilU  to  Purge  Meianeholy  (1703),  and  reprinted 

with  variations  in  Ramsay's  TeorTdble  MiseeUany  with  the 

title,  aer  the  HilU  and  Far  Away  :— 

'  Jocky  met  with  Jenny  fair, 

Aft  by  the  dawning  of  the  day/  etc 

A  capital  set  is  sung  by  Captain  Plume  in  Fkrquhar's 
Recruiting  Officer  (1706) ;  and  a  Song  on  the  BirtMayof 
King  James  the  VIIL,  10th  June  1709  (priQted  in  Bos- 
burghe  Ballads,  ed.  Ebsworth,  VoL  viiL  225),  from 
Robert  Mylne*s  ms.,  has  this  refrain : — 

*  He  'b  over  seas  and  far  awa, 
He  '■  over  seae  and  far  awa : 
Of  no  man  we  will  itand  in  awe, 
To  drink  hiB  health  that's  far  awa!' 
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Then  b  iIm)  ■  broadude  in  the  Liung  CoUeetioD  at       the 
DalmeDj,  entitled,  '  An  Excellent  New  Ballad,  Ht'»  o're  MNICUU) 
the  Bili*  and  Far  Away,  to  ita  o«n   proper  tune.'      It    THAT'a 
bcgina :—  'AB  AWA 

'Iniwto'ra  laud  and  mm  niawa, 
Faeenunmer'iauuand  wiaur'iglaai.'clc. 

And  in  a  Ma.  collection  of  Loyal  Songa  (171't-16,  Add. 
wm.,  Britiah  Maaenm,  No.  86,  081)  there  ia  a  Jacobite 
tnag  begioninfT  thua  :— 

'  Brine  m«  a  bowl,  I'Utoait  ahaalth 

To  una  that  '■  rohbod  d'  land  and  voalth. 

Tha  bonnlcrt  lad  that  e'er  I  laii 

I*  a**!  th«  hUla  and  far  awa.' 
The  m.  of  Bunu'i  tet  u  in  the  Haatie  Collection. 
Another,  which  waa  before  Cromek,  may  have  been  that 
DOW  in  the  poaseaaioa  of  Mr.  A.  M.  Muniter,  Stanm  ii. 
ia  not  in  Johnaon,  end  waa  published  by  Cromek.  Thom- 
BOn  {VoL  v.)  included  the  son^,  but  omitted  Stanm  iv. 
It  is  euppoeed  to  refer  to  old  Armour'i  extruaioD  of  his 
denghter  in  the  winter  of  1788 : — '  Jean  I  found  banislied 
like  •  martyr,  forlorn,  destitute  and  frieudleai — all  for 
the  good  old  cauae '  (R.  B.  to  AinsUe,  3rd  March  I7S8). 

Stanza  v.  Limb  3.  'And  my  yaung  babie,'  Haitie  Ms. 
and  JohMOni  *  And  a'  my  liars  be  ttart  'f  j^,'  Thom»on, 
fern  motiTca  of  delicacy.    4.  'And  he  '11  camt  huiie,'  MuDstcr 


1  DO  CONFESS  THOU  ART  SAE  FAIR 
N&  ^1  in  Johnson:  Signed  'Z.'  'This  song  is  altered 
from  a  poem  by  Sir  Robert  Ayton,  private  aecretary  to 
Harjr  and  Anne,  (jueeui  of  Scotloud.  The  poem  i*  to 
be  found  in  Wi^^Qn't  Collection  ^f  ScoU  Poem*,  the 
earliest  collection  published  in  Scotland.  1  tliiiik  that  I 
have  improved  the  aimplicity  of  the  lentimeota  by  giving 
them  a  Scots  dreee '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 
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I  DO  The  original  ( Ayton'f  authorship  of  which  ti  more  than 

COMRM  doubtful)^  found   in   Pla^wrd't  Seleei  Ayrw,  1659,  is 

THOU  ART  called  To  Hii  Forsaken  MUtrese : — 

SAB  PAIR  *l  do  oonfeM  thou'rt  unooth  and  fair, 

And  I  might  have  gone  near  to  love  thee, 

"EmA  I  not  found  the  alightett  pn^er 
That  lip  could  move,  had  power  to  move  thee; 

But  I  oAn  let  thee  now  alone 
As  worth  J  to  be  loved  b j  none. 

'  I  do  oonf  ei8  thou  'rt  sweet,  but  find 

Thee  such  an  unthrif  t  of  thy  sweets : 
Th  J  favours  are  but  like  the  wind 

Which  kisseth  ev'iything  it  meets ; 
And  since  thou  canst  with  more  than  one 
Thou  'rt  worthy  to  be  kiss*d  bj  none.* 

It  is  not  at  all  in  Bums's  line,  and  he  had  done  vtstly 
better  had  he  left  it  alone. 

SENSIBIUTY   HOW  CHARMING 

No.  329  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robt  Bums.'  Included  also  in  Thomson 
(Vol.  iii.). 

Bums  wrote  to  Mrs.  Dunlop^  29th  July  1790  (Loch- 
rjran  mss.)  : — ^  There  is  sometimes  a  ooi^unctore  of  cir- 
cumstances which  looks  like  ominous ;  when  I  received 
your  letter  I  was  just  finishing  the  following  stanza, 
''Envy  not  the  hidden  treasure,"  etc,  [he  quotes].  1 
immediately  and  almost  extempore  added  the  following, 
too  allusive  to  poor  Mrs.  Henri :  "  Fairest  flower,  behold 
the  lily  " '  [the  remainder  of  the  stanza  is  quoted].  He 
afterwards  sent  a  complete  copy  to  his  '  dear  and  honoured 
friend '  Mrs.  Dunlop,  which  was  printed  in  Currie>  and 
another  to  Clarinda,  which  is  in  the  Watson  Collection— 
ifs. 

This  balderdash^  which  reads  like  the  effect  of  a  fit  of 
serious  admiration  for  a  certain  Sonjf  by  a  Penon  <^ 
Quality : — 


'GUtlMiDC  ipma  th;  pmpla  paum,  UNUBtUTY 

Oantle  Copld,  o'ar  mj  hwt ;  HOW 

I  k  iUti  In  ^17  dominion* ;  dUWOMO 
Nktoie  mmt  glT»  wa;  to  an ' : — 

t  aiao  inwribMl  in  the  Attaa  Lodge  Book — ms.  (B)  ;  and 
a  the  fl  jleaf  of  a  lu.  Toliime  of  poenu  bjr  Helan  Ciaik 
Blonging  to  Hr.  Adam  Wood,  Trogn— m*.  (C). 
The  MB.  aent  to  Johnaon  ia  In  the  Haatie  Collection — 
a.  (D).  To  Clarinda,  inh  Denmbar  1791,  Buma 
rata :— '  I  hare  Uketriae  aent  in  the  vanea  on  SatuUUUg 


Dearat  Ifaney,  thou canit  tdl" ;— 

>  the  Muaical  Editor  of  the  Scot*  Smtf*,'  etc 

Stanza  t.  Link  a.  '  Dtartit  Natuy,  Ikm  cami  tell,'  US.  (D) 
nd  Johiuon.  4.  '  Thou  iail  alte  hnown  too  well,'  us.  (D) 
ad  Johntoo. 

Stanza  in.  Line  3.  '  Htlpltti  Urd,  ■  prey  the  nrett,'  ics. 
B)  and  Come. 

Stanza  tv.  Lini  I.  'Envy  net  the  hidden  tieuutc,'  us.  (C). 

YON   WILD  MOSSY   MOUNTAINS 

fo.  331  in  JohnMm  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  Signed  '  X.'  '  Ttiia 
ane  ia  bj  (hnld.  The  Rong  alludea  to  a  part  of  my 
fivate  hiitoiy  which  ia  of  no  conaeqaence  to  the  world 

>  know '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 

In  July  1793  he  recommended  it  to  Thomion  as  luit- 
Ue  to  the  sir  of  Tiare  'U  Ntver  be  Peace  tUI  Jamie 
Immee  Same,  if  he  objected  to  tbe  Jacobita  Mntimente 
{  that  aong.  It  ia  held  hy  aome  to  refer  to  Mary 
lainpbell ;  bat  Boma  occaaionallr  viaited  a  peaaantgiri 
war  Covington,  Lanarkahire. 

The  ua.  ia  in  the  Haatie  Collection. 

Stanza  i.  Link  3.  '  Where  the  gronse  tin'  thi  itatier 
mi  Iktir  tao^r  \o  ictA,'  MS. 

Stanza  hi.  Linr  3.  '  Whin  ilk  Urtani  faems  aUng  its  un 
[Kcn,  oaiiow  ttralh.'  MS. 
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I   HAE  BEEN  AT  CROOKIEDEN 

Na  332  in  Johnson  (VoL  ir.  1792) :  Unngned.  FounM 
on  an  old  Jacobite  rhyme.  A  oomparattrely  mild  wt  ii 
in  the  Pitcaim  Mt.  Another,  which  incorporates  mach 
of  the  Bums,  may  be  partly  old  and  partly  modem.  The 
MS.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Of  the  HiglUand  Laddie  ain  Burns  wrote  (Interlesvad 
C  opy) :—'  That  which  I  take  to  be  the  oldest  is  to  be 
found  in  this  Mtueum  beginning  "  I  hae  been  at  Crooide- 
den."  One  reason  for  my  thinking  so  is  that  Oswald  hsi  it 
in  his  Collection  by  the  name  ofiheAuld  Highland  Laddie,' 

Stanza  i.  Link  3.  '  Tkere  I  saw  somi  folk  I  kt$i^  deleted 
reading  in  the  MS. 

IT  IS  NA,  JEAN,  THY  BONIE  FACE 

No.  333  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  '  Written  for  thii 

work  by  Robert  Bums. '     '  Originally  RngliA  yerses :  I 

gave  them  their  Scots  dress '  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copj). 

The  MS.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Those  '  English  verses '  are  not  to  be  found.     Bat  li  U 

iVa,  Jeatiy  reads  like  an  odd  but  triumphing  blend  of  i 

famous  song  by  Thomas  Carew  (1589-1639)  : — 

'  He  that  loves  a  rosy  cheek 

Or  a  ooral  lip  admires  .  .  . 
But  a  smooth  and  stead&st  mind 

Gentle  thoughts  and  oalm  desires  .  .  . 
AVliere  these  are  not  I  despise 
Lovely  cheeks,  or  lips,  or  eyes  * : — 

and  the  initial  stanza  of  a  certain  broadside  (Laing 
Collection,  Dalmeny)  entitled  Btmit  Jean,  or  Jeante'e  the 
Sweetest  and  Dearest  to  Me : — 

*  O,  Jeanie  is  the  sweetest  of  ill  womankind  ! 
O,  Jeanie  ia  oompleat  in  body  and  mind ! 
Of  beauty  and  boimtie,  of  earrisgie  and  graoe, 
With  a  prety  proportion  and  fairness  of  fsoe. 
With  all  things  excellent  as  woman  should  be, 
O,  Jeanie  is  the  sweetest  whose  servant  111  be.* 

For  something,  too,  it  may  be  indebted  to  the  Je  ne  Sfoi 


sotig  which  we  have  found  iu  A  Choice  Collection 
:h  and  English  8onff$  (1763),  of  which  the  second 
>egin8  thus: — 

' Til  not  her  face  which  love  creates,'  etc, 

MY  EPPIE  MACNAB 

5  iu  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792).    Signed  'X.'     'The 

ig  with  this  title  has  more  wit  than   decency ' 

in  Interleaved  Copy). 

louse  remarked  of  Bums's  statement : — *  He  justly 

8 ' ;   but  the  chances  are  that   Stenhouse   spoke 

;  book.      Hogg,   in  the   Hogg    and    Motherwell 

,  says  that,  so  far  as  he  remembers  this  song,  it 

>t  indelicate.'     He  also  quotes  a  stanza  resembling 

ment  in  the  Herd  ms.   And  Bums  may  have  known 

mg  more  of  the  old  song  than  the  A'agment  in  the 

i.,  which  contains  the  germ  (and  something  more) 

•resent  piece.     Thus  it  runs : — 

*  O,  saw  ye  Eppie  M'Nab  the  day  ? 
O,  saw  ye  Eppie  M*Nab  the  day? 
She 's  down  in  the  yaird. 
She  *s  Idssing  the  laird  : 
She  winna  cum  hame  the  day,  the  day  ! 

'  O,  see  to  Eppie  M*Nab,  as  she  goe»  ! 
O,  see  to  Eppie  M'Nab,  as  she  goes  ! 
With  her  cockM  heel  shoon. 
And  her  cocketa  aboon, 
O,  see  to  Eppie  M'Nab  as  she  goes  ! ' 

remodelled   his  set  for  Thomson,  but  Thomson 
ccept  it  (See  Saw  Ye  My  Phely,  Vol.  iv. ). 
«8.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

HA  IS  THAT  AT  MY  BOWER  DOOR 

'  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  '  Written  for  this 
Y  Robert  Bums.'  'The  tune  is  also  known  by 
le  of  Las9  an  I  Come  Near  Thee.  The  words  are 
R.  B.  in  Interleaved  Copy). 
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I       Hie  chorus  of  this  old  90Dg,  eayt  StoilimiM,  wm  :— 

^  'Lmi,  anloooMiMtrtliei^ 

Jt  Lmi,  an  I  oooM  IMMT  tliei^ 

111  g»r  «'  yfmt  riUwiMi  red, 

Lmi,  an  I  eome  bmt  Uim.' 

Cromek  ttotet  that,  according  to  Crilbert  Bami,  Robert'i 
model  was  The  Auld  Mon'e  BeH  Argmmmd  in  Ramn/i 
Tea-Tabk  MUeeUam^  (1727),  which  an  old  widow,  Jein 
Wilion,  of  Tarbolton,  uaed  to  aing : — 

*  "O,  wfaa's  thai  at  mj  ohambv-door?" 

*'  Fair  widow,  are  ye  waakinf !  ** 
'*  Auld  earle,  your  rait  giya  o*er. 

Your  lore  lyei  a'  in  Uwldng;** '  etc, 

A  similar  song  (^igliah^  no  doubt)^  Roger^M  Cawi^p, 
ia  alio  in  the  Mimielkmyi'- 

*  Young  Roger  eame  tapping 

At  Dolly*!  window ; 
Tompaty,  tunimty,  tamp ! 
He  begg'd  for  admittanoe,  the  aoswor'd  him  no ; 
Olompaty,  glnmpiity,  glomp ! ' 

AnoUier  in  The  Lark  (1740),  but  very  much  older  than  7^^' 
Lark,  begins  thus  : — 

'  AriM,  ariie,  my  Juggy,  my  Pvtggj^ 

Ariie,  get  up,  my  dear ; 
The  night  ia  cold. 
It  bloweth,  it  inoweth, 
I  muft  be  lodgM  here.' 

A  set  quoted  in  Sharpe's  Ballad  Book,  1823  :— 

*  "  Wha'i  that  at  my  chamber  door?" 

**  It  ia  I,  my  dear,"  quo^  Borlan ; 
'*  Come  in,**  quo*  ihe,  "lat *■  ehat  awhile, 
Ye  itrapping,  sturdy  Norlan**' : — 

is  plainly  a  modem  counterfeit,  and  is  supposed  to  be 
the  work  of  Lady  Dick.  But  without  any  mannsr  of 
doubt,  Bums's  original  was  Who  But  I,  Quoik  Finkg,  'A 
new  song,  much  iu  request,  sung  with  its  own  proper  tone/ 
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of    which    there    i^    a   copy    in    the    Laiiip   (  oUection    at     wha  is 
Dalmeny.     To  show  the  exact  amount  aud  nature  of  his   that  at 
indebtedness,  we  gire  this  piece  in  full : —  mydowkr 

'  Then  dwelli  a  man  into  this  Town,  ^'^^^ 

Some  mj  itiaj  call  him  Finlay ; 
Ha  ii  a  hridE  and  aUe  man- 
O  if  I  knew  bni  Finlaj  ! 

*  Wa  Bapatation  was  so  great 

Thai  him  I  did  leek  after ; 
And  when  I  found  liim  did  intreat 
He*d  trytt  with  me  thereafter. 

*Qaoth  FInlaj :  "  If  I  oome  to  you. 
Give  me  none  of  your  ill  words. 
Though  I  say  '  No '  to  you  at  first, 
Be  sure  that  you  oome  forewards.** 

'  Then  promised  he  to  oome  that  night. 

And  my  ehamber  I  was  keeping : 
He  ohappM  gently  at  the  door 

For  fear  I  had  heen  sleeping. 

*  "Who 's  that  at  my  ehamber  door  ?  ' 

"  And  who  hut  I  ?  "  quoth  Finlay. 
"  Lown  earle,  oome  no  further." 
"  Indeed  not  I,"  quoth  Finlay. 


<   4« 


Who's  that  at  my  bedside," 
*'  And  who  but  I  ?"  quoth  Finlay. 
**  Lown  earle,  had  thee  there." 
"  Indeed  not  I,"  quoth  Finlay. 

'  Of  all  the  men  I  ever  did  see, 

There 's  none  I  love  like  Finlay ; 
He  was  both  oourteous,  stout  and  free. 
My  heart's  delight  is  Finlay.' 

Hitherto  Bums's  hero  was  supposed  to  have  been  Jamee 
Findlay,  a  brother  exciseman,  who  married  one  of  the 
Bellei  o/Mavehline  (see  Vol.  ii.  p.  410). 

These  various  songs  are  related  to  a  blackletter  group 
(see  Roxburghe  BaikuU,  ed.  Ebsworth^  Vol.  vL  pp.  202- 
216),  of  which  perhaps  the  oldest  is  John's  Eamut  Bequeti 
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\    (Crswiordy  Euing,  Huth,  P^py^i  uid  Rozburghe  CoUeo- 

T  tioni):— 

Ul  'Gome  ofMi  the  Door,  Swwi  Bottj, 

For  'tis  »  oold  winter  niflii.' 

.(See  further^  under  0  Open  tke  Door,  poH,  p.  450).  And 
all  trace  back  no  douH  to  the  loet  lyric  (the  air  of 
which  if  in  Queen  Eliiaheth's  Virginal  Book)  parodied  in 
The  Gmde  and  Oodfy  BaOaU,  1678  :— 

' O,  who  is  al  my  window,  wfao^  who? 
Qoe  from  my  window  goo  goo ; 
Qnha  oalls  there,  eo  like  ane  etranger, 
Goe  from  my  wbidowe,  goe,'  ele. 

The  MB.  it  in  the  Hastie  CoUection.    The  song  appears, 
exactly  aa  in  the  text,  in  The  Merry  Mueee, 

Stanza  ii.  Link  7.  '  I  fear  ye  11  stay  till  break  o'  day,' 
deleted  reading  in  the  MS. 


BONIE  WEE  THING 

Na  341  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  I7d2) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Burns/  and  signed  '  R.'  'Composed  on 
my  little  idol — '^  the  charming  lorely  Daviea  " '  (R.  &  in 
Interleaved  Copy). 

Adapted  to  the  tune.  The  Bonie  Wee  Thing,  in  Oswald's 
Pocket  Companion,  the  song  is  slightly  reminiscent  of 
0,  Wert  Thou  My  Ain  Thing,  Miss  Debora  Davies, 
daughter  of  Dr.  Davies  of  Tenby^  Pembrokeshire,  and  a 
relative  of  Captain  Riddell,  was  jilted  by  one  Captain 
Delany,  and  died  of  a  decline.  See  fiirthery  Vol  ii. 
p.  437,  Prefiitory  Note  to  Epigram  On  MUe  JDooief ,  and 
the  song  Lovely  Daviee,  p.  106. 

A  Ma.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Chorus.  Linb  2.  *  Lovely  wee  thing,  was  thou  mine,' 
Johnson.    4.  '  Lest  my  Jewel  /  should  tine,'  Johnson. 


THE  TITHER  MORN 

No.  345  in  JohuBon  (Vol.  iv.  17!>2):  Uasigned.  'Thi« 
tune  ia  originally  from  the  HighluDds.  I  have  hearil  a 
Gaelic  song  to  it,  which  1  wa*  told  waa  very  clever,  but 
not  by  any  meaiig  a  lady's  gong'(R.  B.  iu  Interleaved 
Copy). 

Words  and  music  were  sent  by  Bums  to  the  Mtueum  ; 
and  the  words  lufgeat  hie  pasu((e. 

Stanza  ii.  Link  J.  '  Deil  Uk  the  war  ':—€/.  iht  old  song : 

'Deil  tak  IbE  won,  thai  hurried  Billy  troni  me.' 


AE    FOND  KISS 

N'o.  347  in  Johnwm  (Vol.  iv.  17»2) :  '  Writtcu  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums.'  Tune  ;  Jiory  Datta  Port  :  signed 
'X.' 

Sent  to  Clarinda  27th  December  1791  (see  Vol  ii. 
p.  368,  Prefatory  NoU  to  Sylvaruier  to  Ctarinda) :—'  I 
have  just  ten  minutes  before  the  poet  goes,  and  these  I 
shall  employ  in  aendit^^  you  some  songs  I  hsve  juat  been 
composing  to  different  tunes  for  the  Collection  of  Songi, 
of  which  you  have  three  volumes,  and  of  which  you  shall 
have  the  fourth,'  tic.  The  germ  of  Af  Fond  Kiu  is  found 
in  The  Parting  Kifi,  by  Robert  Dodsley  (1703-1764), 
whicli  waa  aet  by  Oswald : — 

'  One  fond  kiis  before  we  part. 
Dn^  a  Tear  and  bid  adieu ; 
Tho'  we  sereT,  my  fond  Heart 
Till  we  meet  •hall  pant  for  you.'  tie. 


It  finiahee  with  a  repeat  of  the 
The  copy  sent  to  Clarinda  h 
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LOVELY  DAVDSS 

Na  349  in  Johmon  (Vol  ir.  1792) :  Unsigned. 

For  Milt  Davies  tee  anU,  p.  978,  Prefiitoiy  Note  to 
Batiie  Wee  Thing.    The  m.  is  in  the  Hastie  CoUeetioD. 


Stanza  ii.  Link  i.  'Ilk  am  sJks  cheers  when  die  tppean,' 
deleted  reeding  in  the  MS. 

Stanza  hi.  Line  6.  *  Even  be  her  kmwMe  slave  is,'  deleted 
reading  in  the  us. 

THE  WEARY  FUND  C  TOW 

No.  360  in  Johnson  (Vol  iL  1792).     HUe  and  tune  are 
in  Oswald's  Pocket  C&mpamam, 

Buchan  furnished  Hogg  and  Motherwell  with  severtl 
stanaas  of  a  '  very  old  song  which  periiape  Bums  had  in 
view  when  he  composed  the  above.'  As  it  repeati  the 
Bums  chorus  verbaHm,  Bums  most  certainly  must  have 
had  it  in  view,  if  it  be  the  '  very  old  song '  which  Buchan 
said  it  was.  But  he  said  nothing  as  to  where  he  got 
it ;  and  it  is  plainly  patchwork.  Bums,  however,  most 
assuredly  have  known  this  ditty  in  like  Charmer  (1782) 
and  other  books : — 

*  I  bought  my  woman  and  my  wife  half  a  pond  of  tow, 

I  think  'twill  serve  them  a'  their  life  to  spin  as  fiMt*s  they  dffw; 

I  thought  it  had  been  ended  when  scsroe  it  was  begun. 

And  I  believe  my  wife  sail  end  her  life  and  leave  the  tow  unqran. 

*  I  looked  to  my  yam  knsgg,  and  it  grew  never  mair ; 

I  looked  to  my  meal-kiit»  my  heart  grew  wondroos  sair ; 
I  looked  to  my  sour-milk  boat,  and  it  would  never  sour ; 
For  they  supped  at,  and  staiked  at,  and  never  span  an  hour/  etc 

The  MS.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Stanza  ii.  Link  3.  'And  ay  she  took  the  tither  stuit 
deleted  reading  in  the  MS. 


I   HAE  A   WIFE  O'   MY   AIN 

o.   362  in  Johnson  (\oI.  iv.  1792):    'Written  for  this 
ork  by  Robert  Bums,'  and  signed  '  B.' 
Mtde  H  few  days  after  bis  marriage.    The  tune,  Sten- 
Duee  says,  '  was  fomierly  adapted  to  some  trifling  verses 

■ginning  ; — » 

'  "  1  h&e  a  irife  o'  my  ftwn, 

I'll  be  lutdden  to  mwbody  ; 
I  b»e  >  pat  and  a  pan, 
I'll  borrow  tr»e  naebcxlj'. " ' 
Jid  it  that  be  true,  these  same  '  trifling  verges  '  (which 
e  have  not  seen)  are  practically  the  first  druft  of  one 
f   Bums'a   airiest   and    bravest   lyrics.      A   hlackletti-r 
roadside  (Fo//jf  Made  3faiii/tit)  in  the  Crawford  Collev- 
on  is  to  the  tune,  /  Have  n  Miitrem  of  My  Oitn. 
The  m.  is  iu  tlie  Hastie  CoUection. 
Stanza  i.  Lini:  3.   'I'll  lian  vV  lUMbody,'  deleird  icaii 
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The  others  are  pure  Bums.  The  two  sets  appesr  to 
be  responsible,  between  them,  for  Ledy  Naime's  Laird  o 
Coekpm, 

O,  FOR  ANE-ANIX-TWENTY,  TAM 

No.  365  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  *  Written  for  thii 
work  by  Robert  Bums.'  Signed  '  B.' ;  mnd  periiy  sug- 
gested by  a  song  in  The  Pret^  Maiden'9  Annuemeni,  and 
other  undated  song-books  : — 

*  I  aaa  a  brisk  and  lively  lass, 

And  aoaioely  tamed  of  twenty,'  «te.  :— 

or  one  in  2%e  Lai4c  (1740)  :— 

*  I  am  a  Insty  lirely  lad. 

Now  oome  to  one  and  twenty,'  ete, : — 

the  original  of  which  is  a  blackletter  ballad.  The  Prodijfoti 
RsiohUion  (Crawford,  Huth,  Pepys,  Rozbuighe,  and 
other  collections). 

Stanza  ii.  Line  i.  '  A  gleib  o'  Ian' ' : — ^The  commoD 
meaning  of  gleib  [f.^.  glebe]  in  Scotland  is  church  land— that 
is,  the  land  possessed  by  the  parish  minister.  Here  it  probably 
means  a  portion  of  land  about  the  average  sixe  of  a  kirk  glebe 
— thirty  acres  or  thereby. 

O,  KENMURE'S  ON  AND  AWA,  WILLIE 

No.  959  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  Unsigned.  Both  song 
and  tune  were  communicated  by  Bums^  and  are  not  to 
be  found  in  any  earlier  collection.  The  stanas  added  in 
Cromek's  so-called  Remaitu  (^  Nitkidale  and  CkMowa^ 
Song  are  probably  of  Allan  Cunningham's  concocting. 

William  Gordon,  sixth  Viscount  KeumurOy  took  up 
the  Jacobite  cause  in  1715 — mainly  through  the  per- 
suasion of  his  wife  Mary,  daughter  of  Robert  Dalyell, 
sixth  Earl  of  Camwath — and  got  Mar'a  commission  to 
command  the  forces  in  the  south.  After  divers  ineffeo- 
tive  moves  he  passed  into  England,  and,  being  taken 
prisoner  at  Preston  on  14th  November,  was  beheaded  on 
Towerhill  on  24th  February  1716. 
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O,   LEEZE  ME  ON  MY  SPINNIN-WHEEL 

No.  360  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792):    'Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Burns. ' 

One  of  the  best  and  tlie  most  Burnsian  of  Bums's 
vamps,  this  charming  song  was  no  doubt  suggested  by 
The  Loving  Ltus  and  Spinning-wheel  in  Ramsay's  Tea- 
Tahle  Miscellany f  which  Ramsay  must  have  imitated  from 
an  old  blackletter  broadside  (Pepys  Collection),  'The  Bonny 
Scott  and  the  Yielding  Laes,  to  an  excellent  new  Tune '  :— 

*  Aa  I  sate  at  my  tpinning-wheel 
A  bonny  lad  there  pa«iM  by, 
I  keen'd  him  round  and  I  lik'd  him  weel, 
Geud  faith  he  had  a  bony  eye : 
My  heart  new  panting  'gan  to  feel. 
But  still  I  turned  my  spinning-wheel/  etc. 

In  the  Crawford  Collection  there  is  ^n  Atutwer  to  the 
Bonny  Scot:  or  the  Sorrowful  Complaint  of  the  Yielding 
La$9y  to  the  tune  of  The  Spinning  Wheel, 
Bums^s  MS.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Stanza  iv.  Line  6.    *Amid  their  cumbrous,  empty  joys^ 
deleted  reading  in  the  ms. 


MY  COLLIER  LADDIE 

No.  361  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  Unsigned.  '  I  du 
not  know  a  blyther  old  song  than  tliis'  (R.  B.  in  Inter- 
leaved Copy). 

Buchan  contributed  to  Hogg  and  Motherwell  (1834) 
what  he  declared  to  be  the  original^  but  didn't  pretend 
that  it  was  ever  in  print 

Bums's  holograph — ms.  (A) — is  in  the  Hastie  Collec- 
tion^ and  another  ms. — ms.  (B) — id  in  the  Liverpool  Free 
Library. 

Stanza  i.  Line  x.  The  *  O  *  is  omitted  in  ms.  (A),  as  it  is 
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in  the  case  of  Line  I  of  Stmnia  ii.    3.  '  And  tell  me  vk^t 
they  ca'  ye/  MS.  (A). 

Stanza  xxx.  Linb  i.  The  *An'  is  omitted  in  us.  (A). 
*  An' ye  shaU  gang  in  mi  attire/ MS.  (B).  4.<^fbr«Gia' 
in  MS.  (B). 

NITHSDALE'S  WELCOME  HAME 


No.  364  in  JohnMn  (Vol  iv.  1702) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  hy  R.  Bums/  and  signed  '  R.'  The  ms.  is  in  the 
Hastie  Collection. 

Lady  Winifred  Maxwell  Constable  (1735-1801)  wis 
sole-surviving  child  of  William  Lord  Maxwell,  son  of 
William^  fifth  Earl  of  Nithsdale,  who  was  sentenced 
to  decapitation  on  Towerhill,  24th  February  1716,  for 
his  share  in  the  Fifteen,  but  escaped  the  night  before 
the  execution.  She  married  William  Haggenton  Con- 
stable of  Everinghame,  and  began  rebuilding  the  old 
family  mansion,  Terreagles,  or  Terr^les,  Kirkcndbn^t- 
shire,  in  1789.  Bums  has  stated,  for  the  sake  of' eiw  k 
bagateiie,'  that  his  Jacobitism  was  mostly  matter  of  sport 
But,  in  a  letter  of  the  16th  December  1789,  he,  as  8b 
Walter  put  it,  pla3rs  '  high  Jacobite  to  that  lingular  old 
curmudgeon  Lady  Winifred  Constable ' :  roundly  assert- 
ing that  they  were  '  common  sufferers  in  a  cause  where 
even  to  be  unfortunate  is  glorious,  the  cause  of  heroic 
loyalty';  and  that  his  forefothers,  like  her  own,  hsd 
shaken  'hands  with  ruin  for  what  they  esteemed  the 
cause  of  their  King  and  country.' 


IN  SIMMER  WHEN  THE  HAY  WAS  MAWN 

No.  366  in  Johnson  (Vol  iv.  1792) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums,'  and  signed  '  R.' 

The  stanza  is  modified  from  the  ballade  octaYSL  Tlie 
us. — MS.  (B) — sent  to  Johnson  is  in  the  Hastie  Collec- 
tion.     For  permission  to  examine  another  on  Excise 
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fm    itti  (A)— ve  an  indeUad  to  Mr.  RiBhwdwui,  of    nf  iniiiam 
i^n.  Kerr  and  RichudMn,  Queen  Street,  GlMgow.    WHm  the 

third— Ml  (C) — in  the  poaeeanon  of  Mre.  Andrem,      hav  Wai 
nrwwtla,  eorrecpoada  with  the  text    m.  (A) — periu^o        Mawn 

eatlf  draft — Mnuuta  but  of  the  first  three  atansM. 
Stanza  hi.  Lims  5-8  in  us.  (A)  read  a*  (oUom  :— 

■  BmI  Sati^i  karf  ii/rami  andfra. 
And  wc«I  I  wai  be  lo'ei  me  dear : 
And  lavt  tlinii  ionu  in  his  it. 

PvriaaoerU^U,  and  work  fir  fpK.' 

9TA1KA  IV,  Liiti  3.    'The  cannlett  gate,  wi  ftH  it  mit,' 
IMed  rcadiiit;  in  MS.  <B). 


FAIK  ELIZA 

x  S87  in  JohDMm  (VoL  )v.  I7D2):   'Written  for  tUe 
■Ic   ij  Robert   Bumi';    signed    'B.'     Included  In 
MMOn  (VoL  iL). 
IVo  eopiee  in  Bonn'*  hand  are  In  the  Haetii  CoUeetion. 

tlie  earlier  the  lady*!  name  ii  Robina.      According 

Stenhonse,  the  waa  '  a  jonng  ladf  to  whom  Mr. 
■star,  a  Mend  of  Mr.  Bunu,  waa  much  attached.' 
■Blar  died  ahortlj  after  goin^  to  Jamaica.  The  veraee 
pmr,  however,  to  have  been  vritten  on  lome  ledf 
ipaeted  bj  Johnaon : — '  So  much  for  jour  Rofaiiia~- 
ar  do  jou  like  the  veriea?  I  aaaore  70U  I  have 
dtad  mj  miue  to  the  top  of  her  perftmning.  Bov- 
ir,  the  aong  •ill  not  aing  to  four  tune  in  Hae- 
p^'a  CoJlaetion  of  Highland  Ain,  which  ia  nraeh 
■ired   in   this    country ;    I   intended  the  veraee   to 

Mmg  to  that  air.  It  it  in  page  17th  and  No.  112. 
Mn  ia  another  air  in  the  same  eoUeetion,  an  Arg^le- 
bn  Air,  which,  with  a  trifiing  alteration,  wUl  do  duvm- 
^'  (R.  B.  to  JohnaonX 

JiduMon  aet  the  words  to  both  theae  tnnea.  We  give 
•  vsriatiena  from  the  text  adopted  here. 

VOL.  III.  ft  B 
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STjjitAL  LniBi.  'TWa  ifftiii  tiHMfirfriBilteH'iaL   f, 

Stahxaxi.  Linb  I.  *ThmtwuimMhMtl  oftndrt/g, 
X,  *Jfy  ofieoce  it  loving  tkM,'  ic&     7.   ^Tmb 

Stanza  hi.  Linb  5.    '  Not  the  mimsirti  in  the 

MS. 

YE  JACOBITES  BY  NAMB 

No.  371  in  Johnaon  (VoL  ir.  1792)  :  Umigned.  The  us. 
if  in  the  Haftie  Collection.  '  Up,  Blmek'nebf  h§  Nmiie, 
mliai  Ye  Jaeolntei  by  Name'  (R.  B.  in  msroU,  list  in  tlie 
poeeeenon  of  Mr.  George  Gray).  Black-neh  (ie.  black- 
beak)  =  a  Scottish  sympathiaer  with  the  aima  and  objects 
of  the  French  Revolution.  Qfl  Scott^  The  AnHftiaiy,  L 
6; — 'Take  care^  Monkhama,  we  ahall  aet  70a  down 
among  the  black-nebe  by  and  bye.' — '  No,  Sir  Arthur,  a 
tame  grumbler  l\  .  ,  .  Ni  quUo  Bey,  m  pongo  Bey— I 
neither  make  king  nor  mar  king,  aa  Saniiko  aaya,'  etc. 


THE  POSIE 

No.  373  in  Johnaon  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  'Written  for  this 
Work  by  Robert  Buma/  and  aigned  '  B.*  *The  Peek  in 
the  Mueeum  is  my  compodtion ;  the  air  waa  taken  down 
from  Mrs.  Buma'a  voice.  It  ia  well  known  in  the  west 
country ;  but  the  old  words  are  traah '  (Boms  to  Thomaoo, 
19th  October  1794).  Mt  appears  evident  to  bm  that 
Oswald  composed  his  JZotlbi  OaeUe  on  the  moduktisB  of 
this  air.  .  .  .  The  old  verses  to  whieh  it  waa  aiing,  when 
I  took  down  the  notea  from  a  country  giri's  Toioty  hid 
no  great  merit.    The  following  ia  b  speeimeii  :•— 

"  There  was  a  pretty  Ifay,  and  a  miUdn  ehe  w«Qt» 
Wi*  her  red  roej  oheeks,  and  her  ooal-blaok  hair ; 
And  ihe  had  met  a  young  man  oocain  oPer  the  beiil» 
With  a  double  and  adiew  to  the  fiOr  May,** '  ele. 
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Add  ^  on  for  four  other  stanziM  (R.  B.  in  Interleaved 
Copy). 

No  doulit  the  old  song  gave  Burns  his  rhythmus,  but 
lie  seems  to  have  borrowed  his  idea^  either  directly  or 
thitmgh  some  derivative,  from  a  blackletter  broadside, 
caU^d  *A  Pone  of  Rare  Flowers  Gathered  by  a  Young  Man 
for  Hie  liistreM,  To  a  pleasant  new  tune'  (Crawford, 
Huth^  Te^ys,  Roxburghe,  and  other  Collections).  It 
consists  of  eighteen  stanzas.  Here  are  the  first 
three: — 

*  The  tammer's  o'er  heatiiig. 
Within  an  Arbour  sitting 
Under  a  marble  shade ; 
For  my  true  love  the  fairest. 
And  of  all  flowers  the  rarest, 
A  poiie  thus  I  made  :— 

The  first  and  last  for  tnisting 
Is  called  Everlasting, 

I  pullM  from  the  Bay. 
The  blew  and  crimson  Coltxmbine, 
The  Dft^,  and  the  Woodbine, 

And  eke  the  blooming  May. 

The  sweetest  flowers  for  posies, 
Pinks,  Gill-flowers,  and  Roses, 

I  gathered  in  their  prime. 
The  flower  of  Musk-millions, 
Come  blow  me  down  Sweet-williams, 

With  Rosemary  and  Time.* 

Tile  MB.  sent  to  Johnson — ms,  (C) — is  in  the  Hastie 

Collection.     A  ms.  sent  to  Mrs.  Dunlop— ms.  (A) — is  at 

Loehryan  ;  and  for  permission  to  collate  a  third — ^ms.  (B) 

—on  Ezciae  paper,  we  are  indebted  to  Mr.  Richardson, 

of  Meaars.  Kerr  and  Richardson,  Queen  Street,  Glas- 
gow. 

Stanza  i.  Line  2.  *  O  Luve  will  venture  in,  where  wisdom 
anoe  Aaj  been,'  ms.  (A). 
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Stamza  u.  Limb  ^  *  For  the  ir  tlw  piDk  o' 

I     MS.(B). 

Stanza  iil  Limb  x.  'Ill  pa'  the  mmmit^  roee^'  ms.  (B). 
5.  'Thehjadntht/GOOstJUKy/MS.  (B). 
Stamzaiv.  LINB3.  *  And  #«  her  lovdj  bosom,' ics.(B). 
Stakza  VII.  LiNB  4.  '  And  ikai  will  be  a  posie,'  MS.  (A). 


THE  BANKS  O*  DOON 

No.  374  in  Johiuon  (VoL  vr.  1702) :  '  Written  lor  tkii 
work  by  Robert  Bums^'  and  ligned  '  B.' 

'  An  Aynhire  legend^' acoording  to  Allan  Cnnninghami 
'iajB  the  heroine  of  thia  affeeting  aong  waa  Pegg  Kennedj 
of  Daljarroch ' ;  and  Chambera  alao  auppoaed  the  ballad 
to  be  an  allegory  of  the  aame  '  unhappy  lo^e-tale.'  See 
ante,  p.  2d9^  Pre£itory  Note  to  Y9um§  Feggif,  but  even 
if  the  '  love-tale '  were  then  known,  it  waa  not  then 
'  unhappy.' 

For  other  aeta.  Ye  flowery  Banke  o*  Bomie  Dotm,  and 
Sweet  are  the  Banki,  the  Banke  o'  Boon,  aee  VoL  iv.  The 
aong  appeared  in  the  Murieal  BepoeUarjf  for  1799 ;  hut 
the  variationa  there  aet  forth  were  probably  not  nae- 
tioned  by  any  ms.,  and  are  in  no  reapect  improvementi. 

A  M8.  is  in  the  Haatie  Collection. 


WILLIE  WASTLE 

No.  376  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  <  Written  for  thif 
work  by  Robert  Bums,'  and  signed  'B.'  Indndad  in 
Thomson  (VoL  iv.). 

The  heroine  is  said  to  have  been  the  wifo  of  a  fiunaer 
who  lived  near  Ell  island.  A  eottage  in  PeeUeadiiie, 
which  stood  where  a  muirland  bom,  the  Logan  Water, 
joins  the  Tweed,  was  known  by  the  name  of  Ldnkumdoddie, 
but  probably  it  was  so  named  after  Bums  wrote  his  song. 
The  earliest  authenticated  appearance  of  Willie  Wastle 
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in  rhyme  is  in  Cockburn's  [Governor  of  Donse  Castle] 
reply  to  Colonel  Fenwick  : — 

•I,  Willie  WMtle, 
Am  in  my  oMtle ; 
All  the  dogges  in  the  towne 
Shall  not  dinge  me  downe.' 

This  same  rhyme  was^  and  is,  used  in  the  mimic  warfare 
of  Scottish  children  ;  but  whether  they  were  the  inspirers 
of  Cockbum^  or  he  of  them,  it  is  impossible  to  affirm. 
Of  the  genre — the  satirical  inventory  of  a  woman*s  bad 
points — a  good  example  is  found  in  the  Second  Part  oi 
Merry  Drollery  Compleat  (1670)  :— 

'I  have  the  fairest  Nonparel, 

The  fairest  that  ever  was  seen,*  etc. 

The  MS.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Stanza  hi.  Line  x.  *  Hem-shin 'd ' : — Sometimes  wrongly 
printed  '  Hen-shin'd/  and  more  often  '  Hein-shinM.*  The 
reference  is  to  the  '  Haims '  or  *  Hems  *  of  a  horse's  collar, 
which  bend  outwards. 

Stanza  iv.  Line  4.  'A  hushion ' : — A  hushion  is  a  footless 
stocking.  5.  *  Midden-creels '= manure-baskets  slung  across 
horses  like  panniers. 


LADY  MARY  ANN 

Na  377  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792) ;  Unsigned ;  but  the 
us.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

As  to  the  original :  Motherwell  asserts  that  Bums 
'  noted  the  song  and  the  air  from  a  lady  in  1787>  during 
his  tour  in  the  North  of  Scotland.'  A  broadside  in  the 
Laing  Collection  at  Dalmeny  (The  Whole  Map  of  MarCe 
lAfe)  is  to  the  tune^  /  Am  but  Young  and  Growing, 
Stenhouse  explains  that  the  Bums  \s  modelled  on  an 
antique  fragment^  Craigton's  Growing,  in  a  ms.  collection 
belonging  to  Rev.  Robert  Scott,  of  Glenbucket  Mother- 
well stalee  that  the  earliest  set  is  printed  in  Maidment's 
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i  NmikC^miUrieGwrkmdiVB^).     MiMinnf  •  h  the  MM 
Y  of  the  Scott  MB.     Here  it  m  handfnl  of  the  rmWUk ;— 

'  '  DAOffhter,  Mdd  he,  I  bftv*  dfloe  joq  bo  wnog. 

For  I  hATe  nuurriod  70a  00  »  h«iter  of  land ; 
He '•  UkewiM  poMH'd  «f  HMU  »  bOl  end  bMid, 

And  ImH  be  deilj  fio«ii«. 

Orowini^  deery,  growine,  growine, 

GnNriag,  «id  the  hoan  j  oudd, 

Slovlj  aj  boenj  lete  '■  growfaif.* 

Motherwell  further  suppliee  e  copy  of  the  heUad  «• '  tn^ 
ditiooelly  preserved  in  the  weit  of  Sootlend-'  TUi  is 
the  ftrst  itanHi : — 

*The  treee  they  «re  iTied,  the  leeree  th^7  •>•  green. 
The  d»yi  Are  a*  awa  that  I  haa  a^en; 
On  the  eanid  winter  ni|^te  I  ha*e  to  lie  my  lane, 
For  my  bonnie  laddie '■  leng  tf  growing.' 

Maidmenty  again,  is  et  pains  to  supply  an  'historial 
note '  on  a  jroung  Urqohart  of  Oaigston  (Aberdeenshire), 
the  supposed  hero,  who  was  in  all  likelihood  simplj 
grafted  on  the  Bums  hailed  by  som^  npt  very  ingeoi^as 
Aberdeenshire  artist 

The  fiu;t  is.  Bums  got  the  germ  of  his  aong-^not  from 
any  of  these  sets  nor  from  a  lady  during  his  northern 
tour,  but — from  a  fragment  in  the  Herd  us.,  the  more 
characteristic  points  in  which  (it  is  worth  noting)  are  not 
incorporated  in  either  the  northern  or  the  western  sets:— 

'  She  look'd  o*er  the  oastle  wa'. 
She  law  three  lads  pli^  at  the  ha' : 
O  the  yoongeet  is  the  flower  of  a*  1 
Bat  my  love  ii  lang  o*  growing. 

'O  father,  gin  ye  think  it  fit^ 
We  *U  lend  him  to  the  oollege  yet ; 
And  tye  a  Ribban  round  his  hat^ 
And,  father.  III  gang  wf  him.' 

'  Lady  Mary  Axin'  and  'Young  GharUe  CoiteiM'  ^ 
his  own,  as  are  the  last  three  stanaaa  of  thpi  tirMail 


SUCH  A  PARCEL  OF  ROGUES  IN  A  NATION 

No.  378  in  Johnfon  (VoL  iv.  1792) :  Unsigned.     The  ms. 
is  in  the  Hutie  Collection. 

The  refrain  is  borrowed  frOm  the  name  of  the  old  air  to 
which  it  is  adapted^  A  Parcel  qf  Rogues  in  the  Nation,  to 
which  Gay  haa  set  a  song  in  The  Beggar^9  Opera,  It  is 
possible  also  that  Bums  knew  the  song  on  the  Union  of 
Scotland  and  England,  republished  as  one  of  the  Lockhart 
Papere  (1817),  and  thus  introduced: — 'The  following 
song  has  no  date  affixed  to  it ;  but  from  a  memorandum 
it  appears  to  have  been  printed  soon  after  the  accession 
of  King  Greorge  the  First'    It  begins  : — 

'Shame  fa'  mj  een 
If  e'er  I  have  seen 
Saeh  a  pareel  of  rogues  hi  a  nation/  etc. 

It  is  included  in  Hogg's  RbUcs  as  The  Awkward  Squad. 

KELLYBURN  BRAES 

No.  379  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792):  'Written  for  this 
work  bj  Robert  Bums.' 

The  set  published  in  Cromek's  Remains  of  Nithsdale 
and  GaUcway  Song  was  no  doubt  concocted  by  Allan 
Cunningham.  The  Kelly  burn  (i.e.  brook)  forms  the 
northern  boundary  of  Ayrshire^  and  the  ballad  has  no 
connexion  with  Nithsdale  or  Galloway. 

Burns's  ms.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection.  Another  set 
of  his  ballad  (holograph)  was  sold  by  Messrs.  Sotheby 
in  1892,  and  again  in  1895.  This  was  published  in  the 
Aldine  Poets  (Ed.  Aitken,  1893).  It  has  the  refrain, 
*  Sing  fal  de  lal,'  etc,  after  every  line  : — 

*  There  was  an  auld  man,  and  he  had  a  bad  wife, 
And  she  was  a  plague  a'  the  days  o*  her  life. 
Am  day  thl*  auld  man  was  haudin  the  pleugh. 
By  oamathe  D«vil,  layi:— *'How  d'ye  do?" 
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"O  rm  well.  Sir,  but  lNr« got » bud  wif^ 
And  ihe '•  be«n  »  pli«M  »' the  diqn  0^  htt  lift." 
"It's  neither  your  itot,  nor  yen  •!«%  I  do  tnwe. 
But  that  nme  bAd  wife  H'a  iMT  I  BiMt  lisv«u" 
O  weloome  most  kindly,"  the  anld  man  lienid, 
'Bat  if  je  otn  matoh  her— jre're  wnnr  than  je^n  os'dL' 
The  Deril  has  got  the  gold  wife  on  his  beok, 
And  like  an  old  Pedlar  he's  earried  his  pack; 
Ete's  earried  her  hame  to  his  ain  reekj  door. 
And  he  bade  her  go  in  for  a  biteh  and  a  wfaors. 
Then  Satan  makes  fift j,  the  piek  o'  his  band, 
Tom  oat  on  her  goard  in  tha  oli^  o^  a  hand. 
The  wife  she  gaed  throogh  them  e*«i  like  *  wad  beat; 
Whae'er  she  laid  hands  on,  cam  near  her  nae  mair. 
A  frighted  wee  deril  looks  orer  the  wa' : — 
"O  help,  master,  help  1  or  shell  rain  as  a'  !** 
Then  Satan  he  swore  bj  tha  edge  o'  his  knife 
He  pitied  the  man  that  was  tied  to  »  wife ! 
Then  Satan  he  swore  bj  the  kirk  and  the  bell 
He  was  not  in  wedlock,  thank  Heaven,  bat  in  Hell ! 
The  Derfl  has  travell'd  again  wT  hk  paek 
And  to  her  old  husband  he's  earried  her  back :— 
"I've  lived  in  Hell  the  feok  o*  mj  life, 
Bat  never  was  damn'd  till  I  met  wi'  joor  wife." 

There  i»,  however,  an  Engliah  original  in  blackletter 
{Roxburghe  OoUectian),  The  Devil  and  tie  Scold,  from  which 
derives  a  later  ballad.  The  Farmer  $  Old  W\fe  :— 

*  There  was  an  old  ftoner  in  Sassex  did  dweD, 
And  he  had  a  bad  wife  as  many  know  well ; 
Then  Satan  oame  to  the  old  man  at  the  ploa^ 
One  of  year  family  I  most  have  now,'  e(c 

This,  no  doubt,  was  Bums's  materiaL 


THE  SLAVE'S  LAMENT 

No.  384  in  Johnson  (VoL  iv.  1792) :  Unsigned ;  but  the 
MS.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Sharpe  opines  that  Bums  '  took  the  ideft  of  his  verses 
from  The  Betrajfed  Maid,'  of  which  he  gives  s  transcript 
from  a  '  stall  copy. '    It  begins  as  follows : — 


NOTES 

*  Listen  here  awhile,  •  itory  I  will  tell 

Of  a  nudden,  which  lately  f  elL 
It's  of  a  pretty  maid,  who  was  betray'd 
And  sent  to  Yirginio. 

'  It's  on  a  bed  of  ease,  to  lie  down  when  I  please 
In  the  land  of  fair  England,  O ; 
But  on  a  bed  of  straw  they  lay  me  down  fall  low, 
And  alas.  111  be  weary,  weary  O,*  do, 

Sharpe  liad  no  direct  proof  that  this  'stall  < 
»lder  than  the  Bums.  It  may  be  that  older 
that  Bnms  used  it ;  but  the  original  is  cert 
ckletter  broadside^  The  Trappan'd  Maiden,  01 
essed  Dafiuei  (Crawford  and  Pepys  Collecti 
nted  in  Roxburghe  Ballade  (Ed.  Ebsworth^  vii. 
rithout  reference  to  any  Collection  : — 

*  Give  ear  unto  a  maid 
That  lately  was  betrayed 

And  sent  into  Yirginny  O : 
In  brief  I  shall  declare 
What  I  have  suffered  there, 
When  that  I  was  weary, 

Weary,  weary,  weary,  O. 

'  When  that  first  I  came 
To  this  land  of  fame. 

Which  is  called  Virginny  O, 
The  axe  and  the  ho 
Have  wrought  my  overthrow 
When  that  I  was  weary, 

Weary,  weary,  weary,  O  ! 


'  But  if  it  be  my  chance 
Homewards  to  advance 

From  the  land  of  Virginny  O ; 
If  that  I  once  more 
Ijmd  on  English  shore, 
I'll  no  more  be  weary. 
Weary,  weary,  weary,  O.' 
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THK  80NO  OF  DRATH 

No.  385  in  Johnson  (VoL  iv.  1792):  'WrittMi  for  thk 
work  by  Robert  Burnt.'  Ad^tad  to  a  Gaclk  melodj, 
Oran  an  Aaig,  in  Macdonald's  OoUeetitm  ^Highkmd  Ain. 
'1  hATejnstfinklMd  tfaefbUowinf  oong^  wiiidltoakdy, 
the  deocendant  of  many  beroet  of  her  tmljr  illmtriow 
line,  and  herself  the  mother  of  several  adldierB,  needi 
neither  preface  nor  apology '  (R.  B.  in  Lochryan  ms-X 

This  notwithstanding^  Currie  prefixad  a  kind  of  intiv- 
duotion,  held  hitherto  to  be  Buma's  own.  Not  knowing 
that  the  song  had  been  published  in  JobneoPj  he  W^n 
by  writing  thus  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  (Lodiryan  mm)z—' Tkt 
8(Mi§  ff  Death,  or  as  perhaps  it  should  ba  called.  He 
Awf  ^  Me  D^iii0,  Is  superlative.  It  ranks  with  tk« 
Address  of  Bruce  to  his  troops^  and  with  the  fint  ecdsr 
of  productions  of  human  genius.  We  must  make  much 
of  it  A  little  pre&tory  explanation  will  heighten  the 
effect :—"  Scene^  a  field  of  battle.  Time  of  the  day,  eren- 
ing.  The  sun  setting  in  the  west  The  wounded  and  the 
dying  of  the  victorious  army  are  suppoaed  by  the  poet  to 
join  in  the  following  sublime  hymn.'**  This  plessing 
gloss  we  have  taken  leave  to  suppress. 

A  MS.  is  in  the  possession  of  Dr.  James  Adams,  Glasgow, 
who  published  a  jfacsimile  in  his  Bumt's  Chkrii  (1883) 
It  agrees  with  the  text  in  Johnson. 

Stanza  i.  Line  2.  *Now  gay  with  the  Mgkt  setting 
sun,'  Currie.  Linb  5.  '  Grim  King  of  Tsrrots ' :— The  phrue, 
of  course,  is  biblical  Still  it  is  worth  notfaig  that  Death  is 
twice  addressed  as  '  Mighty  King  of  Terron '  in  Tike  Despiratt 
Lcver^  a  song  by  Thonias  Flatman  (1637-1688). 

Stanza  ii.  Linb  8.  '  O  who  would  not  r$st  with  the  bcaTe,' 
Currie. 

SWEET  AFTON 

No.  386  in  Johnson  (VoL  iv.  1792) :   '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums^'  and  signed  'B.'., 
There  has  been  no  little  diacussioB  as  to  the  date,  the 
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hetwM,  mat  die  nane.  Cvnie  !■  Us  TUfd  EiiUm  i 
nUtea  that  'Afton  mttnr'  ma  'ths  atnun  on  whUi 
■tanda  Afton  Lod^,  to  wluoh  Hn.  Btovwt  t—BTad  frmn 
at^M.'  It  ta  pfotabl*  tkat  Mn.  Stawmit  hmrif  ma  kia 
infiinnBiit,  aod  it  may  well  be  that  Bnrna  aent  her  ttie 
JM^  Hk  Wothar  Gilbert,  uirepljr  to  tieea^eThoiiiaoi), 
i>  poeiiRa  that  Giinia  Maa  minnftnaad,  and  thai  Batet'a 
beroine  ma  Marjr  Campbell ;  but  Cviria  *  aMiit  aat 
be  oontndictMl-'  Ha  givea  no  reaaona  for  hia  fiith ; 
but  In  1866  Cluuiiben  deolara*  all  doabt  to  be  aet  at 
Mat  '  b^  •  4aiicliter  of  Mia,  Dunlvp.  «be  aSrma  that 
ahe  remmben  Bunia  aar  it  wai  written  upon  the 
C^l«fteld  duTTinaid.'  He  therefore  infen  that  'the 
naou  "Aftop"  wa*  adopted  pn  eupfoate  fratid,  s^^ 
geated  to  him  probabl;  bj  the  name  of  Aftoo  Lodft, 
ip  \km  MJ^boorfaood  of  Coilafield.'  Chamben  knew 
not  that  Afton  Lodge  waa  built  na  late  aa  1780;  but,  with 
«  Tiew  to  maintaining  the  aMOciatioD  of  Mar;  Campbell 
with  the  MDg,  the  theory  ha*  been  itarted  that  the  name 
'  Afton' waa  auggeated  by  Glen  Affain,  near  New  Cumnook, 
and  adopted 'npftontefratU  inatead  of  Ayr.'  There  haa 
•be  beni  a  very  great  mute  of  Bpaeulatlon  oatovbetker 
the  soi«waa  written  In  17M  or  at  a  later  date;  btttCham- 
beraiadgnatttol7W,andBcottDougiaatol791.  Waare 
able  to  pat  a  term  to  tbia  '  jlaaainj  atatn  nt  nnBartabity.' 
Flow  GenUg,  StcMt  JJlon  waa  aent  to  Mra.  Dunlop  Mi 
February  iTiB  (Loehryaa  mm.),  and  in  the  encloaing 
letter  Bnnu  explicitly  deelarei  that  It  waa  written  for 
Johnaon'a  MutUal  Ifiueum,  as  a  'compliment'  to  the 
'  email  river  Afton  that  flowi  into  l<nth,  near  New  Cum- 
nock, which  haa  lome  chamting  wild  romantie  aoenery 
on  its  bonka,*  ele.  It  leema  certain,  tfierefore,  that,  not 
&e  name  Aften  bat,  the  name  Mair  waa  intzdduoad 
tupkMJm  gnM,  or  at  leaat  that  the  beraiii»— if  bcaoine 
there  were— waa  another  than  Uary  Campbell.  Alao,  the 
iong  waa  clearly  ■uggeatad  by  one  of  David  Oarriek'a, 
t»  Oe  Avon,  whlah  &um  mm  ia  A   OflM  O^aMon 
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^  AfKfA  *an^,  Loodim,  ITSS  (tee  VdL  L  ^ 
417):— 

Of  tliii«iaMn  Omd  iMTtaliviet  giMlnvMn  woQlddzwB.... 
Flow  OB,  rilTW  Atqo,  in  aoog  erw  flow,'  «<cu 

The  copy  at  Loehiyui— mil  (A)— givw  tome  mterartn^ 
wiatioDi.  TheMMigisaltoiiitailiediiitheAftooLodfB 
Book— M&  (B). 

Stanza  i.  Lines  i-a  in  ms.  (A)  read  tlnis:— 

'  Flow  gently,  clear  Attoa  f  amoog  thy  green  biaes, 
AndgraUful^  1 11  sing  thee  a  long  in  thy  pnuse.* 

*  CUar^  too— not '  sweet  *— is  the  epithet  throughout 
Stanza  ii.  Linb  a.  'Ye  hUcMrds  iUi  tmg  in  yon  mV 

thorny  den,'  MS.  (A).    5.    '  Thon  green-creited  fkvtr  thy 

screaming  forbear/  Mss.  (A  and  B). 
Stanza  v.  Linb  4.  'As,  gathering  sweet  flonperds,  abe 

stems  thy/fwv  wave,'  MS.  (A). 

BONIE  BELL 

No.  387  in  Johnson  (VoL  iv.  1792) :  '  Written  finr  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums/  and  signed  'R'  Nothing  u 
known  of  the  heroine.  A  us.  copy  in  the  hand  of  an 
amanuensis  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection.  The  song  is  at 
least  reminiscent  of  Fergusson's  fiavourite  ditty,  Tk 
Birkt  qflnvermay : — 

*  The  nniling  mom,  the  breathing  spring 
Invite  the  tuneful  birds  to  ring. 
And  while  they  warble  from  eaeh  spn^. 
Love  melts  the  universal  lay,'  e(c 

THE  GALLANT  WEAVER 

No.  389  in  Johnson  (VoL  iv.  1792) :   '  Written  lor  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums^'  and  signed  '  R.'    Included  in 
Thomson  (Vol.  i.),  with  the  subetitation  of  'smlor'  for 
'weaver.' 
Supposed  by  some  to  refer  to  Annour^s  visit  to  Psialejr 
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in  the  spring  of  1788  (we  atUt,  p.  303,  Prebtory  Note 
to  To  the  Weaeer't  Om  Ye  Go).  The  Cert  flotn  pert 
Pusley.  A  lODg,  TTw  Lot*  of  Carttidt,  which  we  have 
found  in  en  old  Dumfries  chap,  may  oi  may  not  have 
■nggeated  thii  one  to  Bumi : — 

'  Where  Cert  gim^j  Rlidei  thro'  the  *ale. 

And  nMOTB,  In  beauty  unjad, 
Perfunsa  the  iweet  whiapering  gkle. 
That  wftntmiB  in  eveiy  gr«eii  ihkde,'  tte. 
The  MB.  is  in  the  Haetie  Collection. 


HEY,  CA'  THRO' 
No.  362  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1702) :  Unugned. 

No  doubt  Buggeeted  bj  some  old  rhjrmee  on  the  coast 
towns  of  Fife,  which  Bums  picked  up  in  Edinhurgh. 
Peter  Bnchui  supplies  the  customary  '  original ' ; — 
'  There  'i  the  oummen  o'  Largo, 

Ancnun,  Ontbam.  and  Dargo, 
And  there  '■  the  danoen  o'  Devio, 
Qeoije  Btrachan  aad  Andrew  SteTin  '  ;— 
a  Bnchanite  jnmhle  of  Fife  and  Aherdeenshire. 

Stanza  i.  Link  i.  '  Up  wi" ;— The  phrase  resembles  the 
Gennan  '  Heck, ' 

O,  CAN  YE  LABOUR  LEA 

No.  394  in  Johnson  (\'o].  iv.  1792) :  Unsigned  ;  but  the 
MB.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

According  to  Cromek  [or  rather  Allan  Cunuingham] 
{SeoMt  Bong*,  ii.  40),  'this  song  has  long  been  known 
among  the  inhabitants  of  Nitbsdale  and  Galloway,  where 
it  is  a  great  favourite.'  Cromek  also  advises  that  the 
firat  verse  be  restored  to  what  he  calls  'ita  original 
state':— 

'  I  f  ee'd  a  lad  at  RoodnoaH, 
Wi'  liUer  pennies  three  ; 
When  he  came  borne  at  Martinmsss, 
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O,  cMom  ye  Ubow  leat 
"Iiida6d,''qiio'lM.  "mjhMid'aaat,'' 
And  up  Iiii  gxmHh  pMkid  hit.' 

Bat  the  fact  is  that  the  origiaal^  aoi  mmnfy  4i  tti 
■taiua  but,  of  tka  whokb  wong,  it  praaartad  in  lie  Jfrrrf 
HiiMff;  and  no  doubt ' iMiiaat  Allui/ iMie  ia  daawban, 
waa  what  ia  called  'pulling  a  leg/  The  irat  atans and 
the  chorua  are  irell-^iigh  word  fot  word  ttmtk  the  JAfTy 
iftuM  aet^  which,  howerer,  may  have  been  ivtoaehed 
by  Buma.  The  reat  appeara  to  be  hia  own ;  though  in 
one  of  hia  letters  he  deacrihea  }iiB  Stansi  m.  as  a 
favourite  song  '  o'  his  mither's.' 

CKoaat.  LiNB  i.  '  Labour  lea  'eeptoagh  pairtuw  hod  t  ^ 

the  pfaiaaaia  used  man  equivocal  saase.   3-4  ia  Um  Itastis  m 

read: — 

'  //  *j/ee  na  h<mnHth  can  us  twin 

Gin yt  can  labour  Ua.* 

Stanza  ii.  Links  3-4  in  the  Hastie  ms.  read  :— 

'Buiwty  diligki*sikiPl9t^^kmm  Ud 
That  well  can  labour  ka.* 

Stanza  hi.  Link  3.  Here  <  makin  of  is  probably  aol  t» 
be  understood  in  the  literal  Engliih  sense,  buts^lbiidliog'  or 
*  petting.' 


THE  DEUK'S  DANG  CXER  MT  DADMB 

No.  396  in  Johnson  (Vol  iv.  1792) :  '  Written  fior  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums/  and  signed  'B.' 

Sharpe  supplied  to  Stenhouse's  HhutratUmt  'the 
original  words  from  a  4to  ms.  Collection  of  Old  Soup' 
in  his  possession : — 

*  The  nine-pint  bicker's  Wh.  off  the  faink, 

And  broken  the  ten-pint  esnuie ; 
The  wife  and  her  kimmer*  mX  dewn  to  drink. 
But  ne'er  a  drap  gae  the  guds  BMHttta. 
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Hie  bairni  thej  a'  net  up  the  erj ; 

"The  deuks  hae  dung  o*er  my  daddy." 
"Thai  '•  no  muokle  matter, "  quo*  the  fudewife, 

"Fot  he  wae  but  a  daidling  body.' 


»> 


The  m.  if  in  the  Hastia  Ck^ection. 

Stanza  i.  Line  4.  « Paidlin  * :— A  weak  action  in  walking, 
an  effect  of  muscular  weakness. 

Stanza  11.  Line  5.  '  Buttered  my  brose '  :—€/.  the  song  For 
A*  Thai  in  The  Merry  Muses :— *  Put  butter  in  my  Donald's 
brose.'    Also,  in  the  same  collection  the  old  song,  Brose  and 

'  O,  gie  my  love  brose,  lasses, 

Gie  my  love  brose  and  butter/  etc. 

Stanza  11.  Line  7.  *  But  downa-do,'  etc, :— This  line  is 
found  in  She  *s  Heved  Me  Out  of  Lauderdale^  a  song  presenred 
in  The  Merry  Muses, 


SHE'S  FAIR  AND  PAUSE 

No.  398  in  Johnson  (Vol.  iv.  1792) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums/  and  signed  'R.'  Included  in 
Thomson  (VoL  i.). 

The  general  allusion  is  to  the  girl  who  jilted  Alex- 
ander Cunningham  (see  Vol.  i.  p.  447^  Prefatory  Note  to 
Anna ;  and  Vol.  ii.  p.  371,  Prefatory  Note  to  To  Aiejpander 
CunrdngJiam). 

The  MS.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 


THE  DEIL'S  AWA  WV  TH'  EXCISEMAN 

No.  399  in  Johnson  (VoL  iv.  1792) :    '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums.' 

A  MS.  corresponding  with  the  text  is  in  Arbroath 
Museum.  A  slightly  different  set  was  published  in  the 
tracts  'printed  for  and  sold  by  Stewart  and  Meikle^' 
and  is  included  in  Stewart's  Fimm  Ascribed,  etc,  (Glasgow 
1801)^  and  in  Stewart's  Edition  (Glasgow  1802)^  where 
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it  is  entitled  Song  \^^ritten  and  Sung  at  a  General  Meeting 
of  the  Excise  Q/Usin  in  Setiiand. 

Cromek^  who  pablldicd  the  time  wt,  mjv  that  '«t  ^ 
meeting  of  hii  brother  Bzeitemen  in  Domfriet,  Buniv 
being  celled  upon  for  e  eong,  headed  theae  venei 
pore  to  the  IVeeidenty  written  on  the  beck  of  e  letter. 
Bums  himielf  alio  atatea  that  he  compoaed  and  aaag 
at  an  Exciae  dinner  in  Domfriea ;  but  Locfcherty  eo  the 
authority  of  Joaeph  TVain^  aArma  that  he  made  it,  27tk 
February  1792^  while  he  waa  waiting  for  a  party  of 
dragoons  to  help  him  to  board  a  smuggler,  which  had 
run  aground  in  the  Solway  Firth. 

In  the  Poetical  Workt  of  Thomoi  Whitteli  (a  Northum- 
brian rhymer,  who  died  at  Cambo  in  February  1796), 
edited  by  William  Robson,  and  printed  from  Whittell's 
manuscript,  Newcastle,  1815,  there  is  this  aong : — 

*  Did  you  not  hear  of  a  new  found  danoe 

Th&t  lately  wm  devii'd  on. 
And  how  the  devil  wm  tirM  out 

With  danoing  with  an  exdsemant 
He  toes,  he  tripe,  he  ikipe,  he  leapi^ 

As  if  he  would  bmiie  hii  thighs,  man  ; 
Sometimes  the  devil  made  the  better  danee, 

And  sometimes  the  exciseman,'  ete. 

Some  of  Whittell's  songs  are  said  to  have  been  popular 

in  the  country  districts  before  their  publicatioii  from 

his  manuscript,  and  it  is  possible  that  Bums  got  a  copy 

of  this  one  during  his  tour  in  Northumberland  in  1787. 

A  suggestion  may  also  have  come  to  him  from  the  old 

rhjrme.  Some  Say  the  Deil'e  Dead,  which  in  the  Herd  mb, 

ends  thus : — 

*And  some  eay  he's  risen,  and  ran 
Awa  wi'  the  Highhmd  hiddia.' 

In  Stewart,  etc..  Stanza  ii.  'Well  mak  our  maut,' «ffM 
fonns  the  chorus,  the  other  chorus  being  lacking. 

Stanza  i.  Lines  3-4  in  Stewart,  etc,  read : — 
*  And  ilA  auld  wife  cry'd  auld  Maboon 
We  wish  you  luck  o'  the  prise,  man.* 


Caboao  (i.«.  Msbeoiet)  n  in  old  name  for  the  D«viL    Cf.    Tm  DEiL'a 
*mmim't  Dmni  efUu  Stvtm  Daadfy  Stmt :—  AWA 

'  ThcD  cried  Mibomi  [or  a  Hidand  Padjanc' 
lia  aeiBe  of  tbi  iobb  u  >  Mi|;hi-nii  village  oi  rlitrhnn     Ifcacf 
M  itfwnw  to  *  bocBpipea  and  tOKIhtpvjt.' 
Staira  ti.  Lmn  t-3  in  Stemm,  tie.,  read  dnu  !~- 

'  W«  H  mak  oar  maoi  oarf  fr«w  oar  drink. 

Wall  tact  and  ling  and  icjoice,  man, 

And  MOKT  f'tuJi  to  the  mciJk  black  dir'f;. ' 

StamSA  HI.  LlNI  I.  'Tfaare't  thieaoaMiMtaaM/lMBiMM 
Mil,' Stewart,  aA.  a.  ■  But  the  ae  beat  dance  iW- cam  to  «Br 
Ml*,'  Siemrt,  ttt. 


THE  LOVELY  LA88  OP  INVERNESS 

lb.  401  in  Johiuoa  (VoL  r.  1796):  'Written  for  tUa 
•ork  b^  BabartBnnia/aad  aigtud'B.' 
The  titla  and  time  are  in  Oawald'a  PotJctt  Comfoi^tn. 
"be  aong  oommemorate*  Cullodan,  leth  April  iru.  In  a 
ate  to  SeeHik  Song*  {]L  12d)CnMaekrMnarka:— 'Buraa'a 
umt  anceeaiful  imitatioB  of  tfaa  old  at^la  aeenia  t»  be  in 
is  Tcreea  entitled  The  LoMlg  Latt  qf  Invtmeu.  He  took 
p  the  idea  from  tit*  firat  lialf  veiee,  whieh  ia  all  that 
ptn*'"*  of  tlie  old  worda,'  ale.  But  Crvmek  aa^  nothing 
a  to  where  tUa  lint  half  rerw  ia  to  be  foani.  A  tang, 
iM  Clatu  An  All  Awag,  contained  in  T%e  Tnu  LoyaUtt 
I770)j  end  repabliahed  io  Ho^'i  Belie*,  b^ins  :— 
'  Lat  mooinful  Britoui  now  diplon 

TIw  hamo'  of  Dnunmoarie  day, 
Onr  hopea  of  freedom  all  are  e'er, 

Tha  obuu  an  all  awa;,  away.' 

rhe  Bume  ia  included  in  Braah  and  Held,  Vol.  iii 
The  M.  ie  in  the  Haatie  Collection. 
Stamza  lit.  LntR  4.  '  That  em  bleat  a  tavtr'i  e'e,'  Johmon. 
VOL.  m.  9,c 


402  NOTES 


A  RED,  RED  ROSE 

No.  402  in  Johnson  (Vol  v.  1796)  :  'Written  forthis  work 
by  Robert  Burns/  mnd  signed  'R.'  To  the  Pre&ee  to 
Vol.  V.  Johnson  added  this  note : — 'The  tongs  in  the  four 
preceding  volumes  marked  B  R  X  and  Z,  and  the  authors' 
names  cannot  be  inserted  in  this  Index,  as  the  Editor  does 
not  know  the  name  of  those  gentlemen  who  have  fiivoured 
the  Public  and  him  with  their  Productions.  There  are  a 
number  marked  B  and  R,  which  the  Editor  is  certain  are 
Bums's  composition.'  The  meaning  of  this  hopeless 
sentence  seems  to  be  that.  Bums  being  dead,  Johnson 
was  unable  to  sign  some  songs,  as  he  didn't  know  who 
their  authors  were,  but  that  as  for  those  signed  B  and  R, 
he  was  sure  they  belonged  to  Bums. 

Had  the  poet  lived,  this  notable  lyric  would  probably 
have  been  signed  '  Z ' :  inasmuch  as  its  every  single 
stanza — exquisite  examples  of  his  art  though  all  four  be— 
is  borrowed.  Mr.  Ebsworth  (Basburghe  BoUad*,  viL  969) 
has  pointed  out  the  resemblance  of  the  first  to  one  in  i 
certain  blackletter.  The  WatUon  Wifh  qf  Cattle  GaU  (Craw- 
ford, Euing,  and  Roxburghe  Collections) : — 

*  Her  oheeki  are  like  the  Boses 
That  bloeaom  fresh  in  June, 
O,  the  'i  like  a  new-ttning  instnuneot 
That  '■  newly  put  in  tone.' 

And  Bums  was  largely  indebted  to  a  predeeeseor  for  each 
of  the  other  three.  According  to  Buchan,  this  was  one 
Lieutenant  H inches ;  but  the  Buchanism  thus  &thered  is 
only  a  sorry  hash  of  some  chap-book  set  They  all  derive 
from  a  blackletter.  The  Unkind  Parents,  or  The  Languith' 
ing  Lamentation  of  Tujo  Loyal  Lovere,  of  which  there  are 
copies  in  the  Osterly  Park  (British  Museum)  and 
Pepys  (Cambridge)  Collections,  and  which  is  of  further 
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(est  in  connexion  with  It  Wa$  A'  Far  Our  IHgkf/U'    a  red,  sed 
f,  tor  which  tee  poit,  p.  432 : —  noet 

*  Now  fare  thee  well  my  Dearest  Dear, 

And  fare  thee  well  awhile, 
Altho' I  go  111  oome  again 
If  I  go  ten  thousand  mOe, 

Dear  Love, 
If  I  go  ten  thonsand  mile. 

'Tea  thonsand  mile  is  fitf,  dear  Love, 

For  you  to  oome  to  me, 
Tet  I  ooold  full  ten  times  more, 

To  hare  thy  oompany,'  tie. 


*  Altho*  I  may  in  deserts  range. 

My  heart  is  linkM  fast ; 
Therefore  my  mind  shall  never  ohange 
So  long  as  life  does  last,'  see. 

*  Momitains  and  rOoks  on  wings  shall  fly 

And  roaring  billows  bom 
Eie  I  will  aet  disloyally  : 
Then  wait  for  my  return,'  eie. 

I  Unkind  ParenU  is  closely  allied  to  another  common 
kletter^  The  SaUor't  Departure  from  Hie  DeareH  Love 
.wlbrd,  Euing,  Pepjrs,  and  Rozburghe  Collections),  of 
ih  the  burden  is : — 

*  Remember  me  on  shore,  as  I  thee  on  the  main. 
So  keep  my  love  in  store  till  I  retam  again ' :~ 

of  which  here  is  a  stanza : — 

'  The  fish  shall  ssem  to  fly, 

The  birds  to  fishes  turn. 
The  sea  be  ever  dry 

And  fire  surcease  to  bom. 
When  I  turn  false  to  thee 

Shall  these  things  oome  to  pass  | 
Bat  that  will  never  be, 

Mcr  TSt  so  ever  was.' 
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D  Setting  a«ide  the  Buehan  rnbtwdi,  w%  haviB  fovnd  thret 
•evend  derivstivM,  and  'li«potiib]b  tluil  Ban*  Idmv  than 
alL  Two  are  in  the  Motherwell  Colleetion  of  ehap-boob. 
One  is  the  firatof'  Six  Ejiccdlent  New  Spnga^'  forming  The 
EmnrffAr  Qariand,  undated^  but  prol)fUy  b^ra  178a— 
[The  ehi^  itMlf  ia  of  eiipe^a}  interert  fir«ai  the  fiuA  ths^ 
in  ink  now  very  much  fiidad  #94  in  a  boyieh  hand,  then 
ia  written  at  the  beginning,  '  Robine  Bamea  aoght  thii 
hoik  and  no  other/  while  at  the  end  there  ia  the  i^gnft- 
ture— now  almoat  obliterated — '  Robert  Bumee ':  bat  it  is 
impoMible  now  to  determine  that  eithef  ioaeiiption  is 
authentic.]— It  ia  entitled  Tk$  Uif§t  Laper't  FM/d 
FramU$  to  kU  Sweetheart  at  hU gcimg  q  long  Jomrmgi— 

*  Altho'  I  go  ft  thcwuand  milai 

I  TOW  thy  lapo  to  tie, 
Altho^  I  |o  ten  thgniMyj  miki 
I'D  oomo  aipUn  to  th«i^  dear  Lonre^ 
111  oome  again  to  thae. 


"Hie  crow  that  ii  m  Uaalc.  dear  Lotb^ 

Shall  ehange  hit  floUonr  White ; 
Before  I  do  prove  hho  to  thaa 
The  Day  ihall  toni  to  Nifl^t,  dear  Love, 
The  Day  ehali  ton  to  m^t 

'The  Day  ihall  tun  to  Nifl^t,  dear  Lore, 
And  the  Boeloi  meh  wUh  ^  flkm, 

Before  that  I  prove  falae  to  tiiee^ 
Before  my  life  be  gone^  dMir  Love^ 
Before  my  Life  ije  fp^' 

The  other  Motherwell  is  No.  iii  of  Spr  EjteeM 
New  Songe,  and  ia  called  The  Tounq  MMe  Farewett  t» 
Eie  Love.  It  begins  somewhat  after  the  manner  of  the 
Buchan  corruption : — 

'Farewel,  my  dearest  Dear, 

No  longer  can  I  sti^; 
For  when  the  Drama  and  trampfta  sound 
Then  we  must  manh  %waj«  agr  dear. 
Then  we  must  miwi^  away.* 


I,   huwBTer,  the  mod  hrtertsthig  sUiua  U  this    i 

'Hie  MM  tbej  ihUl  ran  iij, 
And  reeka  mdt  Into  Mndi ; 
nan  111  lore  jm  ttOl,  my  dear, 
Wha  ftU  Umm  Ukigi  we  dooe '  :— 

<  nmile  in  the  fint  line,  though  found  in  Bnnu,  U 
ind  in  the  othere.  Our  third  origitml  i*  one  of 
Sxullent  New  Songa,'  in  ■  cb»p-baok  in  the  Britiih 
n,  dated  1702,  and  entitled  The  True  Lover't  Far»- 
Bren  if  we  htd  nothing  in  blackletter,  tlM  date 
I — would  miSee  to  abow  that  before  tbe  Bvnn 
ed  in  JohuMHi  there  were  aougt  reMmbting  it  in 
tion :  a  &et  which  Scott  Dtntglas— (who  of  eonrae 
■•thing  of  the  blac^etter  either) — deeUred  in- 
•  of  proof.  This  let  ia  alao  of  pocnliar  intereat 
hi  &ct  that  it*  lint  afauua  rewmblM  more  dumtf 
mj  in  the  other  two  Mnga  the  fint  in  the  blaek- 
>nd  the  fourth  in  the  Bumi  :— 

'  Fan  yaa  wall,  m;  own  troe  lor*. 
And  hn  you  well  for  a  while, 
And  I  will  be  tan  to  ntum  back  asain. 
If  I  go  tan  UuNuand  mile.' 

ver,  it  haa  a  limile  taken  from  the  itan  ('1111  the 
all  from  tbe  ekiea  *)  in  the  place  of  that  other  from 

re  is  further  a  more  corrupt  derivative,  Tkt  Jieo 
^  Lmm-*,  in  The  Northtm  Oarlimd  (Neweaetle) ; 
It  of  all,  in  ^  Aew  JemlefiV  <E^  Ctmvffamnto  (177Z) 
h1  7l«  PoMiwnate  S^mrJ*  PeHtion,  which  read*  like 
npt  or  stall  aet  of  a  more  degmt  original,  and 
ea  theee  lines  : — 

'A  Bhip  It eamtot ba  built,  Lore, 

tfitluMit  the  Bdp  of  a  Tne, 
And  the  verj  Rliit-itana  ih^  meh,  Lore, 


406  NOTES 

And  if  I  prore  labe  to  Uim,  iny  Dev, 

The  Boofai  iluJl  melt  in  the  Son, 
And  the  Fire  ihall  f  reeae  like  lee,  Lore, 

And  the  Be*  ihAllngeMidbani.' 

It  is  a  poor  thing  enough  ;  but  it  helps  to  show  that,  in 
one  form  or  another^  the  idea  of  Bunis's  song  was  in  the 
air  long  before  Bums's  song  was  written. 


AS  I  STXX)D  BY  YON  ROOFLESS  TOWER 

No.  406  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  '  RedtatiTe  Written 
by  Robert  Bums':  signed  'B.'  The  ms.  is  in  the  Hartie 
Collection. 

Currie  printed  a  slightly  different  set  of  this  '  nobk 
ballad'  (Scott  Dougbs)  as  The  VUUm.  We  are  inddvtei 
to  Mr.  W.  R.  Smith,  Cincinnati^  U.S.  A.,  for  a  fragment, 
in  photography :  either  an  early  sketch,  or  the  old  fhg- 
ment  itself  which  suggested  Bums's  chorus.  The  'roof- 
less tower '  was  part  of  the  ruins  of  Uncluden  Abbey, 
situate  at  the  junction  of  the  Cluden  with  the  Nitiu 
See  Vol.  ii.  p.  458^  Prefatory  Note  to  EpiUph  On  ChiMgei 
Grimme. 

The  Chorus  in  the  ms.  fragment  reads  thus : — 

'  Alaasie  fy  ker  iofu,  with  a  sigh  amd  a  grtuu. 

Lamented  ike  lads  beyond  the  flea ; 
In  the  bloidy  wars  they  fa\  and  tke  wives  an  widows  a , 
And  maidens  we  may  live  and  die.' 

Stanza  hi.  in  Curde  reads : — 

'  The  stream  adown  iti  haaelly  path 
Was  rushing  by  the  ruin'd  wa*s 
Tojifin  yon  river  on  ike  Sirmik, 
Whase  distant  roaring-  swells  amdfi^s** 

Instead  of  Stanza  v.,  these  two  appear  in  Cuirie : — 

'  By  keedless  ckance  I  turned  my  eyes. 
And,  fy  tke  meonkeam,  skook  to  see 
A  stem  and  stalwart  ^aisi  arise, 
Attif'd  as  Minstrels  wont  to  he> 
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'  Had  I  statue  been  o  stane 

His  daring  look  had  daunted  me  : 
And  on  his  bonnet  grav'd  was  plain. 
The  sacred  posy-'* '  IJSertie." ' 

O,   AN  YE  WERE  DEAD,  GUIDMAN 

No.  409  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796)  :  Unsigned.  The  m.  is 

in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Revised  mnd  shortened  (by  two  stanzas)  from  tlie  old 

set  in  Herd.     As  regards  this  original : — Bums's  chorus 

differs  very  slightly ;  his  first  stanza  is  almost  identical ; 

his  second  differs  considerably;  only  his  third  is  new. 

Sliarpe  gives  a  'traditional  ending/  vaguely  said  to  he 

*  from  recitation ': — 

'Then  round  about  the  fire  wi*  a  rung  she  ran. 
Then  round  about  the  fire  wi'  a  rung  ihe  ran. 
Then  round  about  the  fire  wi'  a  rung  ghe  ran. 
Saying :— '*  Hand  awa  jour  blue  breeks  frae  me,  gudeman.'* 

But  the  true  prototype  is  no  doubt  the  lost  song  parodied 
in  one  of  the  Gude  and  Godly  Balat*  :— 

'Till  our  gudeman,  till  our  gudeman. 
Keep  faith  and  love  till  our  gudeman ; 
For  our  gudeman  in  Heven  does  reigne 
In  gloir  and  bllM  without  ending,'  etc. 

Stanza  ii.  Lines  3-4  in  the  ms.  read :~ 

'  Your  horns  may  be  a  quarter  long, 
I  wai  they  're  bravely  sprung ,  gudeman,' 

AULD  LANG  SYNE 

No.  413  in  Johnson  (Vol  v.  1796):  signed  'Z/  In- 
eluded  in  Thomson  (Vol.  iL)^  from  a  ms.  in  the  Editor's 
possession. 

Sent  to  Mrs.  Dunlop^  l7th  December  1788: — 'Apropos, 
is  not  the  Scotch  phrase  AuUL  Langtyne  exceedingly 
expressive }  There  is  an  old  song  and  tune  which  has 
often  thrilled  through  my  soul/  etc.  To  Thomson  he 
wrote : — *  One  song  more  and  I  have  done — "  Auld  Lang 
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Sjrne. "    The  air  in  but  mediocre ;  but  the  following  md^ 
— the  old  song  of  the  oldeo  timet,  and  which  has  never 
been  in  prints  nor  even  in  mannieript,  until  I  took  it 
down  from  mn  old  man's  nnging,  if  enough  to  reeoni' 
mend  any  air.'     Thomson   in   ScoUUk   Air$   expressed 
the  opinion  that  Bums  thus  wrote  '  merely  in  a  playful 
humour.'    It  may  also  be  that  the  story  was  a  device 
to  make  sure  that  he  (Thomson)  would  accept  a  piece 
which  the  writer  was  fiur  too  modest  to  describe  as  his 
own  improvement  on  the  earlier  sets,  the  one  pnhliAed 
in  Watson  (1711),  the  other  credited  to  Allan  BasMsy. 
But,  after  all,  it  is  by  no  means  impossible  that  he  mllf 
got  the  germ  of  his  set  as  he  says  he  did.     The  Mmt,  u 
given  in  Watson^  is  in  two  parts : — 

'  Should  old  soqnaintanps  be  forgot 

And  nsrer  Uioaght  npon. 
The  Flsmes  of  Lore  sfrtiyriih^d 

And  freely  past  and  gone? 
Is  thy  kind  Heart  now  grown  so  oold 

In  that  Loving  Breast  of  thine 
That  thou  oan'st  never  onoe  reflect 

On  Old-Iong-iyne?'  He. 

It  is  usually  attributed  to  Francis  Sempill ;  but  the 
broadside  from  which  Watson  got  it,  and  of  which 
there  is  a  copy  (probably  unique)  in  the  I^aing  Collsction 
at  Dalmeny^  is  headed  thus  :  '  An  Excellent  and  proper 
new  ballad^  entitled  Old  Long  Syne,  Newly  corrected 
and  amended,  with  a  large  and  new  edition  of  seversl 
excellent  love  lines.'  The  title  is  important,  as  indicat- 
ing the  existence  of  an  older  set ;  and  that  Bums  either 
knew  the  set,  or  had  seen  this  said  broadside,  is  desr, 
since,  instead  of  the  mere  refrain  of  '  old  long-ayn^'  ss 
in  Watson,  it  has  this  burden  : — 

'  On  old  long  ■3me, 
On  old  long  lyne,  my  jo, 
On  old  long  uyaa  : 
That  thou  oanat  never  onee  refleet 
On  old  long  syne.' 
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Ilie  Bamti^  denvstive  alao  takes  the  form  of  a  love>  mju} 
mmg,  m  which  a  Udj,  by  way  of  greeting  her  hero  newly  lano 
heme  from  the  wars,  inquires : — 

'  Should  old  soiiiuiiBtMMe  be  f  otgot 
Though  thej  return  with  eosn  ?  * : — 

and,  concluding  that  they  shouldn't,  goes  on  to  cry  :— 

*  Welcome,  my  Varo,  to  my  breast, 

Thy  arms  about  me  twine ; 
And  make  me  onee  again  as  bleet 
As  I  was  lang  syne.' 

After  divers  reflections,  which  attest  her  acquaintance 
with  poets  and  'politic  authors,'  she  concludes  her  in- 
caulBliou  thus  irresistibly : — 

'  O'er  moor  and  dale  with  your  gay  friend 

Ton  may  punnie  the  ehase, 
And  after  a  Uythe  bottls  end 

All  carei  in  my  embcaoe. 
And  in  a  Taeaat  rslny  day 

Ton  ahall  be  wholly  mine ; 
Well  make  the  hours  run  smooth  awsy 

Ajid  laugh  at  lang  syne.' 

The  hero,  perceiving  that  her  intentions  are  strictly 
honoorable,  assents ;  and  the  piece  concludee  with  a  wed- 
ding in  the  wigmaking  poet's  best  full-bottom  style. 

Two  anti-Union  ballads  (1707),  to  the  tune  of  OU  Lang 
Bgne,  are  in  the  Roxburghe  Collection.  One  is  a  parody 
sf  the  earlier  set: — 

*  Shall  Monarehy  be  quite  forgot, 

And  ol  it  no  more  heard? 
Antkinity  be  raskl  out 

And  slav'ry  put  in  stead  ? 
Is  Sootsmen's  blood  now  grown  so  oold. 

The  valour  of  their  mind, 
That  they  csn  never  onee  refleet 

On  old  long  sine?' 

The  other,  0  Caledan,  0  CakdM,  which  Mr.  Ehswerth 
legavde  ae  unique,  is  in  the  Laing  Collection  as  welL    It 
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WM  known  to  (reorge  Lockhart  (1673-1731)^  and  was 

published  in   Tke  LockhaH  Papert  (1817).      There  is, 

betid esy  a  Jacobite  ballad  on  simOar  linee  (and  slightlf 

Bacchanalian,  like  the  Bums  set),  in  The  True  Loyalitt 

(1779)  :~ 

*  Should  old  gay  mirth  and  ohoerf ulnev 
Be  daahed  for  evermore  ? '  eU. 

Scott  Douglas  mentions  a  parody  by  Bums : — 

'  Should  auld  aoquamtanoe  be  f oigot 

And  never  thought  np(m  T 
Let  'b  hae  a  waught  o'  Malaga 
For  auld  lang  syne.' 

In  the  Thomson  version — ms.  at  Brechin  CMtle— 
Stanza  ii.  of  our  text,  and  Johnson's,  comes  last. 

Chorus.  Line  z.  Thomson  inserted  '  tayjc '  for  '  my  dear.' 
3.  *  A  cup ' : — Some  sing  '  kiss  *  in  place  ojf  *  cup  *  (Note  in 
Johnson,  probably  by  R.  B. ). 

Stanza  i.  Link  4.  '  And  days  0*  lang  syne/  Thomson  ms. 

Stanza  v.  Link  5.  *  Guid-willie  waught': — ^Thcrc  has  been 
some  unnecessary  discussion  as  to  the  meaning  of  this  phrase. 
It  is  of  course  analogous  to  that  of  '  cup  of  kindness  *  in  the 
Chorus.  The  accent  of  the  later  and  more  popular  tune  (which 
is  by  Shield),  is  probably  responsible  for  a  fxwnmnn  (but  fatooos) 
reading  : — *  A  richt,  guid  willie-waught.' 

LOUIS,  VVHAT  RECK  I  BY  THEE 

No.  414  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums,'  and  signed  '  R.' 

Probably  made  soon  after  his  marriage,  and  certainly 
before  the  Revolution  of  1705. 

HAD  I  THE  WYTE? 

No.  415  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  Signed*  Z.'    The  ms. 
is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

The  air^  which  in  Oswald's  Pocket  Companion  is  de- 
scribed as  Had  I  the  Wyte,  She  Bad  Me,  was  first  known 
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«•  C9me  Ki$9  with  Me,   (kme  (3ap  wUh  Me.     Bunu's  had  i  the 
origiiud  was  eertainly  a  fragment  in  the  Herd  mm,  : —  wvtb 

'Had  I  the  wyte?  had  I  the  wjrte? 

Had  I  the  wyte?  she  had  me ; 
And  ay  ehe  gae  me  eheeae  and  bread 
To  kiM  me  when  ihe  had  me. 

*  For  she  wae  itewart  in  the  house. 

And  I  wae  footman  ladle ; 
And  a  J  ehe  gave  me  oheeee  and  bread 
To  kiM  me  when  she  had  me.' 

Another  set  in  The  Merry  Mueee  is  described  by  Scott 
Douglas,  in  a  MS.  note,  'as  old,  with  retouches '  (<.e.  by 
Bums).  But  Scott  Douglas  was  guided  by  probabilities 
alone ;  and  the  Merry  Mueee  set  is  so  completely  finished 
and  so  full  of  circumstance  as  to  read  like  a  derivative 
from  this  same  fragment.     Thus  it  runs : — 

*HadIthe  wyte?    Had  I  the  wyte? 

Had  I  the  wyte?    She  bad  me, 
For  the  wae  etewart  in  the  house. 

And  I  was  fltman  Uddie ; 
An'  when  I  wadna  do 't  again 

A  ailly  oow  ihe  oa'd  me»'  etc. 

The  inference,  in  fact,  is  irresistible :  that  the  fragment 
in  the  Herd  ms.  suggested  two  songs  to  Bums :  one  fbr 
publication,  the  other — no^. 

Stanza  iv.  Link  8.  '  Wanton  Willie ':— Hamilton  of  Gil- 
botfield  sometimes  so  signed  himself ;  but  there  is  a  certain 
'Wanton  ^^lie'  referred  to  in  the  P^ems  of  Alexander  Tait 
(1790).  As  Tait  made  both  Bums  and  SilUur  subjects  of  ids 
satire,  it  may  be  that  Bums  here  refers  to  the  same  *  "V^nUie,* 
whoeiei  he  may  have  been, 

COMIN  THRO*  THE  RYE 

No.  417  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  '  Written  for  this 
woric  by  Robert  Bums,'  and  signed  'B.'  It  is  also 
mariced   'first  sett':   a  'second   sett'   (anonymous;  a 
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purodj  of  the  first)  being  iprea  on  the  other  side  of  the 
lEleafl 

A  song  in  a  London  pantomime — the  music  adapted 
'  by  J.  Sanderson^  the  words  by  Mr.  Cross  '—entered  in 
Stationers'  Hall,  29th  June  1796,  begins  thus  :— 

'  If  a  body  meet  a  body 

Qoiog  to  the  fare ; 
IfabedykftMabody 
Need  a  body  care.' 

In  XoteM  and  Queries,  Sth  Series,  VoL  r,,  p.  116,  Chappell 
holds  this  to  be  the  original  of  the  Bums.  But  Bums 
died  some  three  weeks  after  the  pantomime  verses  were 
^  entered ' :  so  that,  for  one  thing,  he  could  not  poasibiy 
have  known  them,  and  for  another,  if  Chappell's  argu- 
ment held  good,  Johnson,  in  ascribing  the  Jihieemm  set 
to  Bums,  would  have  groasly  swindled  hk  patrons  at  the 
same  time  that  he  seriously  wronged  his  poet  Also  divers 
fragments — not  producible  in  this  place— exist  in  Bums'i 
handwriting ;  and  a  set — ('  old,'  says  Scott  I>ouglas,  no 
doubt  without  direct  evidence,  in  a  mb.  note,  'with 
Bums's  revision') — ^is  preserved  in  The  Merry  Mutef. 
The  set  in  the  Museum  only  differs  from  it  in  the  change 
of  a  word  here  and  there,  the  suppressioii  of  certain 
stanaas,  and  the  substitution  of  a  chorus  which  can  be 
sung  in  drawing-rooms  for  a  chorus  which  cannot.  8t^n- 
house  notes  that  the  '  first  sett '  was  published  aa  a  'single 
sheet  song  before  it  was  copied  into  the  Mueeum';  but 
gives,  as  is  his  wont,  no  further  details.  In  any  case, 
Comin  thro'  the  R^e  is  related  to  a  song.  The  Boh4mtd 
Lois,  privately  printed  in  Ane  Pleaeant  Qarkumd  ^Smmt 
scented  Flowers  (1835) — for  a  copy  of  tiie  boc^  we  are 
indebted  to  Dr.  Fumivall,  London — from  a  ms.  in  the 
Advocates'  Library,  Edinbuzgh.  It  ia  there  included  in 
'  A  Collection  of  Poems  chiefly  made  in  the  earlier  part 
of  the  last  Century,  found  among  the  papete  of  llumy 
of    Stanhope    in    Heriot's    Ho^itaL'     Here    are  t«N» 
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*  On  Wndujgjpy  in  the  iltwpoaa  GOMIN 

Itpgk%«a0cii»tk«fl«]d^  thio'the 

It  mm  to  bring  my  oonr^e  down. 

And  itm  I  wM  f  oroed  to  yield. 
7^  ttot  I  »«l  wHb  »  bQb-tia'4  kis, 

A»  I  ilMPld  lukv«  pmmmI  bar  by ; 
And  I  kint^y  took  bor  by  Uo  bAodi, 

AjmI  I M  ber  into  the  Sye. 

'Her  pettiooftt  that  the  h*d  on 

Wm  made  of  the  bbuiket  bine ; 
Henmoek  WM  M  bla^  M  dinioool. 

Believe  me  ae  thii  wm  true ; 
Bat  tempting  words  will  tempt  yomig  bird* 

nat  from  the  nett  do  fly, 
And  111  nerer  believe  this  the  flnt  time 

That  the  had  been  oao^t  in  the  Bye.' 


YOUNG  JAMIE 

No.  4^0  an  JohiiMm  (VoL  ▼.  1706) :  Unrignad.  Th«  m 
is  in  the  Haatia  Collection. 

Its  fint  two  linea  reoemble  those  of  Young  ThfrHi  in 
The  LaHc  (1740)  :— 

'Toong  Thynia,  onoe  the  jollieit  twain 
That  erar  oharm'd  the  liit^ning  phUn.' 

But  th«t  youth  (whose  motto  was  'Taime  fa/t^/^*),  though, 
like  Bunis's  hero^  he  'roved  through  a'  the  laaaes,'  re- 
midned  himself  unconquered. 

Stanza  ii.  Line  a.  *He  wtauUrs  'mang  the  woods  and 
brieis,'  deleted  reading  in  MS. 

OUT  OVER  THE  FORTH 

No.  421  in  Johnson  (Vol  v.  1796) :  Unsigned.  The  m 
is  in  the  Hsstie  Collection. 

'How  do  you  like  this  thought  in  a  baUad  which  I 
hgvf  just  now  on  the  ti^is:  ^'Ilook  to  the  west"?'  ote. 
(R.  B.  to  Alexander  Cunningham,  12th  Mareh  1791). 
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Jt  For  all  the  diffiBrence  in  lentiment  and  ityle,  the 
'  thought '  may  verj  well  have  been  suggested  by  a  frig- 
ment  in  the  Herd  us. : — 


'O  wh«Q  I  look  etft  mj  baart  ii  Mir, 
But  whon  I  look  wwt  it*t  mair  and  mair ; 
For  than  I  mo  Um  bran  of  Tamnr, 
And  there  I  loot  for  ay  mj  marrow.* 


WANTONNESS  FOR  EVERMAIR 

No.  422  in  Johnson :  Unsigned. 

The  title  is  quoted  in  the  Amwen  to  Sooiek  Preibgi$rim 
Eloquence  DUplayed;  but  we  have  found  no  other  let 
than  that  in  the  if  ussicm.  For  the  rest,  the  triolet  is  not 
uncommon  in  old  Scots  verse ;  and  Wantoimue  Fer  Emh 
mair,  as  passed  through  Bums,  has  an  odd  look  of  t 
triolet— once  upon  a  time — which  has  been  vicdently 
carried  away  from  the  grace  of  its  first  state  by  a  ravislier 
who  knew  nothing  of  the  form. 


CHARUE,  HE'S  MY  DARLING 

No.  428  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  Unsigned.  The  lo., 
a  superb  example,  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection« 

The  song  was  probably  suggested  by  some  Jaeohite 
fragment    There  is  another  set  by  Lady  Naime. 

Stanza  hi.   In  the  ballad  of  Burd  ElUn  there  is  a  similir 

stanza  :— 

'  When  he  cam'  to  the  porter's  j^\ 

He  tirled  at  the  pin ; 
And  wha  sae  ready  as  the  bauld  porter 
To  open  and  let  him  in  ? ' 

But  these  versions  were  taken  down  from  redtatioo  after  the 
publication  of  the  song ;  and  the  stanta  does  not  appesr  in  the 
original  ChiUU  Waters,  LiNB  2.  'Tlrl'd  at  the  pin'- 
sounded  the  '  rasping-pin/  which  was  a  notdied  rod  of  irooi 
with  a  ring  attached. 


THE  LASS  O'   ECCLEFECHAN 

D.  450  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  Unsigned.  The  ms. 
in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

*  During  the  Poet's  first  visit  to  Annandale/  says  Cun- 
ngham  (informed^  it  may  be^  merely  by  his  beautiful 
laginatiou)^  '  an  old  song  called  The  Lass  of  Ecck/echan 
IS  sung  to  him^  with  which  he  was  so  amused  that  he 
>ted  it  down^  and^  at  a  leisure  moment,  rendered  the 
oguage  more  delicate  and  the  sentiments  less  warm, 
id  sent  it  to  The  Musical  Museum.*  In  effect,  a  capital 
t  is  preserved  in  The  Merry  Muses ;  and  if  Burns  got  it 
Cunningham  says  he  did,  which  is  hard  to  believe — 
len  only  the  last  five  lines  of  Stanza  i.  in  the  text 
»long  to  him. 

As  for  Ecclefechan — the  Entepfuhl  of  Sartor  Resartus 
-Bums,  in  the  course  of  his  ^  duty  as  supervisor/  was 
icustomed  to  ^visit  this  unfortunate  wicked  little  village/ 
id  slept  in  it  on  7th  February  1795  (R,  B.  to  Thomson), 
K)ut  two  months  after  the  birth  of  Thomas  Carlyle.  It 
as  long  a  favourite  resort  of  such  vagabonds  as  are 
ctured  in  The  Jolly  Beggars  :  which  may — or  may  not — 
'.count  in  some  measure  for  Carlyle's  affection  for  that 
Imirable  piece.  Thus,  in  The  Trogger,  a  ballad  in  The 
'erry  Muses,  which  may  very  well  be  from  Burns,  the 
*ro  and  heroine,  their  business  done,  proceed  to 

*  Tak  the  gate. 
An'  in  by  Ecclefechan, 
Where  the  brandy  stoup  we  gart  it  cHnk, 
An'  the  strong  beer  ream  the  quaich  in.' 

Stanza  i.  Line  4.  *  Quarter  basin  ' :— For  holding  meal.  C/, 
e  song,  Woci'd  and  Married  and  A*: — *  Ye  'II  hae  little  to  put 
the  bassie.'  6.  *A  heich  house  and  a  laich  ane'=a  house 
th  a  porch,  or  it   may  be  pantry,    attached.      C/.  the   old 

ng;— 

•  He  keepit  ay  a  gude  kale-yaird, 

A  ha'  house  and  a  pantry.' 


416  NOTES 

Stanza  ii.   Linb  x.   'Ludcy  Lai^':— For  *  Lucky/ tee 
VoL  U.  p.  3649  Note  to  7b  Mt^  Logans  Stsnta  xiiL  line} 
If  5  '  I  tint  my  whittle  and  my  sang '  i^-Cf.  I  R§d%  Vm  Bimart, 
iic.f  Stana  11.  Lines  3-4  :— 

'  The'  mnsic  be  pleatore,  in  music  take  measnre. 
Or  ye  may  want  wind  in  yonr  whistle,  young  man '  :— 

in  Thi  Meny  Musis, 

THE  COOPER  O'  CUDDY 

No.  431  in  Johnson  (V^.  v.  1796) :  Unrigned.  In  the 
m.  (Hattie  Collection)  Brnma  direeta  it  to  be  aung  to  the 
tone,  Bab  ol  the  Bmotter,  which  he  atatea  '  ia  to  be  net 
witB  overywnetw. 

A  aety  with  some  few  diiferencea^  called  (Mdy  the 
Cooper,  is  in  The  Merry  Mueee. 

FOR  THE  SAKE  O  SOICEBODY 

No.  486  in  JohnMm  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Buma/  and  aigned  '  B.'  The  M.  is  in 
the  Haatie  Collection. 

It  18  evident  that  the  idea  of  thia  channiiig  lyrie  ohm 
to   Buma   through  Allan  Ramaay  and  The  Tm^Tdk 

Miiceiiany : — 

'  For  the  sake  o*  Somebody, 
For  the  sake  o*  Somebody, 
I  ooold  wake  a  winter  nifl^t 
For  the  seke  o*  Somebody.' 

This  set  is  probably  related  to  an  Rnglu^  blackletter 
mentioned  by  Ritson  in  his  SeotUik  &m0e  (1794) :— 

'O,  when  shall  I  be  mairied?-- 

Hogh,  be  married !— 
My  beauty  begins  to  decay, 
Tis  time  to  find  out  somebody — 

Hogh,  somebody ! — 
Before  it  is  quite  gone  away ' : — 

which  is  also  the  original  of  Mp  Father  has  Forty  Good 
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aUflS^ IB  Johiwon  (Na  463).    Afain, 'Somebody' was,   for  thx 
«f  coQiwB,  a  fitYourita  penonage  in  Jaeobita  aong.  sake  o' 

Stanza  i.   Line  x.   'j4mi  dare  na  teU,'  ms.     ^  'Buil  ^ouebody 
could  wake  a  winter  night/  MS.    4.  '  For  a  i%4/  o'  somebody,' 

MS. 

THE  CARDIN  OT 

Na.  437  in  Johnson  (VoL  v.  1796):  Signed  'Z.*    The 
m.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 
Sn^Qgested,  perliape^  by  Alexander  Ross's : — 

'lli«re  WM  a  wffle  had  a  w«e  pidde  tow, 
And  ihe  wad  gae  try  the  ipixming  o't.' 

and  the  rhythmus  seems  modelled  on  that  of  The  Bridal 
Ctt  by  the  same  author  : — 

'  For  yesternight,  nae  f arder  gane. 

The  backhoQie  at  the  side  wa'  o't, 
He  there  wi'  Meg  wis  mirden  seen — 
I  hope  well  hae  a  bridal  o't  I* 

Stanza  i.  Line  4.  '  Haslock  woo' ' :— Fine  wool  from  the 
neck  of  the  sheep. 

Stanza  ii.  Line  x.  •  Lyart  gray  * :— Here  •  hoary  gray.' 
Cf,  Henryson's  Resstmmng  Betwen  Age  and  Youth^  line  ll, 
'  Lyart  lokkis  hoir/  and  Sir  Richard  Maitland's  Folye  of  an 
Auld  MoMy  'Quhan  that  his  hair  is  tumit  lyart  gray.' 
'  Lyart/  though,  like  the  Old  EngUsh  '  lyaid '  (Latin  Liardm, 
Ital.  Liordoy  Old  Fr.  Ltati),  it  originally s' gray/  and  was 
also,  like  the  English  *lyard,'  used  as  a  general  nickname 
for  a  gray  horse*  gradually  came,  as  in  the  preceding  enmples, 
to  signify  the  peculiar  discoloration  caused  by  age  and  deeayt 
Thus  also*  in  the  ballad  of/amis  Tilfir :— 

'  The  Dinlay  snaw  was  ne^er  mair  white 
Nor  the  1^^  k)ckes  of  Harden's  ^^  '* 


and  in  Dunbar's  Peiitiou : — '  In  lyart  changed  is  his  hue  *: — 
the  meaning  really  is  that  the  '  gray  horse '  [whose  '  mane  is 
turned  into  quhyt']  is  no  longer  'gray.'  The  most  striking 
example  of  this  use  is  probably  that  in  Tii  JoUy  Beggars 

VOL.  nr.  2d 
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VoL  iL  p.  I),  *Lyart  leaves,'  where  'lywrt'  dearly-'old,' 
*fkded/ or '  withered.'  QT.,  too,  *  Lyait  Time,'  in  Fagofloo'i 
OtU  U  thi  Be4. 

THREE  TRUE  QUID  FELLOWS 

No.  442  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  Unsigned. 

The  tune  with  this  title  forming  the  choms  is  in  BIac- 
gihbon's  Fint  CoUdction  qfScoU  Tunsi.  The  stansa  follow- 
ing was^  says  Stenhouse,  'hastily  penned  by  Burns  at  the 
request  of  the  publisher^'  to  enable  him  to  include  it 

Stanza  ii.  Line  a.  *  But  or  night  U  Jmth*  misprint  m 
Johnson. 

SAE  FLAXEN  WERE  HER  RINGLETS 

No.  447  in  Johnson  (VoL  v.  1796):  'Written  for  thii 

work  by  Robert  Bums^'  and  signed  '  B. '    Indnded  also  in 

Thomson^  VoL  iv. 

'Do  you   know^  my  dear   sir^  a   blackgoard   Irish 

song  called  Oonagh's  Water/all}  .  •  •  Our  friend  Cuo- 

ningham  sings  it  delightfully.     The  idr  is  charming, 

and  I  have  often  regretted  the  want  of  decent  verses  to 

it     It  is  too  much^  at  least  for  my  humble,  roatic  mme, 

to  expect  that  every  effort  of  hers  must  have  merit;  still 

I  think  that  it  is  better  to  have  medioere  verses  to  a 

favourite  air^  than  none  at  all.     On  this  principle  I  hsTO 

all  along  proceeded  in  the  Soots  Murioal  Mtueum ;  and, 

as  that  publication  is  at  its  last  volume,  I  intend  the 

following  song^  to  the  air  above-mentioned,  for  thit 

work'  (R.  B  to  Thomson,  September  1794).    In  eiect, 

even  to  the  use  of  a  refrain,  the  stansi  of  She  Safi  She 

Loes  Me — at  first  glance  reminiscent  of  The  Cherry  and 

the  Slae—w  exactly  modelled  on  that  of  (kmagh't  Water- 

faU  :— 

'  Sweet  Oonagh  was  the  tightesti 

GenteeleBt  of  the  village  dames : 

Her  eyes  they  were  the  brighteei 

That  e'er  set  youthful  hearts  in  flames. 


B«r  lorar,  to  mon  bar, 

By  trmtj  art  in  -nin  tmi^ti : 
In  dltt;,  for  [dtf , 

Thli  hntlj  mjjd,  be  often  prtjtd. 
Bat  iha,  portne,  hii  mit  denied — 

8I7  Dwfay,  being  cnnced  at  thlj, 
BnoVd,  whsn  next  they  met,  to  lelie 

ThelwA:,'  tte, 

1  decided  to  accept  the  »oag.  For  Chloi 
M  fott,  p.  482,  Pre&tarr  Note  to  LiutU  Wf  the  U 
■lite  £oeft«.  The  copy  sent  to  JobiuoD — ua.  (B) — is 
tbe  Haatie  Collection,  and  that  tent  to  Thomtoi 
M.  (A)-«t  Brechin  Cartle. 

Stanza  I.  Link  4.  'Twa  laughing  ecn  o'  Imulf  bli 
m.  (A).     10.  '  When  (irat  irr  bonic  face  I  saw,'  us.  (B). 

Stanea  II.  LiNis  9-13  wne  iiuciibed  on  a  window-pant 
(he  Globe  taTcni,  Domfriei,  now  in  the  poueanon  of  Mr.  Willi 
Nebon, EdiDboigh.  11. 'Andi/iUmjChloris' deateit  char 
MS.  (A);  'A(/'for'And,'Globe inscription. 
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>  The  Mt  referred  to  ie  tlwl  in  WUmi  MMk,  1700;  Imt 
■  StenhouM  quotei  two  t/tmam  of  anothor  of  whidi-4e 
9tLju — it  is  a  corruption : — 

'  Th«ro  WM  ft  Iam  dwelt  in  the  iMfftli» 

A  booia  IftM  of  hin^h  de^TM  I 
There  wis  ft  Iam  whoee  nftme  wm  Nel^ 

A  bl  jther  laa  70a  ne'er  did  eeew 
O,  the  bed  to  me,  the  bed  to  me, 

The  IftM  that  mftde  the  bed  to  ma^ 
Bljthe  and  bonie  and  fair  mm  ehe^ 

The  IftM  that  made  tha  bed  la  BM.' 

Not  content  with  either  CromdE  [or  Bnroa]  or  StanhooM^ 
Peter  Buchan  is  (as  ever)  to  the  fore,  in  MotherwelTi 
Edition,  with  a  version  deecribed  as  '  the  originai  song, 
which  I  am  proud  of  being  able  to  tubmit  to  ike  nedan 
of  Bums ' : — 

*  The  night  it  wfts  baith  eanld  and  wel» 

As  I  WIS  ooming  owre  the  Um^ 
When  there  I  met  wi'  a  bonie  youag  hM^ 
Who  said  the  'd  make  up  a  bed  for  me. 

0  the  bed  for  me,  O  the  bed  for  me. 
The  laa  that  made  the  bed  ta  ma, 

1  might  hae  lien  npo'  the  lea 

Gin  the  bonie  laerie  hadna  made  a  bed  for  me.' 

But  in  any  case  the  oldest  printed  set  is  an  unique  black- 
letter  in  the  Pepys  Collection  entitled  Oumberland  Xethfi 
or  the  North  Country  LoverM : — 

'There  wis  a  Len  in  Cumberland, 

A  bonny  laas  of  high  degree ; 
There  wss  a  Laaa,  her  name  wss  Nell, 

The  blithest  Lass  that  ere  yoa  sea 
Oh  to  bed  to  me,  to  bed  to  me, 

The  leas  that  oomes  to  bed  to  me ; 
How  blith  and  bonny  may  she  be. 

The  laas  that  oomes  to  bed  with  me,'  elc 

It  is  to  the  tune  of  The  Loss  thai  Made  the  Bed  to  Me, 
so  that  there  was  probably  an  earlier  ballad,  either  • 
playhouse  ditty,  as  Mr.  Ebsworth  sapposea  {Roximrghe 
IhiUadt,  vii.  404),  or  an  older  folkHMmg. 


no  TBS  Ml 


To  the  mme  tune  wm  published  also^  in  blackletter^    the  lass 
CumbtrUmd  Laddjfy  er  WiO^  amd  NeUjf  qf  the  North ;  that  made 
and  to  the  tone  of  There  Woe  a  Laee  in  Oumberkmd    the  bed 
was  published  in  blecklettor  The  Northern  Ledd,  or  tiks 
Fair  liakte  Choice,  Who  Refueed  AU  for  «  Phughtmn 
(Huth,  Pqpys^  and  Rozburghe  Collections). 

Stenhouse  printed  a  garbled  set  of  the  Bums  song^ 
and  said^  further,  that  it  contained  the  *  last  alterations 
and  corrections  of  the  bard.'  His  impudent  falsificatioo 
was  accepted  by  Chambers.  A  set,  with  some  intere^ng 
variations,  was  published  in  the  Stewart  and  MeiUa 
Tracts,  und  was  included  in  Stewart's  Foeme  49erihed 
to  Bebert  Bume  (Glaigow  1801).  In  later  issues  of  the 
trscts  and  in  Stewart's  Edition  (Glasgow  1802)  are  maiqr 
readings  from  the  Johnson  set 

Boms's  us.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 


Stanza  i.  Lines  z-4  in  Stewart  read  thus : — 

'  When  January  winds  wtrt  blawimg  canld 

As  to  the  Borth  I  beni  my  way, 
The  darksoms  night  did  me  enfanld 
I  Aend  na  where  to  kxige  till  day.' 

^  '  By  my  ^ood  luck  a  Uus  I  met,'  Stewart. 

Stanza  ii.  Line  x.  'I  bow*d  fu'  low  U  this  sam*  maid, 
Stewart    3.  '  I  bow'd  fu'  low  tc  tkisfeir  maid, '  Stewart. 

Stanza  hi.  Links  7-8  in  Stewart  read : — 

'  SyH€  to  salute  her  wi'  a  kiss 

I  Jiang  my  arms  about  her  neck.' 

Stanza  V.  The  quatrains  aie  transposed  ia  Stewart  LnvEtf* 
*  The  lassie  wistna  what  to  say/  deleted  reading  ia  the  MS. 
Sta|«za  VI.  Lines  3-4  in  Stewart  read  ;— 

'  But  ay  she  sigh'd  and  crj^d,  "  Alas, 
Alas,  young  man,  ye  've  niin'd  me." ' 

5.   '  I  look'd  her  in  her  bonny  faci^'  SUwart    7.  '  And  said, 
swut  lassie  dinna  cry,'  Stewart, 

Stanza  vii.  Lines  5  and  6  are  transposed  in  Stewart    7. 
'  I  'U  rue ti  forsake  till  the  day  I  die, '  Stewart 
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8A£  FAR  AWA 

Na  449  iu  JohiiMn  (VoL  v.  1796):  'Written  fSor  tbk 
work  by  Robert  Bums/  and  signed  'B.'  Tlie  m.  if  in 
the  Hastie  Collection. 


THE  REEL  O*  STUMPIE 

No.  457  in  Johnson  (VoL  v.  1796) :  Unsigned. 

A  set  of  the  old  song^  The  Reel  qf  Shunpie,  described 
(Soott  Douglas,  in  MS. )  as  'Old — with  revision/  is  preterfed 
in  The  Merry  Mueee.  The  fragment  in  Johnson  is  simplj 
the  first  stanza  and  the  chorus  of  that  set  trsn^oied. 
It  is  like  enough  that  Scott  Douglas,  as  usual,  did  but 
mean  to  express  an  opinion ;  and  it  is  certain  that,  in 
a  Note  to  This  2r  No  Mjf  Ain  Sotue  (InterleaTed  Cof]r)i 
Bums  quotes  this  as  old  : — 

*This  ii  no  my  ain  wean. 
My  ain  wean,  my  ain  wean, 
Thii  ii  no  my  ain  wean, 

I  ken  by  the  greetie  o't. 
I  *]1  tak  the  onrohie  aflf  my  head, 
Aff  my  head,  aff  my  head, 
1 11  tak  the  eorehie  aff  my  head. 

And  rowH  aboot  the  feetie  o't' 

But  his  exact  share  iu  The  Reel  qf  Stumpie — which,  tf 
printed  in  The  Merry  Mueee,  is  three  stansas  long— is  not 
now  to  be  determincNd.  For  the  rest,  the  '  Reel  of  Stumpie' 
is,  like  the  *  Bob  of  Dumblane '  and  the  'Reel  of  Bogie,' 
a  piece  of  Scots  venereal  slang. 

Chambers  (ScoUieh  Songs,  1829)  and,  following  hin, 
Scott  Douglas  ('Kilmarnock'  Bvme,  ii.  24)  oredit  a  set 
to  William  Creech ; — 

*  Wap  and  rowe,  wi^p  snd  rowe, 
Wap  and  rowe  the  feetie  o't ! 
To  nurae  a  wean 's  a  weary  job 
I  douna  bide  the  greetie  o*t.' 
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Bat  there  k  no  evidence  that  Creech  acknowledged  it,  tiub  rkbl 
and  it  is  not  included  in  his  FufUwe  Piecei  (1816).  o'lTUMPlB 
Hogg  (6. 1770)  Micrta,  without  any  reference  to  Creech, 
that  a  similar  let  was  an  old  Border  song,  which  he  had 
known  all  liia  life  long.  Hogg^s  set  differs  hut  a  my 
little  from  a  'New  Song'  in  a  chap,  puhlished  1^ 
'J.  Morren,  Edinburgh,  1790 '  :^ 

'Wsll  hap  snd rowe,  hap  snd  rowe, 

Hsp  snd  rowe  the  f ectie  o't 
It's  ft  wee  bit  weftiy  thini^ 
I  downa  Ude  the  greetie  o't' 

And  the  Chambers  and  Scott  Douglas  set — ^whether 
Creech's  or  not— is  later  than  this,  and  is  corrupted  from 
it^  It  is  to  note  that  the  equivocal  phrase  occurs  in 
none  of  the  three. 

Stakza  ji.  Linb  a.  *BiUde  mantie ' :— * Manty '  (from  Fr. 
muutUam)  is  Scots  for  a  gown,  and  *  Mantymaker '  Scoti  for 
dreflsmakcr.  This  seems  to  be  the  meaning  here,  unless  the 
woid  be  related  to  *  mantic '( s  prophetic),  and  the  meaning  be 
that  she  told  ibrtmiet. 

I'LL  AY  CA'  IN  BY  YON  TOWN 

No.  458  in  Johnson  (Vol  v.  1796)  :  Unsigned.  The  us. 
is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

'This  tune  is  evidently  the  old  air  We'U  Gang  Nae 
Mair  to  Yen  Town,  and  I  suspect  is  not  the  best  set  of 
the  air ;  but  in  Bowes  and  other  collecticna  the  old  tune 
is  to  be  found,  and  you  can  correct  this  by  these  other 
copies'  (R.  B.  to  Johnson  in  the  Hastie  us.).  The  old 
ballad,  according  to  Stenhouse,  begins : — 

*I 'U  gang  nae  mair  to  yon  town, 

O,  never  a'  my  life  again ; 
1 11  ne'er  gae  baek  to  yon  town 

T6  aeek  anither  wife  sgain.' 

*  Town '  in  Scots  is  commonly  applied  to  a  set  of  fiurm- 
boildings. 
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O,  WAT  YE  WHA'S  IN  YON  TOWN 

Altsric ATivB  venes  to  No.  458  hi  Johnwm  (VoL  ▼.  17961)) 
to  the  tune  We'UOangNae  Mairto  VonToum:  'Writta 
for  thk  work  bj  Robert  Bums^'  and  signed  '  B.'  Incivded 
in  lliomson's  Scottish  Airs,  VoL  ii 

Begun  at  Ecclefechan,  where  Bam$  was  stoniHrtayed, 
7th  Februarj  1796.  'Do  you  know  an  air — I  am  sun 
you  must  know  it — We'U  Gang  Nae  Mair  to  Yon  Ibvn. 
I  think,  in  slowish  time,  it  would  make  an  excellent 
song.  I  am  highly  delighted  with  it ;  and  if  jwl  shoiU 
think  it  worthy  of  your  attention,  I  have  a  fair  dane  in 
my  eye  to  whom  I  would  consecrate  it;  try  with  thii 
doggrel  until  I  give  you  a  better.'  The  'doggrel/  of 
which  the  original  copy — ^ms.  (A)— (written  when  the 
Bard,  as  he  states,  and  as  the  us.  bean  witness  was 
'very  drunk,'  'at'  Thomson's  'service')  is  at  BiediiD 
Castle,  consists  in  the  chorus  and  one  stansa;  but  some 
time  afterwards  Bums  produced  a  complete  eopy — lo.  (B) 
— also  at  Brechin  Castle.  Another  copy — ^ms.  (C) — sent  to 
Maria  Riddell,  is  in  the  possession  of  Dr.  De  No^  Walker. 
The  song  was  first  published  in  The  Gkugow  Magazine  for 
September  1795 ;  and  it  appeared  in  the  Poetry  Original 
and  Select  of  Brash  and  Reid,  probably  before  its  pabli- 
cation  in  either  Johnson  or  Thomson,  the  second  volume, 
in  which  it  was  included,  being  published  in  March  1797; 
several  months  after  the  appearance  of  the  single  chapi 
A  similar  set  appeared  in  The  Scote  Magassine  for  Febrmry 
1798 ;  in  the  Stewart  and  Meikle  Tracts ;  and  in  an 
undated  Stirling  chap  along  with  a  Sokmn  Dirge  on  the 
Death  qf  Robert  Bums. 

In  the  set  sent  to  Johnson,  Jeanle  —  either  Jean 
Armour  or  Jean  Lorimer — is  the  heiV>ine.  In  that  sent  to 
Thomson,  the  name  is  Lucy ;  and  Bums,  enclosing  a 
copy  to  Sjrme  in  an  undated  letter,  explains  its  history:-' 
'  Do  you  know  that  among  much  that  I  admire  in  the 


aracters  and  manners  of  those  great  folks  whom  I  have  o^  WA 
tw  the  honour  to  call  my  acquaintances — the  Oswald  wiiA ' 
tnily,  for  instance — there  is  nothing  charms  me  more  yon  i 
an    Mr.    Oswald's  nnconcealahle  attachment  to  that 
comparable  woman.'    The  '  incomparable  woman'  was 
iwald's  wife.    He  was  Richard  Oswald  of  Auchencniiye, 
iphew  of  the  Mrs.  Oswald  to  whose  memory  Bums  had 
tvoted  a  savage  Ode  (Vol.  L  p.  260).     Lucy,  daughter 

Wynne  Johnston,  Esq.  of  Hilton,  according  to  Sharpe, 
IS  at  this  time  ^well  turned  of  thirty,  and  ten  years 
der  thim  her  husband ;  but  still  a  charming  creature.' 
le  died  at  Lisbon  in  January  I7d8. 

For  our  text  we  have  preferred  the  set  in  which 
Banie  is  the  heroine ;  but  the  readings  are  selected  from 
le  several  authorities. 

TiTLB.  *  Town ':-— see  oii/^,  p.  423,  Prefatory  Note  to  77/ 
[y  Co*  In  By  Yon  Town, 

Chorus.  Line  x.  *  O  wat  ye  wha  's  xn  yonder  town,'  Thorn - 
>n*a  alteration,  who  substitutes  ^yoncUr '  for  '  yon '  throughout. 
.  *  The  fairest  darnels  in  yon  town,*  Mss.  (B  and  C) ;  *  fairest  ^^ 
liomson. 

Stanza  i.  in  ms.  (A)  reads  :— 

*  O,  sweet  to  me  yon  spreadin/^  tree, 

Where  Jeani^  wanders  aft  her  lane  I 
The  hawthorn  florwer  that  shades  her  bower 
O  when  shall  I  behold  again  / ' 

Stanza  11.  Line  2.    *  And  wanton  in  the  blooming  year, 
llasgaw  Magazine^  Brash  and  Reid,  etc,     4.  *  The  season  to 
ay  iMcy  dear,'  MSS.  (B  and  C),  and  Thomson. 

Stanza  hi.  Lines  2-4  in  mss,  (B  and  C)  read  :— 

*  And  on  yon  bonie  braes  of  Ayr ^ 

But  my  delight  in  yon  town 
And  dearest /c^  is  Lucy  fair' : — 

foX  in  MS.  (B)  *bliss^  for  *joy.^    4.  'And  dearest  treasure  \s 
ay  Jean,'  Brash  and  Reid,  etc. 
Stanza  iv.  Line  x.  'Without  my  Fair,  not  a'  the  charms,' 
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"K  Johnson,  Giwgow  Ma^tmbu^  Bmh  sad  Reid,  tic,    3-4.  QL 
IN  the  duct  in  TU  Bmgan*  Operai-^ 

^  'Were  I  laid  on  Greenland's  oout. 

And  in  my  arms  embraced  my  kia.* 

Stanza  v.  Line  4.  'That  I  wad  [or  'swmA/']  Umdwpi 
shelter  there,'  GUugem  Magnimi^  Brash  and  Reid,  tic. 

Stanza  vi.  Lines  2-4  in  Tk$  Glasgem  M^goMstu^  BaA  and 
Reidy  eU.,  read : — 

'  The  sinkin  smi  *%gaun  [or  ^gatn^  down  npon, 

TJU  deartst  maid*s  in  yon  town 
His  setting  beam  /cr  shone  upon.* 

Stanza  vii.  Line  i.  '  If  angry  fiite  is  sworn  my  foe,'  til 
authorities  except  TJU  Glasgtm  Maganm^  Bruh  and  Reid,  Oc ; 
similarly  in  3,  '/  careless  quit  aught  else  below.'  4.  'But 
spare  m/,  spare  me,  Jeany  [or  Luc)]  dear,'  Mss.  (B  and  Q, 
Johnson,  and  Thomson,  *  my '  for '  me,'  Brash  and  Reid. 

Stanza  viii.  Line  z.  *  But  while  life's  dearest  blood  wwu 
warm,'  Glasgow  Maguxitu^  Brash  and  Reid^  §U.  a.  'ii^ 
thought  from  her  shall  ne'er  depart,'  Brash  and  Reid,  sU, 
3.  '  For  €u  most  lovely  is  her  form,'  Glasgow  MagaMuu^  oU. 


WHEREFORE  SIGHING  ART  THOU,  PHILUS? 

No.  460  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796} :  Unsigned.    Set  to 
Thi  Blue  Bonnets. 

Suggested  no  doubt  by  the  old  English  song  in  Razn- 
Baj'4  TeonTable  Miscellany  beg^inning : — 

*  Do  not  ask  me,  eharming  Phillia, 

Why  I  lead  you  here  alone^ 

By  this  bank  of  pinks  and  lilUeB 

And  of  roses  newly  blown.' 

Bums  also  sent,  as  alternative  reraes  to  the  same  tnne^ 
a  song  beginning  Powers  Celestial^  which,  being  an  in- 
vocation for  protection  to  '  Mary,'  was  long  regarded  as  a 
sort  of  companion  piece  to  Thoa  JAn^ring  Star  (p.  71). 
His  MS.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection ;  but  he  merely  copied 
the  rubbish  from  The  Edinburgh  Maga»me  (1774). 
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O  MAY,  THY  MORN 

A.  464  in  Johnaon  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  '  Written  for  this 

irk  by  Robert  Bums,'  and  signed  '  B.' 

Snppoeed  to  commemorate  the  parting  with  Clarinda, 

h  December  1791. 

The  MS.  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 


AS  I  CAME  O'ER  THE  CAIRNEY  MOUNT 

0.  467  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  Signed  'Z.' 
The  first  two  lines  of  Stanza  i.,  together  with  Lines  1, 
and  4  of  the  Chorus,  are  part  of  an  old  song  sequestered 
Hke  Merry  Mtues,  A  broadside  in  the  Laing  Collec- 
m  at  Dalmeny,  entitled,  'The  New  Way  qf  the  Bony 
Ighkmd  Laddie,  to  its  own  proper  tune,'  has  this 
loms: — 

'  O  my  bony,  bony  Highland  Laddie, 
O  my  bony  Highland  Laddie, 
When  I  am  siok  and  like  to  die, 
Thon'lt  row  me  in  thy  Highland  plaidie.' 

Jacobite  Highland  Laddie  in  The  True  LoyaUH  (1779) 
igins  thoB : — 

*  Prinee  Charles  is  oome  o*er  from  France, 

In  Scotland  to  proclaim  his  dadie ; 
May  the  heavens  power  preserve  and  keep 
That  worthy  P—oe  in 's  highland  plaidie  ! 
O  my  bonny,  bonny  highland  laddie ! 

My  handsome,  charming  highland  laddie ! 
May  heaVn  reward,  and  him  still  guard 
When  surrounded  with  foes  in 's  highland  plaidie  f 

bis  last  chorus  is  almost  identical  with  that  of  Ramsay's 
igMand  Laddie,  See  also  Prefatory  Note  to  the  next 
imber  in  our  text  (p.  428). 
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HIGHLAND  LADDIE 

No.  408  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  Umigned.    The  ■& 
IB  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

This  i»  chieflf  an  abridgment  of  the  Jaeobite  dittj, 
The  Highland  Lad  and  the  Highland  Late,  published  ini 
OoUeetion  qf  Loyal  8ong$  (1750)  and  The  True  LofM 
(1779).  The  refrain  is  old ;  Stanza  i.  is  Bums ;  Stannn. 
is  substantially  Stanza  i.  of  the  older  set ;  while  Stana 
iiL  is  composed  of  the  first  halvesof  the  older  Stanasvm. 
and  iz. 


WILT  THOU  BE  MY  DEARIE  .> 

No.  470  in  Johnson  (VoL  v.  1796):  'Written  lor  tkii 
work  by  Robert  Bums,'  and  signed  '  B.'  Published  is 
The  Morning  Chronicle,  10th  May  1794,  with  an  editonil 
note : — 'The  following  morsel  is  so  exquisitely  simple  and 
tender,  that  it  places  an  additional  feather  in  the  full- 
plumed  bonnet  of  its  author.'  The  m&  sent  to  Johnson 
is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

In  a  MS.  sent  to  Maria  Riddell  '  Jeanie '  is  substituted 
for  '  lassie.'  In  view  of  the  het  that  Bums  sent  the  song 
to  Captain  MiUer's  journal,  this  change  confirms  th6 
statement  that  Wilt  Thou  be  My  Dearie  was  made  in 
honour  of  Miss  Janet  Miller  of  Dalswinton.  An  addi- 
tional stanza  (probably  the  work  of  Hamilton,  who 
supplemented  Of  A*  the  Airte)  has  fbond  its  way  into 
print : — 

'  Flower  of  beauties,  hear  me, 

And  dinna  treat  me  with  «H««i^<i*  { 

A'  the  illB  I  fearna', 
Gin  thou  wad  only  imile  on  him. 

Would  part  wi*  life  to  please  theow 
Of  Joys  on  earth  I  *d  aak  nae  mair 

If  thou  wilt  be  my  dearie.* 
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LOVELY  POLLY  STEWART 

No.  471  in  Johnson  (VoL  v.  1796) :  Unsigned.    The  ms. 
la  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Polly  or  Mary  Stewart  was  daughter  of  William  Stewart, 
&ctor  at  Closehum,  to  whom  Bums  addressed  To  William 
Siewart  (VoL  iL  p.  135^  which  was  not  published  in  Lock- 
hart's  Life  o/Burru),  and  also  the  lines^  You  're  Welcome, 
WUHe  Stewart  (Vol.  iv.,  which  wa9  published  in  Lock- 
hart's  Life  qf  Burm),  She  was  married  first  to  her 
cousin,  Ishmael  Stewart,  and  then  to  a  farmer^  George 
Welsh  (grand-uncle  of  Jane  Welsh  Carlyle).  Being 
separated  from  Welsh,  she  fell  in  love  with  a  French 
prisoner  of  war,  whom  she  accompanied  to  his  native 
Switzerland.  She  died  in  Italy  at  the  age  of  seventy- 
two.  The  present  song,  together  with  You  We  Welcome, 
WUHe  Stewart,  is  modelled  on  a  Jacobite  number  in 
Coileeti&n  of  Loyal  Songe  (1750)  and  The  True  Loyalist 

(1779) :— 

*  You  're  welcome,  Charlie  Stewart, 

You  're  welcome,  Charlie  Stewart, 
You're  welcome,  Charlie  Stewart, 
Had  I  the  power,  as  I  've  the  will, 
I  'd  make  thee  famous  by  mj  quill ! 
Thj  foes  I  'd  scatter,  take,  and  kill. 
From  Billingsgate  to  Duart.' 

THE  HIGHLAND  BALOU 

No.  472  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) ;  Unsigned.     The  ms. 
is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Stenhouse  states  that  it  is  '  a  rersificaticm,  by  Bums, 
of  a  Gaelic  nursery  song,  the  literal  import  of  which,  as 
well  as  the  air,  were  communicated  to  him  by  a  High- 
land lady.'  But  there  are  humorous  touches  in  it  which 
the  original  (if  there  was  an  original)  could  not  have 
shown. 
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BANNOCKS  O*  BEAR  MEAL 

No.  476  in  JohnMm  (VoL  v.  1796):  Umigiiad.    lTie« 
it  In  the  Haitie  CollectioiL 

No  doubt  uuggealM,  by  a  mmg  on  the  Doke  of  AigjU 
(the  great  Duke :  born  1678,  died  1743),  entitled  Tki 
Highlandman  Speaking  qf  Hi»  Maggg  lOid  the  Bmimodu  ^ 
Barkjf  Meal: — 

'Ifj  uune  ii  Aigyle,  joa  maj  think  it  itaiiee 
To  leare  at  the  eonrt,  jet  nerer  to  ehange  ; 
For  faleehood  and  bribery  I  alwaji  diidain, 
In  mj  Moret  thoufl^te  no  daeeite  e'er  remain. 

0  my  King  and  eoantiy*!  f oee  I  have  feo'd. 
In  battle  and  jdaoe  never  them  di^grao'd : 

Or  I  'd  hold  any  pleoe  *gainit  my  ooontiy'i  will, 

1  'd  lire  upon  bannofllw  of  barley  meeL' 

Thii  version,  set  forth  in  one  of  '  Five  Excellent  Nev 
Songs '  in  an  old  chap,  differs  slightly  from  the  sot  in 
Herd,  which  is  entitled  Bannodu  <^  BarkpmeaL  A 
Jacobite  song  in  Hogg's  ReHa  (said,  on  no  evidence,  to 
have  been  written  by  Lord  Newbattle,  1688),  called  Caket 
o'  Croudy,  has  the  refrain  '  Bannocks  o'  Bear  Meal,  Caktt 
o'  Croudie. '  And  the  following  rhyme  is  in  the  Herd  in.  :— 

*Mmi  David  WilliamKm, 

Ghoeen  of  twenty, 
Gae*d  up  to  the  polpit 

And  Muig  KiUieorankic 
Saw  ye  e'er,  heard  ye  e*er 

Sidcanaeoadie? 
Bannodu  o'  bear  mesi, 

Gbkeso' Croudie!' 

WAE  IS  MY  HEART 

• 

No.  476  in  Johnson  (VoL  v.  1796) :  Unsigned.  The  in. 
is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

The  last  stanza  is  closely  imitated  (and  degraded)  from 
the  last  of  Lady  Grizzel  Bailie's  Were  Na  My  Heart  IM 
/  )Vad  Die, 
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Stamza  I.  Line  a.  '  Lang,  lang  has  Joy  been  a  stranger  to 
me.' Soott  Doogiaa. 

Stanza  III.  L1NB4.  *  Wha  wad  soon  dry  the  tear-i/n;^ /M 
dhiis  U  my  e'e/  Soott  Douglas. 

HERE'S  HIS  HEALTH  IN  WATER 

No.  480  in  Johnion  (VoL  v.  1790):  Signed  'Z.'  Tbe 
WM,  (with  the  music)  is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

A  lety  with  a  second  atania,  is  included  in  Tht  Merry 
MuiCM,     Bums's  first  line  is  lifted  from  Lewie  Gordon : 
— 'To  a  Scots  critic,  the  pathos  of  the  line : — 
•  "Tho*  his  baek  be  at  the  wa*  "— 

must  be  very  striking'  (R.  B.  on  Lewie  Chrdon  in  the 
Interleaved  Copy).  The  expression  occurs,  however,  in 
a  Sofng  en  ike  Birthday  qf  King  Jamee  the  VIII.,  10th  June 
1700  (printed  from  Robt.  Mylne's  ms.  in  Boopburghe 
Battade,  ed.  Ebsworth,  viiL  225)  :— 

'  Altho'  his  back  be  at  the  wa\ 
Well  drink  his  health  that's  far  awa.' 

A  Jacobite  ditty,  real  or  sham,  with  the  same  title  begins 

thus  :— 

'  Altho'  his  back  be  at  the  wa' 

Another  was  the  f antor ! 
Altho'  his  baek  be  at  the  wa', 

Tet  here 's  his  health  in  water ! 
He  gat  the  skaith,  he  gat  the  soom, 

I  lo'e  him  yet  the  better : 
Tho'  in  the  mnir  I  hide  forlorn, 

I'U  drink  his  health  in  water.' 

But  plainly  Bums  knew  not  of  this  when  he  wrote  the 
note  on  LewieChrdon, 

THE  WINTER  OF  LIFE 

No.  486  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  'Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums':  signed  'B.'  Bums's  us.  sent 
to  Johnson  is  in  the  HasUe  Collection,    He  sent  a  copy 
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to  ThonMon,  Idth  Oetober,  undflr  the  title  of  The  Otf 
Man,  This  mb,,  which  is  at  Brechin  Cattle,  coireapoodi 
with  that  in  the  HMtie  CoUectioiL  The  song  is  inckded 
in  Thomion  (^'ol.  iii.). 

Douhtless  suggested  by  a  song  with  the  same  title  whidi 
we  have  found  in  The  OMJiiuA,  Edinbuigh  1777  :— 

*  In  Spring,  my  daar  Shepherds,  your  fl|^»'^^»^  are  fsy. 

They  breathe  all  their  sweets  in  the  sunshine  of  M^ : 
Their  Flowers  will  drop  when  December  draws  near— 
The  winter  of  life  is  like  that  of  the  year,'  Oe, 

THE  TAILOR 

No.  490  in  Johnson  (VoL  v.  1796) :  Unaigned.    The  n 
is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Suggested  (at  least)  by  The  Tailor  in  Herd's  Celleetioo, 
which  begins : — 

*The  tailor  came  to  clout  the  nlass, 

Sic  a  braw  fellow ; 
He  fill'd  the  house  a'  fon  of  fleas 

Daffin  down,  and  daffin  down — 
He  fill'd  the  house  a'  f ou  of  fleas 

Daffin  down  and  dilly ! ' 

THERE  GROWS  A  BONIE  BRISR-BUSH 

No.  492  iu  Johnson  (V'oL  v.  1796) :  Signed  '  Z.'    The  lo. 
is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Appropriated  by  Hogg  for  his  so-called  Jacobite  Bdki 
Stenhouse  states  that^  '  with  the  exception  of  a  few  linei, 
which  are  old^'  this  song  was  written  by  Bums  for  tkt 
Museum  ;  but^  as  usual^  he  says  nothing  as  to  where  thoN 
lines  are  to  be  found.  Sharpe  {Ballad  Book,  1823)giTei 
this  fragment : — 

'  Hc*8  a  bony,  bony  lad  that's  a  courting  me^ 
He's  a  bony,  bony  lad  that's  a  eonrtiag  me: 
He's  cripple  of  a  leg  and  blind  of  an  6*0, 
He 's  a  bony,  bony  lad  that's  a  oourtiDg  me  i' 


HERE'S  TO  THY   HEALTH 

^o,  495  in  Johnson  (VoL  v.  1796) :  '  Written  for  this 
rork  by  Robert  Bums,'  and  si^ed  ^  B.' 

Bums's  sister^  Mrs.  Begg,  aflirmed  that  the  song  was 
fell-known  in  Ayrshire  when  her  brother  was  a  boy. 
Boms  sent  a  tune  along  with  the  song^  but  it  was  rejected 
in  fiivour  of  a  strathspey  tune  called  Loggan  Bum,  The 
renes  are  doggerel ;  but  they  may  quite  well  be  early 
Boms. 

IT  WAS  A'   FOR  OUR   RIGHTFU'  KING 

<^o.  497  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  Unsigned ;  but,  as 
re  have  said,  it  was  the  poet's  habit  not  to  acknowledge 
lis  Jacobitisms. 

The  facsimile  of  the  ms.  of  this  noble  and  moving  lyric 
ras  published  in  Scott  Douglas's  Edinburgh  Edition; 
nd  in  Stanza  v.  Line  3  there  is  a  deleted  reading — '  Upon 
ly  abe' — showing  that  Bums  changed  the  line  in  the 
roceas  of  copying  out.  Apart  from  this,  the  touch  of 
he  master^  either  as  makker  or  as  editor  and  vamper, 
t  manifest  throughout.  Yet  Hogg,  in  his  Jacobite  Relics, 
ravely  informs  you  that '  it  is  said  to  have  been  written 
y  Captain  Ogilvie,'  of  Inverquharity,  who  fought  for 
amea  vn.  at  the  Battle  of  the  Bo3me  in  1690.     Who  said 

}  or  when  and  where  was  it  said  ?  All  that  Hogg  leaves 
» the  imagination.  It  was  certainly  not  said  by  either 
•arna  or  Johnson  (who  must  have  known ;  for  there  is 
0  earlier  copy  than  that  which  was  written  by  Burns, 
id  published  in  the  Museum),  We  can  scarce  go  wrong  in 
saining  that  Hogg's  informant  was  Peter  Buchan.  Now^ 
rither  Hogg  nor  Buchan  knew  that  Bums  had  sent  the 
ling  to  the  Muieum,  Moreover,  his  name  had  never 
sen  associated  with  it.  Thus,  the  ingenious  Buchan,  still 
snt  on  Withering  ever]rthing  on  somebody,  had  full  scope 
»r  his  idiosyncrasy.      Before  the  Buchan-Hogg  mare's- 

VOU  III.  2  E  . 
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nett  wat  dlieoT«red  to  an  admiring  wotld.  Sir  Waher 
himaelf  had  ad^ptad  Staasi  m.  In  JBaWy  and  The 
Aniiqtiaij ;  and  either  he  had  not  aeen,  or  ha  had  ibr- 
gotten,  the  hallad  in  the  Muttum,  ao  that  he  had  nothiiy 
to  lay  when  Tom  Sheridan  'pointed  it  ont'  to  him. 
Now,  what  Tom  Sheridan  'painted  out'  waa  aimplytbe 
Mtueum  aet ;  and  it  wai  thus  that  the  Muaeum  aet  beeaaM 
that  'entire  copf  of  tiiit  beantiftd  aong  which  aeemcd  to 
expreaa  the  ftnrtnnea  of  some  Ibllowen  of  the  Stuart 
fkmily.'  Sir  Walter  knew  nothing  of  Bnnia*e  eitim ;  fbr 
Bums's  claim  had  not  then  been  diacwaaed — ^the  iint  to 
ehow  that  he  had  aent  the  aong  to  Johnaon  being  Sten- 
houae  (18S9). 

Mwtow,  Hegg'i  atetementy  not  ^alj.  lacka  the  than- 
■eat  ihadow  ef  oorroberation  bnt^  ia  deienaUaWy 
fidae ;  for  the  aong  in  the  Musemm  ia  modelled  on  Ike 
aame  origuuUa  m  A  lUd £^Bom  (aee  cai^ p.  408) ;  and 
theae,  aa  we  have  aeen,  trace  hack  to  the  bjaeirletter  I7a- 
bind  Parents,  puhliahed,  aa  Mr.  Ebeiporth  polata  ant 
{Besburyke  BaOads,  viL  664t),  hefoie  Gaptan  Oj^vieeoiM 
ever  hare  '  tum'd  him  right  and  round  ahoat  Upon  the 
Iriah  ahore.'  Nor  ia  tbia  alL  Shaipe  «m  the  fint  to 
sttggeat  that  Buma  got  hie  Stanaa  m. — ^'He  tamed 
him  right  and  round  about/  He. — from  the  cha|hhoak 
ballad  of  Maiiif  Stewart  [hence,  no  doubt.  Sir  Walter  muit 
have  lifted  it  into  Mekeby],  which  ia  incenteatably  ^ 
partial  derivative  from  the  alweaaid  Unkimd  JWeato. 
Sharpe  gave  no  information,  however,  aato  the  yaarof 
the  stall  copy  on  which  he  founded  Ua  flhaige ;  and  tke 
earlieat  dated  known  to  ua  ia  one  of  1807.  Butdatai  in 
this  species  of  publication  are  the  exeeptifMi;  and  Mr. 
Bbsworth  has  informed  us  that  Jre%  8ii—f  4i  inelodedin 
a  garland  of '  New  Songs'  in  hiaTiowheakCelieetieaf  as- 
bellished  with  a  rude  cut  of  William  Duke  o£  CnmbeikDl 
on  horseback.  Several  numbers  in  Hiia  a— egariaadj 
and  ill  yet  another  with  the  aame  est,  ffafar*  to  oaneat 
topics,  and  both   indubiUbly  dnte  e.  IfdO.    ^Ilieloef 
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disfnite  M  to  the  origin  and  the  authorship  of  It  Was 
A*  f&r  Our  Ri§kffu  King  may  therefore  be  regarded  as 
finally  settled. 

By  Mr.  Ebsworth's  permission^  we  give  the  Trowbesh 
IMt.  of  Maliy  SUwart,  which,  of  all  that  we  have  seen^ 
alone  is  free  from  manifest  interpolations  and  corrup- 
tkms? — 

'  Tlie  eold  Winter  is  past  and  gone,  and  now  oomes  in  the  Spring, 
And  I  am  one  of  the  King's  Life-guards,  and  must  go  fight  for 
my  King, 

My  dear, 
I  must  go  fight  for  my  King.' 

'  Now  since  to  the  wars  you  need  to  go,  one  thing  pray  grant 

.  tome; 
Thpi.Idress  myself  in  man's  attire,  and  march  along  with  thee. 

My  dear. 
To  go  through  the  world  with  thee  ! ' 

*  !libi  lot  .tea  thousand  pound,  my  Love,  shall  you  to  danger  go, 
ISiA  latUing  dimns  and  shining  swords  would  cause  you  sorrow 
.•ndwoe. 

My  dear. 
They  would  cause  you  sorrow  and  woe. 

*Tet  one  thing  for  my  Love  I  will  do  that  she  cannot  do  for  me  ; 
I  will  wear  black  cuffs  on  my  red  coat  sleeve,  and  mourn  for 
her  till  I  die. 

My  dear, 
I  will  mourn  till  the  day  I  die.' 

'Nay,  I  will  do  more  for  ray  true  Love,  than  he  will  do  for  mo  ; 
I  will  oat  my  hair,  my  snood  I  will  tear,  and  mourn  for  him 
tail  die. 

My  dear, 
And  mourn  till  the  day  I  die.' 

'  So  farewell  to  my  father  aad.mother,  farewell  and  adieu  to  you ! 
And  farewell,  my  bonny  Mally  Stuart,  the  cause  of  all  my  woe. 

My  dear. 
The  cause  of  aU  ny  woe.' 
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*  Wh«B  wa  \ttm  bonny  Stiriing  town»  no  mot*  wa  ileepinUBt, 
For  by  tlMKinff  wa  M»  order'd  down,  and  to  Irelind  we  Anmt, 

If  7  dear. 
To  Ireland  we  are  eent. 

*Bo  farewell  bonny  Stirlinf  town,  from  the  maidf  we  tie  fcn'd 

tofo, 
And  farewell,  bonny  Mally  Stnart^  the  eanae  of  all  my  woe 

My  dear. 
The  oanee  of  all  my 


The  trooper  tnm'd  himeelf  abont  all  on  the  Irieh  ehore, 

He  has  giTen  the  bridal-reine  a  ihaka,  Mying  'Adiea  for  ever* 

more. 

My  dear. 

Adieu  for  erermore.' 

In  later  copies  two  irrelevant  stanzas  are  usoally  into- 
polated  before  this  last  It  Was  A*  for  Our  Bightf^  rwf 
was  mainly  inspired  by  the  first  and  last  of  the  baUadist 
Bums  used  the  last  as  his  own  central,  grouping  hii 
others^  which  are  largely  suggested  by  it,  round  aboot 
it.  He  was  also  greatly  influenced  by  the  first,  wbidi 
undoubtedly  helped  him  to  his  own  beginning.  For  the 
rest,  he  took  the  situation  and  the  characters,  and  touched 
liis  borrowings  to  issues  as  fine,  perhaps,  as  the  Romsntie 
Ljrric  has  to  show. 

THE  HIGHLAND  WnX)WS  LAMENT 

No.  498  in  Johnson  (Vol  v.  1796) :  Unsigned.  The  vk- 
is  in  the  Hastie  Collection. 

Bums  supplied  the  music,  which  he  got  frtmi  a  lady  in 
the  north  of  Scotland.  The  refrain  is  borrowed  from  the 
old  song  in  Johnson  (No.  89,  Vol.  i),  said  to  have  been  a 
lament  for  Glencoe : — 

'  O  was  not  I  a  weary  wight ! 

Oh  on,  O  ohri  oh ! 
Maid,  wife,  and  widow  in  one  ni^t* 
Oh  on,  O  ohri  oh  1' 


THOU  GLOOMY  DECEMBER 

%  499  in  Johnson  (Vol.  v.  1796) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums/  and  signed  '  R.* 

The  first  two  stanzas  were  sent  to  Clarinda  on  27th 
December  1791  as  a  song  to  ^a  charming  plaiutive  Scots 
tune': — 'The  rest  of  the  song  is  on  the  wheels.  Adieu  ! 
Adieu  !'  This  ms.  is  in  the  Watson  Collection  ;  that  sent 
to  Johnson  is  one  of  the  Hastie  Autographs. 

Stanza  ii.  Line  z.  '  Fond  lovers'  parting  is  sweet,  painful 
pleasure ' : — Cf»  Shakespeare's  Romto  and  Juliet^  Act  ii. 
Scene  3  : — 

'Good  night !  Good  night !  parting  is  such  sweet  sorrow.' 

Stanzla  III.  Line  2.  '  Till  the  last  leaf  o'  the  summer  is 
inw,'  deleted  reading  in  the  Hastie  ms. 


MY   PEGGY'S  FACE,   MY  PEGGY'S  FORM 

To.  601  in  Johnson  (Vol.  vi.  1803),  Currie  (1800),  and 
liotnBon  (1801). 

It  was  written  in  1787,  and  sent  to  Johnson  with  the 
dlowing  letter ; — '  Dear  Mr.  Publisher, — I  hope,  against 
\y  return,  you  will  be  able  to  tell  me  from  Mr.  Clarke 
*  these  words  will  suit  the  tune.  If  they  don't  suit,  I 
lust  think  on  some  other  air,  as  I  have  a  very  strong 
rivate  reason  for  wishing  them  in  the  second  volume. 
k>n't  forget  to  transcribe  me  the  list  of  the  Antiquarian 
lusic.  Farewell. — R.  Burns.'  No  reason  was  given  by 
ohnson  for  the  delay  in  publishing ;  but  it  is  probable 
hat  Miss  Chalmers  (see  ante,  p.  332,  Prefatory  Note  to 
Vhere,  Braving  Angry  Winter's  Storms)  objected. 

Thomson,  who  got  the  song  from  Currie,  took  the 
iberty  of  substituting  '  Mary '  for  *  Peggy. ' 


4SS  Norss 


O,  STEER  HER  UP,  AND  HAUD  HER  GAUN 

Na  «H  in  Johnson  (VoL  vL  1803):  'Written  fortlui 
wvricbjRotat  Burns.'  TiMfiMtlnlffltaM'iiRMHifi. 
from  a  set  founded  on  sn  old,  ittpiv^ir  ditkjr. 


WEE  WILLIE  GRAY 

No.  514  in  Johnson  (VoL  yL  1800)  :  '  Written  for  thii 
work  by  R.  Bums.'  A  nursery  ditty  for  the  tune  Wtt 
Toimm  P9§g. 

WE'RE  A'  NODDIN 

No.  523  in  JolmsQii  (VoL  vi.  1869):  'CotmM  by 
Bums,'  and  signed  '  B.' 

'  The  greater  part  of  the  verses,  however  '^tfaas  8l«- 
house — '  are  taken  from  the  old  satirical  song  formerly 
sung  to  the  tune  of  John  Andermm  My  Jo'  i  for  wliieh 
see  ante,  p.  349,  Prefiitory  Note  to  John  Anderson  iff 
Jo.  As  matter  of  foct,  the  preaent  dhty  is  a  medley 
of  two  old  songs  with  variations  and  amendments,  tha 
John  Anderson  My  Jo  aforesaid — which  gives  us  StsniM 
IV.  and  V. ,  the  best  things  in  the  Bums  set,  verbaHmn-Vi^ 
an  unpublished  fragment  in  the  Herd  ms.  : — 

'  Gate  like  milk,  simI  Dogs  hke  Broo, 
Lads  like  laasee  and  laMee  lads  too ; 
And  they  're  *»'  nodding,  nidding,  nidding,  noddiag, 
They  're  a*  noddhig  at  our  houM  at  hame. 

'  Kate  8it»  i'  the  neuk  supping  hen  broo^ 
Deil  take  Kate  if  she  does  not  know  it  too ; 
And  they  're  a'  nodding,  nidding,  nidding,  nodding, 
They're  a'  noddhig  at  OUr  house  atliame.' 

To  Robert  Ainslie  (Edinburgh,  23ffd  Avgnit  WB)i 
Bums  quoted  a  stanza  thus : — '  Now  for  a  modesfc'Slili* 
of  classical  authority : — 
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*  *' The  oata  like  kitchen ;  WE ' 

The  dpgi  like  broo;  ]40i 

The  lAMes  like  the  l*dfl  weel 
And  tk*  aold  whree  too. 

Chowut 

**  An'  we  're  a'>  noddin* 
Nid,  nid  noddin, 
ITe  *re  a'  noddin  fou  at  e'en." '  :— 

which  may  be  a  quotation  from  memory  made  not  long 
after  he  had  read  the  scrap  preserved  by  Herd. 

O.   AY   MY   WIFE  SHE  DANG  ME 

No.  602  in  Johnson  (Vol.  vi.  1803):  'Written  for 
tliia  work  by  Robert  Bums.'  The  tune^  in  Oswald'8 
AeM  C9n^ttnUn,  has  the  title  My  Wife  She  Dang  Me. 
Stenbouse  states  that  the  old  verses  are  unfit  for  modem 
print,  but  Motherwell  gives  a  decent  enough  set : — 

'  I  wail  twenty  years  a  bachelor 

And  liVd  a  single  life ; 
But  I  never  could  contented  be 

Until  I  got  a  wife, 
But  I  hadna  lang  married  been 

Till  she  began  to  bang  me. 
And  near  dung  out  my  very  een, 

And  swore  she  would  gae  hang  me.' 

For  the  copy  of  a  ms.  we  are  indebted  to  Mr.  J.  W. 
Ellsworth,  Chicago. 

Chorus.  Lines  x-3  in  the  ms.  read  : 

•  Afy  Wife  she  dang  me. 
My  Wift  she  dang  mt^ 
And  gie  a  woman  a'  her  will.' 

Stanza  l  Line  x  '  And  fool  I  was,  I  marry ^^  ms.    4.  '  As 
vuao^y  ffdsearry,^ 
Stanza  ii.  Link  x.  <Sobm  sairie  comfort  x//7/at  last,'  ms. 
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SCROGOAM 


No.  598  in  Joluuoii  (VoL  tL  1803):  '  Writton  for  tb^ 
work  hf  Robert  Bumty'  and  signed  'B.'     Founded  0^ 
en  older  dittj,  or,  it  mmj  be,  fuUed  from  more  ft^^ 
one.    Soto  for  the  refrain  (of  wUeh  nothing  is  knowD^'' 
the  firet  ftana  ii  adapted  from  a  song  prewnred  l^ 
The  M$rry  Mu»e9 : — 

'  There  wonned  a  wife  in  WUetleeoekpen— 

Will  73  no,  can  ye  no,  let  me  be ! 
Bhe  brewed  guid  ale  for  gentlemen. 
And  aj  ihe  waggit  it  wantonly.* 

Cockpen — (asaociated  with  another  song.  When  8ke  (km 
Ben  She  Bobbit,  which  Bume  improved  [see  p.  381],  and 
which  suggested  a  fiunous  Lady  Naime) — is  the  name 
of  a  parish  in  Midlothian,  where  the  '  auld  Cowl '  of  the 
text  seems  to  have  been  priest 


O,  GUID  ALE  COMES 

No.  542  in  Johnoon  (Vol.  vi.  1803):  'Corrected  by  R. 
Bums. '  Steuhouse  states  that  only  the  chorus  is  old.  A 
us.  is  in  the  possession  of  the  Paisley  Bums  Club. 

Stanza  ii.  Line  3.  See  Vol.  ii.  p.  343,  Note  to  Addrust$ 
the  Toothache^  Stanza  IV.  Line  2. 


ROBIN  SHURE  IN  HAIRST 

No.  543  in  Johnson  (VoL  vi.  1803):  'Cliorus  written  for 
this  work  by  R.  Bums.' 

Sliarpe  remarki  of  Bums's  authorship  : — *  This  is  pro- 
bably wrong ;  or  Bums  suppressed  the  last  staun,  to  be 
found  in  the  stall  copies,  besides  substituting  ''three 
goose  feathers  and  a  whittle  "  for  the  indecent  line  in 
the  third :   it  is  lilcely  that  he  only  altered  the  song 


I'y  (M:riiii>Ni<iii  of  Jnhii  l>uk.  M»«|..  J. P.,  tif  Cr.iif;ciigi:U 
Kfimieti/fi'Mt  13A  ij»,  >.  7  in. 


|v'  ^7?\<.Vn  4f.^     'tZ40\.'   ^'f<v'<r;  ,  ?'^ 

».  •  •  -    7^^     ■  /       ^  I-  ^        ' 

»   %w  ^    .^►v»i>i7  r7(ri>V  my'i'dc^ 

7^ —  ''    ■ 


I  ^.  -r'  >  f 


I. 


f  .  •  '       y  f 


•■•  ••■% 


-t 


i\ 


■\t 


Vx^.-  t^l'.*7'»'>     ^('f'i 


//■>  ■"-  ^    f 


V  .         \-         V.>    U-      'X^  1^1   »'•  >■.< 


,/■ 


'•'•..  f 


■...  'J^ 


NOTES  441 

for  the  Museum,  making  it  applicable  to  himself  as 
an  author,  by  the  three  goose-quills  and  the  penknife. 
The  last  stanza  begins : — 

"  Now  I  'm  Robin's  bride,  free  frme  kirk  f o W  boiUe, 
Bobin'i  a'  my  ain,  wi\'**  ete. 

But  Bams  did  not  mean  the  song  to  apply  to  himself. 
He  meant  it  to  apply  to  Robert  Ainslie: — 'I  am  still 
crtering  for  Johnson's  publicatien,  and  among  others,  I 
kare  brushed  up  the  following  old  favourite  song  a  little, 
with  a  view  to  your  worship.  I  have  only  altered  a  word 
here  and  there ;  but  if  you  like  the  humour  of  it,  we 

shall  think  of  a  stanza  or  two  to  add  to  it '  (R.  fi.  to 

Ainslie,  January  6th,  1789). 

Letter  and  song  as  sent  to  Ainslie  (but  with  no  mention 

<>f  him)  appeared  in  The  Scots  Magazine  for  1801. 

DOES  HAUGHTY  GAUL  INVASION  THREAT? 

Ka  546  in  Johnson  (Vol.  vi.  1803) :  '  Written  for  this 
'Work  by  Robert  Bums.'  Published  also  in  The  Edinburgh 
Ckfurant  for  May  4th,  1795  ;  The  Dumfries  Journal  for  the 
4Sth  of  the  same  month  ;  The  Caledonian  Mercury  on  the 
7th ;  and  in  Currie  (1800).  A  ms.  — ms.  (A) — is  at  Loch- 
lyau,  and  another — ms.  (B)— in  the  possession  of  Mr.  John 
IMck  of  Craigengelt,  Stirlingshire. 

Stanza  i.  Line  5.  '  Corsincon  *  :—*  A  high  hill  at  the 
source  of  the  Nith '  ( R.  B.  in  Courant,  etc. ).  6.  *  Criffel  * :— *  A 
mountain  at  the  confluence  of  the  Nith  with  the  Sol  way  Firth ' 
(R.  B.  in  Courant,  etc.).  7.  'Ere  we  allcw  a  foreign  foe/ 
MS.  (6). 

Stanza  ii.  Line  x.  'O,  let  us  not  like  snarling  curSf* 
Johnson  and  ms.  (B).  7.  '  For  only  but  by  British  hands/  MS. 
(A). 

Stanza  iv.  Line  2.  *  And  the  wretch  his  true-^^rw  brother/ 
Currie  ;  but  there  is  no  authority  for  the  word.  3.  *  Who 
would  [or  'Who'd']  set  the  mob  abocn  the  throne/  Currie, 
Csttran/,  etc 


4#t  KOTES 


O,  ONCE  I  LOVD  A  BONIS  LASS 


No.  651  in  JolmMO  (Vol  vi  ISiO)  Mi  Carrie  (1800):. 
Umigned.  Entered  in  the  FintVommemPUKe  Bmk  wl 
(A)— April  1783 :— 'The  foUoiring  coMpontioii  mm  tl« 
firrt  of  mj  perfbmuuicety  and  doiie4it  an  eeri j  period  of 
life,  wkcn  mj  heert  ^owad  with  boneet  wsMrm  eiwplitity; 
nnoeyieinted^  and  uncormpted  with  them^rs  of  Airieked 
world.  The  performaooe  ii^  indeed,  very  pnerile  and 
rilly :  hat  I  am  alwaya  pleaied  with  it,  ae  it  leeaUa  to  mj 
mind  thoee  happy  daya  when  my  heart  wae  yet  hooeit 
and  my  tongue  wae  tineere.  The  inhieGt  of  it  wm  a 
yoong  girl  who  really  deeenred  all  the  pgaiiei  I  hare 
bettowed  on  her.'  Buma  preeented  a  copy  to  Mn. 
Stewart  of  Stair,  and  thii  Ma. — ^mb.  (B) — is  now  in  the  pos- 
lesrion  of  Mr.  Adam  Wood,  Troon.  'The  following 
■ong/  he  remarlm,  'ie  only  valuable  to  thoee  who  would 
•ee  the  author'i  first  prodnctions  in  verve.  It  waa  com- 
posed when  he  wae  a  few  montha  more  than  hie  aixteenth 
year.'  In  the  Auiobtographical  Letter  te  Dr,  Meore^  he 
states  that  the  young  girl  was  his  partner  in  *  the  labors 
of  harvest'  'Among  her  other  love-insuring,  qualifica- 
tions,' so  he  further  relates,  'she  sung  sweetly;  and 
'twas  her  favourite  reel  to  which  I  attempted  giving  an 
embodied  vehicle  in  rhyme.  I  was  not  so  presumptive  as 
to  imagine  that  I  would  make  verses  like  printed  ones, 
composed  by  men  who  had  Greek  and  Latin ;  but  my 
girl  sung  a  song  which  was  said  to  be  composed  by  a 
small  country  laird's  son,  on  one  of  his  Other's  maids, 
with  whom  he  was  iu  love ;  and  I  saw  no  reason  why  I 
might  not  rhyme  as  well  as  he,  for  except  shearing  aheep 
and  casting  peats,  his  father  living  in  the  moors,  he  had 
no  more  scholarcraft  than  I  had.' 

His  criticism  of  the  song  (in  the  Fw»t  Cemmon  Place 
Beok)  is  interesting  enough  to  rqprint  in  full: — 'The 
first  distic  of  the  first  stanza  is  quite  too  mndli.  in  the 
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flimsy  strain  of  our  ordinary  street  ballads ;  and  on  the  < 
other  hand^  the  second  distic  is  too  much  in  the  other 
extreme  The  expression  is  a  little  awkward^  and  the  i 
sentiment  too  serious.  Stanza  the  second  I  am  well 
pleased  with,  and  I  think  it  conveys  a  fine  idea  of  that 
Maiid>le  put  of  the  Sex — the  agreeables ;  or  what  in  our 
Scotch  dialect  we  call  a  sweet  sonsy  Lass.  The  third 
stanai  has  a  little  of  the  flimsy  turn  in  it ;  and  the  third 
line  has  rather  too  serious  a  cast.  The  fourth  stanza  is  a 
Toy  indiflFerent  one ;  the  first  line  is^  indeed,  all  in  the 
ftrmin  of  the  second  stanza,  but  the  rest  is  mostly  an 
cotpletiTe.  The  thoughts  in  the  fifth  stanza  come  finely 
up  t6  nsy  faTourite  idea,  a  sweet  sonsy  Lass  ;  the  last  line^ 
hewerer,  hahi  a  little.  The  same  sentiments  are  kept 
up  with  equal  spirit  and  tenderness  in  the  sixth  stanza, 
but  the  second  and  fourth  lines  ending  with  shert 
syllables  hurts  the  whole.  The  seventh  stanza  has 
sereral  minute  faults ;  but  I  remember  I  composed  it  in 
a  wild  enthuziasm  of  passion,  and  to  this  hour  I  never 
reeoUect  it,  but  my  heart  melts,  and  my  blood  sallies  at 
the  remembrance.' 

The  tune  to  which  Burns  wrote  his  verses  was  I  Am  a 
Man  Unmarried,  and  it  had  a  chorus,  '  Tal  al  de  Ral '  or 
*  Fal  al  de  Dal ' ;  but  he  sent  another  to  Johnson. 

Stanza  i.  Linv  2.  *An*  ayt  I  love  her  still,'  Johnson. 
'  An'  whilst  that  honor  warms  my  breast,'  MSS.  (A  and  B).  4. 
'/lore  my  handsome  Nell,*  MS.  (B). 

Stanza  iv.  Linr  2'4.  in  ms.  (B)  read  :— 

*  Good  humour  d ,  frank  and  free. 
And  still  the  more  I  view  them  o'er 
The  more  they  capture  me,' 

Stanza  v.  is  omitted  in  ms.  (B). 

MY  LORD  A-HUWrnNG 

Na  554  in  Johnson  (Vol.  vi.  1803) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Burns. ' 


444  NOTES 


SWEETEST  MAY 

No.  659  in  JohnBon  (VoL  tL  1803) :  'Written  for  thb 
work  bj  Robert  Bums.' 

An  imitation^  open  and  unabashed^  of  Ramsay's  J^ 
SweeUH  Ma^f,  Let  Love  Incline  Thee. 

MEG  O'  THE  MLL 

No.  666  in  Johnson  (V'oL  tL  1803) :  '  Written  for  thb 
work  bj  Robert  Bums.'  Suggested  doubtless  by  m 
older  ditty,  which,  however,  has  escaped  us.  AnotHer 
set  was  sent  to  Thomson,  which  he  declined  (see  VoL  iv.). 

Stanza  iv.  Link  i.   Among  the  Scots  lower  classes  the 
newly  married  pair  were  bedded  in  presence  of  the  oomptny. 

JOCKIE  'S  TA'EN  THE  PARTING  KISS 

No.  570  in  Johnson  (Vol.  vL  1803) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums.'  Published  by  Currie  (1800). 

O,  LAY  THY  LOOP  IN  MINE,   LASS 

No.  574  in  Johnson  (VoL  vL  1803) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Bums.' 

Stanza  i.  Line  2.  '  He  aft  has  wrought  me  meikle  wie'  :— 
Cf^  The  Twa  Herds ^  Vol.  ii.  p.  23,  Stanra  XI I.  Line  2:— 

'  M  'Gill  has  wrought  us  meikle  wae.' 

CAULD  IS  THE  E'ENIN  BLAST 

No.  583  in  Johnson  (VoL  vi.  1803) :  '  Written  for  thi« 
work  by  Robert  Bums,' 

The  old  words,  to  the  tune  Peggy  Rameay,  began,  says 
Stenhouse,  thus : — 
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'  Bonn  J  Peggy  Ramsay,  aa  ony  man  may  see, 
Has  a  bony  sweet  face,  and  a  gleg  glintin  e'e.* 

D  effect  the  ballad  thus  beginning  is  fully  set  forth^  in 
'hat  at  one  time  passed  for  Scots^  in  Wit  and  Mirth 
1703).  It  is  amazingly  coarse^  and^  as  either  original  or 
erivative,  was  certainly  known  to  Shakespeare  (Twelfth 
Eighty  Act  u.  Scene  iii..  Sir  Toby  Belch  loq,  : — 'Mal- 
olio  8  a  Peg  a-Ramsay ').  Staunton^  in  his  notes  to 
hakespeare,  states^  on  the  authority  of  Chappell,  that 
there  are  two  tunes  under  the  name^  and  both  as  old  as 
hakespeare's  time.'  See  further  Staunton's  Shakespeare^ 
»L  ilL  p.  194.  The  reti-ain  runs  on  the  word  '  mill/  the 
suae  of  which^  as  in  Bums^  is  not  technical  but  equivocal : 
sense  which  is  classic. 


THERE  WAS  A  BONIE  LASS 

\o.  586  in  Johnson  (Vol.  vi.  1803)  :  'By  R.  Bums.'    A 
ento  of  old  catchwords. 


THERE'S  NEWS,   LASSES,  NEWS 

[o.  589  in  Johnson  (Vol.  vi.  1803) ;  '  Written  for  this 
'ork  by  Robert  Bums.  * 

The  tune  in  the  Old  Skene  ms.  has  the  title  /  Wunna 
fang  to  My  Bed  Till  ISud  Die ;  and  Steuhouse  states  that 
the  song  was  retouched  by  Burns  from  a  very  ancient 
ne,  called  /  Wunna  Gang  to  My  Bed  Until  I  Get  a  Man," 
ut  quotes  no  further.  Scott  Douglas,  again,  suspects 
hat  *the  words  were  written  merely  to  preserve  the 
retty  little  melody  which  our  bard  recovered.'  It  is 
lain,  however,  that  *  our  bard's  *  original  is  a  fragment 
a  the  Herd  ms.  ; — 

*  Newes,  Lasses,  Kewes  ! 

Gude  Newes  I  hae  to  tell. 
There 's  a  boat  f u'  o'  young  men 
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Stawza  III.  with  the  equivocal '  leyrciop '  (Jea-ciop)  i& 
3,  and  *  tUl'd '  in  4,  was  probably  an  emeodatioo  of  a  ttaoaii 
womt  other  andent  ditty. 

O,  THAT  I  HAD  N£'^  BEKN  KAJUUSD 

No.  608  in  Johnaon  (V6L  vl  1803):  'Corrected  by  B. 
Buma/  and  the  laat  ttania  '  added  by  Bumi.' 

Buma  quotea  all  that  la  old  of  thia  aong  in  a  letter 
to  Mra.  Dunlop,  1795.  flUa  quotation  indudee.  Stam  i. 
and  the  Chorua.     Doabtleaa  he  found  it  in  the  Herd  n. 

A  ballad  in  the  Crawford  Collection,  Wamm'M  Work  it 
Never  Dane  (e.  171SM0)  begina  thua  :-^ 

'O  that  I  bad  ne'er  been  manied, 

Sinee  I  lead  a  oaref nl  life ! 
Thing!  with  me  are  strangely  eairfod. 

Now  I  am  become  a  wife,'  etc 

It  ie  in  ectateay  hoverer^.and  eela  forth  tha  aorrowi  and 
triala  of  a  woman  with  a  tyxautvhuaband. 

MAU^Y  'S  MEEK,  MALLT  '8  SW1BBT 

No.  597  in  Johnson  (Vol  vi.  1803) :  '  Written  for  this 
work  by  Robert  Buma.' 

WANDEJBUNG  WILLIE 

Thomson's  8coUi9h  Airs,  Vol.  i.  Put  i.  (May  1793). 

Some  hold  the  song  suggeated  by  Burnir'a  relatioitf 
with  Maria  Riddell ;  others^  by  Clarinda'a  propoal  of 
reconciliation  to  her  husband.  Both  theories  are  ht- 
fetched ;  and^  in  any  case^  if  Buma  wrote  his  verws  in 
the  March  of  1793,  shortly  before  sending  them  to  Thorn- 


1,  the  latter.  U  demanstcably  falM^  for  Clarinda  had 
It  retamad  unreeonciled.  The  faet  is,  m  this  matter 
xiriiiii|^  la  lainmr  lost  For  Wtmdering  WiUie  is  simply 
ipted  from  an  old  thing  in  Herd  (1769)  : — 'I  leave  you, 
r  dear  Sir,  to  determine  whether  the  above  or  Thro'  the 
ng  Muir  is  beat'  (R.  B.  to  Thomson).  Here  is  the 
finsl  set : — 

*  Here  awa,  there  awa,  here  awa  Willie, 

Have  Awa,  there  awa»  bare  awa  hame ; 
lAQg  have  I  aought  thee,  dear  have  I  bought  thee. 
Now  I  have  gotten  my  Willie  again. 

'Thio*  the  huigmnir  I  have  followed  my  Willie, 

Thsv^  the  lang  muir  I  have  followed  him  hame. 
Whatever  betide  as,  nought  shall  devide  us ; 
Love  BOW  rewards  all  my  ■orrow.and  pain. 

*  Here  awa,  there  awa,  here  awa,  Willie, 

Here  awa,  there  awa,  here  awa  hame : 
Come  Love,  believe  me,  nothing  can  grieve  me, 
Bha  thing  pleases  while  Willie  'a  at  hame.' 

lie  MS.  sent  to  Thomson  is  at  Brechin  Castle.  Thom- 
and  the  Hon.  Andrew  Ersklne  suggested  certain 
DgeSy  most  of  which  Burns  accepted  (some,  it  may  be, 
of  pure  good  nature) ;  but  on  a  copy  of  Thomson's 
it  Volume  sent  to  Miss  Graham  of  Fintry  he  wrote  in 
sral  modifications  of  the  original ;  and  the  version  thus 
ised  we  have  adopted  as  our  text  Currie  (1800)  pub- 
ed  tbe  verses  as  written.  The  Thomson  set  was  copied 
)  Brash  and  Reid's  Poetry  Original  and  Select ,  VoL  i. 

TANZA  I.  Links  x-2  as  sent  to  Thomson  read  thus  : — 

'  Lang  here  awa.  there  awa,  wandering  Willie, 
Now  tired  with  wandering  hand  awa  hame.' 

'  Come  to  my  bosom,  my  ain  only  dearie,'  Erskine*s 
:ndment.  Bums  reverts  to  the  original  'ae'  in  Miss 
ham's  copy. 

TANZA  II.  Line  z.  "^  Loud  blew  ikt  could  winter  wimdt  at 
paKtiag,'  MS. ;  '  Winter  winds  blew  laud  and  could  at  our 
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parting/  Enkiiie't  amendment     s.   ^Ftmrs  fir  my  WilHt 
krmgkt  timn  U  my  e'e»'  Enkine'a  amendment.   4.  *As  Simaer 
to  Natoce,  ##  WiUie  to  me,'  Enkine't  amendment,  in  wkkh 
Barns  did  not  acquiesce. 
Stania  III.  Lines  1-3  in  Bnms's  ms.  read  1— 

'  Ye  kurricames  rest  In  the  cave  o'  jonr  slambers, 

O,  haw  your  wild  horrors  a  lorer  alarms  1 
AvKUken  ye  breetes,  row  gently  ye  billows.' 

Bums  accepted  Erskine's  amendments  for  Lines  1-2,  as  adopted 
in  our  text,  bat  in  3,  for  Erskine's  '  BUm  tap*  he  sabstitvted 
•Wauken.' 

Stanza  iv.  Link  1.  <But  if  lu* s  ftrgutm  his faUl^vllta 
Nannie,'  MS. ;  the  reading  in  the  text  is  Erskine's.  2.  For 
*  wide  roaring,'  Erskine  suggested  ^  dark-kiammg*  \  bot  Bnnis 
would  none  of  it.  4.  For  '  But,  dying,  beliere,'  Erskine  sug- 
gested •  WkiU  dying,  I  tkmk' :  it  also  was  declined. 


BRAW  LADS  O*  GALLA  WATER 

Thokbon'b  8oUH»\  AiTM,  VoL  L  Part  i.  (May  1793).  (Sent 
to  Thomson  in  Jannary  1793.)  Thence  copied  into  The 
8eoU  Magaxine  (July  1797),  Bnsh  and  Held  (Vol  ill), 
and  The  MuHeal  Rejxmtmry  (1799^ 

Bums  got  his  lyrical  idea  from  one  of  *  Five  Excel- 
lent New  Songs'  in  a  very  old  chap — (a  copy  is  in 
the  posseesion  of  Mr.  George  Gray,  Glasgow)— -printed 
and  published  in  Niddry-wynd  [Edinburgh],  It  is  in- 
cluded in  Herd ;  and  it  is  set  to  music  in  J.ohnson'i 
Second  Volume,  with  this  chorus : — 

*  Braw,  braw  Uds  of  Galla  Water, 
O,  braw  Uds  of  Oalla  Water ! 
I  '11  kilt  my  coats  below  my  knee, 
And  follow  my  love  through  the  water.' 

In  ScotHih  Songs  (iL  327),  Chambers  gives  what  he  is 
pleased  to  call  'the  original,'  as  recited  to  him  by's 
person  in  that  interesting   district':    it   tubatitiites  i 
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Sonie  lass '  for  the  '  Braw  lads.'  (There  is  also  a  chap- 
K>k  Las9  qf  GaUawater,  one  of  a  garland  of  New  Songg 
the  Abbotsford  Collection ;  one^  too^  in  the  Mother- 
ell  Collection^  with  the  date  1790.)  Another  set^  whicli 
bambers  m^rsteriously  introduces  (ii.  666)  as  '  probably 
le  first  song  written  to  the  tune^'  has  better  claims  on 
le  attention  ;  for  he  found  it  (though  he  carefully  for- 
$ts  to  say  so)  in  the  (vanished)  Mansfield  us, ,  written 
M>at  1780.     It  has  eight  stanzas^  with  the  chorus  : — 

'  Braw,  braw  lads  o'  Gala  Water, 
Bonie  lada  o'  Gala  Water ; 
The  Lothian  lads  maun  ne'er  compare 
Wi'  the  braw  lads  o'  Gak  Water.' 

Stanza  i.  Lines  i-2  in  Burns's  lis.  read  thus  :— 

'  TA^re  's  braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes, 
TAa/  wander  through  the  blooming  heather.' 

Line  2  in  Thomson  reads,  *  Ye  wander  thro\*  etc. 
Stanza  ii.  Line  4.  Burns  first  wrote,  ^He^s  the  bonie  lad/ 

r, 

AULD  ROB  MORRIS 

r's  Scottiih  Airs,  Vol.  i.  Part  i.  (May  1 793).  Thence 
into  The  Scots  Magazine  (July  1797),  and  Brash 
id  Reid  (Vol.  ii.).  'I  have  partly  taken  your  idea  of 
uUL  Rob  Morris,  I  have  adopted  the  first  two  verses, 
id  am  going  on  with  the  song  on  a  new  plan^  which 
imiiMt  pretty  well'  (R.  B.  to  Thomson,  4th  November 
^92).  The  set  was  sent  on  4th  December  1792,  and  is 
.  Brechin  Castle. 

The  set  in  Ramsay  {Tea-Tahle  Miscellany)  is  signed 
^  *,  which  means  '  an  old  song  with  additions. '  It  is  a 
)irited  enough  piece,  in  the  form  of  a  duet : — 

Milker 

*  Aald  Bob  Morris  that  wins  in  jon  glen 
He 's  the  king  of  good  fellows,  and  wale  of  auld  men, 
Haa  foorsoore  of  black  sheep,  and  fourscore  too : 
Auld  Bob  Morris  is  the  man  ye  maun  loo.' 

VOL.  III.  2  F 
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DoMghUr 

'H»*d  ^our  tongue,  mithar.  Mid  let  that  abee, 
¥m  bif  eild  and  mj  eild  een  nerer  tgree : 
Tikej  11  neTer  agree,  and  that  will  be  nen ; 
For  he  la  foanoore,  and  I  *m  but  tftaen.' 

Bumi's  MS.  if  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Stanza  i.  Line  3.  '  He  has  gowd  in  his  coffers,  be  has 
skiept  Ad  has  kine,'  Thomson.  4.  *  And  ae  bonie  Usse,  his 
darling  and  mine': — Thomson's  reading,  because  thoogh 
'  dautie '  is  a  good  word  for  a  ^her  to  use,  it  b  '  too  haSoai 
an  expression  for  a  hnmble  lover,  scarcely  hoping  for  socoeo.' 

Stanza  hi.  Link  2.  '  And  my  daddie  has  mamgki  hot  t  cot- 
house  and  yard,*  Thomson. 

OPEN  THE  DOOR  TO  ME,  O 

Thoioon'b  SeoUUk  Airt,  VoL  L  Pkrt  i.  (May  1793).    The 
MB.  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 

It  is  doubtful  how  fiur  Bums  is  indebted  to  an  originil ; 
for  none  has  ever  been  found.  Enclosing  his  verMi 
to  Thomson  he  wrote : — 'I  do  not  know  whether  thk 
song  be  really  mended.'  We  can  but  conjecture  as  to 
whether  he  referred  to  a  piece  by  another  hand  or  toss 
earlier  set  of  his  own  making.  In  Thomson  it  is  headsd : 
— '  As  altered  for  this  work  by  Bums ' ;  and  the  sir  it 
marked  as  Irish.  A  blackletter  in  the  British  Museum 
and  in  the  Crawford,  Pep)rs,  and  Roxburghe  CollectioDi} 
entitled  The  RepuUive  Maid,  is  to  the  tune  Open  tki  hm 
and  Let  Me  Come  In, 

Young  Mem 
*  Sweet,  open  the  door  and  let  me  oome  in. 
For  to  be  a  Wooer  I  now  b^gin. 
And  aaj  th j  Lover  I  yet  have  been» 
1 11  love  thee  and  no  more.' 

Maid 
'  To  open  the  door.  Love,  that  ooold  I  do^ 
And  if  it  were  for  an  hour  or  two ; 
But  that  if  my  father  or  mother  ahoold  know, 
X  should  be  beaten  aore,*  ete. 
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It  maj  be  that  Bams  knew  lome  derivative  of  this ;  but   o^  open 
after  all  it  k  poisible  that  his  original  was  merely  0,  Open  thk  door 
tke  DooTy  Lord  Gregory,  in  Johnson  : — 

*  Oh,  open  the  door,  Lord  Qregory, 

Oh  open  and  let  me  in : 
Hie  rain  rahu  on  xdj  loarlet  robes, 
The  dew  dropa  o*er  mj  ohin.' 

Stanza  i.  Links  i  and  2.  Cf.  Lord  Gregory  (p.  220), 
Stanza  il.  Lines  3-4 : — '  At  least,  some  pity,'  iU.  2. '  Ok,  open 
the  door  to  mty^  Thomson* 

Stanza  hi.  Link  i.  *  The  wan  moon  is  setting  behind  the 
white  wave,'  Thomson.  3.  '  And  Life  is  setting  with  me,  oh,' 
deleted  reading  in  the  MS. 

Stanza  iv.  Link  3.  *She  sees  his  pale  corse  on  the  plain,' 
Thomson. 


WHEN  WILD  WAR'S  DEADLY  BLAST 

l^omoN's  Scottiok  Aire,  Vol.  1.  Part  i.  (May  1793).  Sent 
to  Thomson  in  April  1793 : — '  I  send  you  also  a  ballad  to 
the  tone  of  The  MiU  and  the  Mill,  0.'  Almost  identical 
versions  appeared  in  The  Caledonian  Mercury  for  20th 
S^tember  1793,  Brash  and  Reid's  Foetry  Original  and 
Stkei,  VoL  i.,  and  The  SeoU  Magazine  for  November  1797. 
TlionuKm  made  certain  changes  in  the  song;  but  on 
a  copy  sent  to  Miss  Graham  of  Fintry  Bums  restored  the 
old  readings. 

The  original  set  of  The  MiU,  Mill,  0  is  in  The  Merry 
Mueee: — 

'  Am  I  cam  down  yon  waterside 
An*  by  yon  Shillin  Hill,  O ! 
There  I  spied  a  bonie  lass, 
A  lass  that  I  lo'ed  right  weel,  O ! 
O  the  mill,  mill,  O,  and  the  kill,  kill,  O, 
An'  the  coggin,'  etc. 

The  returning  soldier  appears  to  a  very  different  purpose 
from  that  of  his  descendant  in  Bums  [a  similar  story 


458  NOTBS 

is  told  in  the  Mecmd  ohi^tar  of  Montaigne's  Secood 
Book]  in  a  wt  bf  Allan  Rainny : — 

*  Beneath  ft  green  riiade  I  fand  ft  f^  maid 

Wae  ileeping  eonnd  and  etiU,  O ; 
A*  lowan  wi  love,  my  fancy  did  ro?e 
Around  her  wi*  good  will,  O. 

'  Her  bceom  I  pirait ;  but,  rank  in  bar  reet 

She  ftirr'd  na  mj  joy  to  spill,  O 
While  kindljT  the  slept,  dose  to  her  I  crept 
And  kissed  and  kissed  her,  mj  fUl,  O. ' 

A  Mt.  was  before  the  Aldine  Editor  (1899). 

Stanza  i.  Links  3-4  were  altered  by  ThoiBsoQ  to  this:- 

'And  eyes  agaim  with  ^asurt  keam'd 
Thai  had  bem  bUa^d  with  mourning. ' 

8.  '  A  poor  hut  honest  sodger,'  Scots  Magaxitu  and  Brash 
and  Reid. 

Stanza  ii.  Link  5.  *  Coil':— a  stream  in  the  Kyle  district 
of  Aynhiie.    7.  '  I  thougikt  upon  the  witdung  smile,*  Thomsoo. 

Stania  in.  Line  5.  <  Wha  spied  I  bat  my  ain  dear  Au;,'itt. 

Stamza  IV.  Line  i.  *  Wi'y^^/vur  voice,  quoth  I,  Swsetlas^' 

MS. 

Stanza  v.  Line  2.  'And  lovelier  iM'^  than  ever,' us.; 
*^yw,'  Brash  and  Reid. 

Stanza  vi.  Line  2.  *  Syne  waUov^t  /tie  a'lily,*MS.:-t^ 
the  ballad  GeordU  in  Johnson's  Museum^  No.  346 : — 

'  But  she  had  na  read  a  word  but  twa. 
Till  sbe  waUow't  like  a  Uly.' 

Stanza  vii.  Line  3.  *Tho*  wealth  be  sma\  we 're  rich  in 
love,'  MS.  5.  '  Quo*  she,  my  grandsire  left  me  /war,'  MS.  7* 
'  And  come  my  ain  dear  soger  lad,'  MS. 

DUNCAN  GRAY 

Se9fmd,&ft 

Thomson  (Vol.  i.  Part  11.  1796).  The  us.  is  at  Brechin 
Castle. 

The  second — ^the  drawing-room^-aet.  Both  are  foonded 
on  a  song  preserved  in  the  Herd  m.^  and  printed^  with 
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variations  (in  all  likelihood  by  Burns);  in  The  Merry  du 
Jiu$e9  (see  ante,  p.  322,  Pre&tory  Note  to  the  first  set,  a 
^hieh  is  moetly  Bums's  own).     The  Herd  set  begins : — 

*  Can  ye  play  wi'  Duncan  Gray 

(Hey,  hey,  the  girdin  o*t !), 
Cer  the  hiUt  and  far  away 

(Hey,  hey,  the  girdin  o't !)  ? 
Duncan  he  came  her  to  woo 
On  a  day  when  wo  were  fou', 
And  Meg  she  swore  that  she  wad  «pew, 

If,'rtc. 

It  is  clesr  that  Bums  borrowed  directly  from  the  Herd 
set  and  not  from  that  in  The  Merry  Muses,  for  the  second 
fjaatndn  of  the  latter  runs  thus : — 

*  Duncan  cam  our  Meg  to  woo, 
Meg  was  nice  and  wadnae  do, 
But  like  an  ether  puffed  and  blew 

At,' etc. 

The  Herd  and  Merry  Mueee  sets  are  very  closely  related 
to  the  set  in  Thomson :  indeed,  the  story  is  practically 
the  same  in  all.  In  its  terms  the  oldest  is  reminiscent 
of  an  ancient  song^  which  Allan  Ramsay  transferred  from 
the  Bannatyne  ms.  to  his  Tea-Table  Miscellany : — 

*  Rob's  Jock  came  to  woo  our  Jenny 

On  ae  feast  day  when  we  was  fou  ; 
She  buskM  her  and  made  her  bonie. 

When  she  heard  Jock  was  come  to  woo,'  etc. 

Other  derivatives  are  Hey,  Jenny,  Come  Down  to  Jock 
(Herd) ;  a  blackletter  ballad  in  the  Crawford  Collection, 
All  for  Love,  or  the  Happy  Match  between  Jocky  and  Jenny ; 
and  an  English  playhouse  song,  Jockey's  Oone  to  the 
Wood,  in  Playford  8  Choice  Ayres  (1659),  extended  into  a 
blackletter  broadside  (Crawford  and  Huth  Collections) 
with  the  title.  The  Scotch  Wooing;  or  Jockey  of  the  Lough 
and  Jenny  qfthe  Lee, 
Enclosed^  together  with  Auld  Bob  Morris,  to  Thomaon^ 
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4th  December  1792  :->'  The  fbregvnng  I  submit^  my  imt 
Sir,  to  jour  better  judgment ;  acquit  them  or  condemn 
them  M  eeemeth  good  in  thy  sight.  Duncan  Orajf  is 
that  kind  of  lighthorse  gallop  of  an  air  which  predodei 
sentiment.     The  ludicrous  is  its  ruling  feature.' 

Stanza  i.  Line  y,  *  Om  tu  fuui  night  when  we  were  foa,' 
original  reading  in  the  MS. :  Thomson  objected  to  this  reading 
because  it  is  in  the  old  song;  and  Bums  substituted  *ilytJu 
YuUnukt ' ;  but  Thomson  adopted  '  On  Nent-  Yeat^i  nkW 

Stanza  ii.  Link  3.  *Ailsa  Craig':— A  rocky  islet  in  the 
Firth  of  Qyde,  opposite  Ayr,  much  frequented  by  sea*fowlt 
whose  screaming  it  has  endured  for  ages  without  remonstnoee. 


DELUDED  SWAIN,  THE  PLEASURE 

Thomson  (Vol  i.  Part  11.  1796).  'Then  for  Tk»  OoOier'i 
Daughter  take  the  fbUowing  old  bacchanal'  (R.  R  to 
Thomson). 

The  ideas  and  sentiments  are  common  enough ;  10  is 
the  phrasing ;  and  '  old  bacchanal '  is  probably  a  figure 
of  speech. 

HERE  IS  THE  GLEN 

Thomson  (Vol.  i.  Part  n.  l79eX  The  ms.  is  at  Brechin 
Castle.  'I  know  you  value  a  composition  because  it 
is  made  by  one  of  the  great  ones  as  little  as  I  do. 
However,  I  got  an  air,  pretty  enough,  composed  by 
Lady  Elizabeth  Heron  of  Heron,  which  she  calls  2^ 
Bankt  qf  Cree,  Cree  is  a  beautiful  romantic  stresm, 
and,  as  her  ladyship  is  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  I  ht^ 
written  the  following  song  to  it.' 

llie  tune  did  not  please  Thomson,  who  set  the  venes 
to  The  Flowers  of  Edinburgh.  That  they  made  a  love-song 
for  Maria  Riddell,  as  some  hold,  is  scarce  consistent 
with  Bums's  statement  Moreover,  he  must  have  in- 
tended that  Lady  Elizabeth  Heron  should  see  them. 
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LET  NOT  WOMEN  E'ER  COMPLAIN 

''hojoon  (Vol.  i.  Part  ii.  I7d8).  The  ms.  is  at  Brechin 
:wtle. 

Ahemative  English  words  to  the  tune  Duncan  Gray : 
-  These  E^lish  songs  gravel  me  to  death.  I  have  not 
hat  command  of  the  language  that  1  have  of  my  native 
tmgue.  In  &ct  I  think  my  ideas  are  more  barren  in 
Ingliah  than  in  Scottish.     I  have  been  at  Duncan  Gray 

0  dresB  it  in  English^  but  all  I  can  do  is  deplorably 
tnpid '  (R.  B.  to  Thomson,  19th  October  1794).     There 

1  nothing  to  add  to  this,  except  that  the  song  exists  (if 
hat  can  be  said  to  exist  which  is  never  sung,  never 
uoted,  and,  if  ever  read,  immediately  forgotten)  as  pure 
turns. 

LORD  GREGORY 
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before  Bums't  deaths  is  included  in  the  Cunningham 
Y  The  song  u  alio  inaeribed  in  the  AJtou  Lodge  Book  at 
Alloway. 

Stanza  ii.  Linb  a.  '  And  ti^/or  hving  thee,'  Thomson  MS. 
3-4.  '  At  least  some  pity/  etc, :— Cf.  O,  0pm  iJu  Door,  p.  211, 
Stanza  I.  Lines  X-3,  and  Mary  Morison,  p.  386,  Stanxi  ill. 
Lines  5-6 : — 

'  If  love  for  love  thou  wilt  na  gie. 
At  least  be  pkj  to  me  shown.' 

Stanza  v.  Linb  3.  '  Thoa  dart  of  Heaven  that  flashest  by,' 
Thomson  MS.    4.  '  O,  wilt  thou  give  me  rest,*  Thomioii  MS. 

O  POORTITH  CAULD 

Tbombon  (Vol  i.  Part  n.  179B).    The  na.  is  at  Brechin 
Castle. 

Gilbert  Bums  told  Thomson  that  Bums's  heroine  was 
'  a  Miss  Jane  Blackstock^  afterwards  Mrs.  Whittier  of 
LiverpooL'  But  it  was  probably  Jean  Lorimer  (see  pMi, 
p.  482^  Pre&tory  Note  to  Louie  wC  the  Uni^wkUe  Loekt), 
who  was  then  contemplating  the  marriage  ci  which  she 
instantly  repented.  0  PoortUh  CatUd  is  held  to  refer  to 
her  rejecting  a  g^uger  for  the  man  she  married  (see 
ante,  p.  364^  Pre&tory  Note  to  Croigiebum  Wood).  It 
was  sent  to  Thomson  in  January  1793,  for  the  tone  of 
Cauld  Kail  in  Aberdeen ;  but  Thomson  thought  the  verses 
had  '  too  much  of  uneasy,  cold  reflection  for  the  air.'  To 
this  Bums : — ^  The  objections  are  just,  but  I  cannot  make 
it  better.  The  stuff  won't  bear  mending ;  yet,  for  private 
reasons,  I  should  like  to  see  it  in  print.'  With  a  new 
chorus  and  other  amendments,  it  was  set  in  the  end  to  / 
Had  a  Horse  and  I  Had  Nae  Mair, 

Chorus.  This  in  the  first  set  reads  :— 

*  For  toeel  I  lo'e  my  Jeanie, 

I  canna  want  my  JeanU  ; 
How  haffy  I  were,  were  the  w^  ain, 
Tho*  I  Mad  nier  a gttimta  /' 
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3  of  this  Chorus  Thomson — (with  a  fine  Eighteenth  o  POORTITII 
feeling  for  style) — substituted  *  /  doai  upon  *  for  *  /       CAULD 

Uk  I.    Line  2.    *  Ye  wreck  my  peace  between  yon,* 
1.     4.   *  But  tynin  d*  my  Jeanie, '  first  set. 
LA  IL  Link  3.  *  Fy^fy  on  silly  coward  man ': — ThoiQ- 
withstanding  that  in  both  sets  Bums  retained  the 
in  the  text.     The  *  0  Jie^  o{  certain  Editors  is  mere 


'Ji  V.  Line  x.  *  How  blest  the  simple  cottar^ s  fate  *  :— 
1,  wholly  without  the  author's  sanction.  2.  '  He  woos 
U  dearie,  *  deleted  reading  in  the  MS.     3-4  in  the  first 

* 

*  The  silly  bogles.  Rank  and  State 
Did  never  make  them  eerie. ' 


TAY,  SWEET  WARBLING  WOODLARK 

JT  (Vol.  i.  Part  11.  1798).     The  ms.  is  at  Brechin 

Douglas,  iu  his  Edinburgh  E^itiou^  printed  what 

o   be  a  first  sketchy  from  a  pencil   manuscript 

then  in  the  possession  of  his  publisher^  called 

nposed  on  Hearing  a  Bird  Sing  While  Musing  on 

'  Sing  on,  sweet  songster  o'  the  brier, 
Nae  stealthj  traitor-foot  is  near  ! 
O  soothe  a  hapless  lover's  ear, 

And  dear  as  life  I  '11  prize  thee. 

'Again,  again  that  tender  part. 
That  I  may  learn  thy  melting  art, 
For  surely  thou  would  touch  the  heart 
O'  her  that  still  denies  me. 

'  Oh  was  thy  mistress,  too,  unkind. 
And  heard  thee  as  the  careless  wind  7 
For  nocht  but  Love  and  Sorrow  join'd. 
Sic  notes  of  woe  could  wauken. 

'Thou  tells,' etc. 
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""saw  ye  BONIE  LESLEY 

Thomwh  (VoL  L  Part  ii.  179eX 

'Bonie  Ledie'  wm  M'lm  Leslie  IkUlie,  dAugfater  of 
Mr.   Bftillie   of  Mayfield^  Ayrshire.      She  married,  in 
June  1799;  Mr.  Robert  Cumming  of  Logie^  and  died 
in    July   1843.      'The   heart^stmck   awe^    the   diftint 
humble  approach,  the  delight  we  should  hare  in  gisog 
upon  and  listening  to  a  messenger  of  Hearen^  *PP^*'' 
ing  in  all  the  unspotted  purity  of  his  celestial  home, 
among  the  coarse,  polluted,  far  inferior  sons  of  men,  to 
deliver  to  them  tidings  that  make  their  hearts  swim  in 
joy,  and  their  imaginations  soar  in  transport — such,  m 
delighting  and  so  pure  were  the  emotions  of  my  soul  on 
meeting  the  other  day  with  Miss  Lesley  Baillie,  your 
neighbour  at  Ma3riield.     Mr.  B.,  with  his  two  daughters, 
accompanied  with  Mr.  H.  of  G.,  passing  through  Dum- 
fries a  few  days  ago  on  their  way  to  England^  did  me  the 
honour  of  calling  on  me ;  on  which  I  took  my  horse- 
though  God    knows  I  could   ill  spare  the  time — and 
accompanied  them  fourteen  or  fifteen  miles^  and  dined 
and  spent  the  day  with  them.     "Twas  about  nine  I  think 
that  I  left  them,  and  riding  home  I  composed  the  follow- 
ing ballad,  of  which  you  will  probably  think  you  have  a 
dear  bargain,  as  it  will  cost  you  another  groat  of  postage. 
You  must  knuw  that  there  is  an  old  ballad  beginning 
with : — 

My  Bonie  Lizde  Baillie,  I  '11  rowe  thee  in  my  plaiddie,* 

so  I  parodied  it  as  follows,  which  is  literally  the  first  copy 
''unanointed,  unannealed,"  as  Hamlet  sa3rs'  (R.  B.  to 
Mrs.  Dunlop,  22nd  August  1792).      The  ballad  of  Hate 
Baiiiie — 'a  new  song  very  much  in  request' — ^is  one  a> 
the  Laing  Broadsides,  now  in  the  possession  of  the  Eari 
of  Rosebery.     It  is  also  in  the  Herd  ms.,  and  was  partly 
published  in  Johnson's  Museum  (So,  4/S6). 

Burns  sent  two  stanzas  to  Cunningham,  10th  Septem^ 
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'  1792,  prefiiced  in  similar  terms.  On  8th  November 
)2  he  enclosed  the  song  to  Thomson : — '  I  have  just 
m  looking  over  The  Coiiier's  Btmie  Doehter ;  and  if  the 
lowing  rhapsody,  which  I  composed  the  other  day  on 
cbanning  Ayrshire  girl^  Miss  Lesley  Baillie  of  May- 
Id,  as  she  passed  thro'  this  place  to  England,  will  suit 
mr  taste  better  than  The  ColUer'9  Lassie,  fall  on  and 
loome.'    The  us.  sent  to  Thomson  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Stanza  ii.  Line  4.  <  And  fu'er  made  ji^anither/  Thomson : 
'  "And  never  made  anither.**  Thb  is,  in  my  opinion,  more 
etical  than  "ne'er  made  sic  aui/Aer"  '  (R.  B.  to  Thomson). 
,  indeed,  it  is. 

Stanza  hi.  Line  x.  <Thou,  l^onie  Lesley,  art  a  gueen^" 
nningham  ms.     3.  *  Thou,  bonis  Leslie^  art  divine^  Cunning- 

DIMS. 

Stanza  iv.  Lines  x-a  in  the  Cunningham  Ms.  read  :— 

•  The  vera  Deil  he  couldna  scaith 
Whatever  wad  belang  thee !  * 

SWEET  FA'S  THE  EVE 

10M8ON  (VoL  i.  Part  11.  1798).  '  If  I  can  catch  my- 
if  in  a  more  than  ordinary  propitious  moment,  I 
■11  write  a  new  Craigiehum  altogether.  My  heart  is 
ich  in  the  theme  *  (R.  B.  to  Thomson,  November 
94).  '  How  will  the  following  do  for  Craigiebum 
oorf?'  (R.  B.  to  Thomson,  January  15th,  1796). 
The  MS.  is  at  Brechin  Castle.  For  the  first  set  of 
'aigidmm  Wood,  see  p.  86 ;  and  see  also  Prefatory 
Dte,  ante,  p.  363. 

YOLT^G  JESSIE 

lOMsoN  (Vol.  i.  Part  11.  1798).      Sent  to  Thomson  in 
iril  1793  under  the  title  Song :  Tune — Bonis  Dundee : — 
send  you  a  song  on  a  celebrated  fashionable  toast  in 
is  country  to  suit  Bonis  Dundee  *  (R.  B.). 
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The  lady  was  Miss  Jeasia  Btsdg  (Aamgkber  of  Provoit 
Staig  of  Daaiifnes),  on  whose  recovery  firom  a  dangerovs 
illneas  Bums  afterwards  wrote  the  epigram  To  Dr,  ifss- 
weU  (see  VoL  u.  p.  266).  She  married  Mi^or  Willkm 
Miller,  son  of  Mr.  Miliar  of  Dalswinton,  and  died  it 
twenty-six  in  the  March  of  1801. 

The  loi  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Stanza  i.  Link  x.  *  The  sad  swmia  o'  the  Yarrow  '—It  is 
prolmble  that  Bums  refers  to  the  hero  of  the  old  balUd  Tk^ 
Domii  Dtns  of  Yarrow : — 

'As  be  gaed  up  the  Tinniea  bsnk, 

I  wot  he  gaed  wi'  sorrow. 
Till,  down  in  a  den.  he  spied  nine  armM  qko. 
On  the  dowie  bourns  of  Yarrow.* 

5.'    'To    equal    young    Jessie     seek    Scotland    all    over/ 
Thomson. 

ADOWN  WINDING  NITH 

Thomson  (VoL  ii.  1799).  '  Another  feyoorite  air  of  mine 
is  Tht  Muckin  o'  Geordie's  Byre,  When  sung  slow^  with 
expression^  I  have  wished  that  it  had  better  poetry :  that 
I  have  endeavoured  to  supply  as  follows.  ...  Mr. 
Clarke  begs  you  to  give  Miss  Phillis  a  comer  in  your 
Book,  as  she  is  a  particular  Flame  of  his.  She  is  a  Miv 
Phillis  M'Murdo,  sister  to  the  ''  Bonie  Jean  "  which  I  sent 
you  some  time  ago.  They  are  both  pupils  of  his '  (R.  E 
to  Thomson^  August  1793). 

Phillis  M'Murdo  married  Norman  Lockharty  afterwards 
third  baronet  of  Camwath.  Before  this  Burns  had  sent 
Thomson  another  song  on  the  same  lady,  FhiUU  ike  Fmr, 
with  which  he  did  not  pretend  to  be  satisfied,  and  which 
Thomson  did  not  accept  (see  VoL  iv.). 

The  MS.  shows  a  deleted  Stanza  after  ^. : — 

'The  primrose  is  o*er  for  the  season. 

But  mark  where  the  vi<det  is  blown. 
How  modest  it  peepa  from  the  oovert, 
So  modesty  sore  is  her  own  !  * 
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A  LASS  Wr  A  TOCHER 

Thomson  (Vol  ii.  1799).  '  The  other  day  I  gtrung  up  a 
kind  of  rhapsody  to  another  Hibernian  melody  that  I 
admire  much '  (R.  B.  to  Thomson^  February  1796).  The 
'  Hibernian  melody '  was  BaRnanuma  Ora, 

Plainly  suggested  (at  least)  by  A  Loii  with  a  Lump  qf 
Land  in  The  Tea-tabie  MUceUany : — 

'  Gie  me  a  lass  with  a  lump  of  land, 

And  we  for  life  shall  gang  thegither, 
Tho'  daft  or  wiie,  I'll  never  demand, 

Or  black  or  fair  it  maks  na  whither. 
I  'm  aff  with  wit,  and  beauty  will  fade, 

And  blood  alane  ii  no  worth  a  ihUling, 
But  she  that*B  rich,  her  market 'b  made, 

For  ilka  ehann  about  her  is  kUUng.' 

The  MS.  is  at  Brechin  Castle.    Here  is  a  Stania  deleted 
before  lu  : — 

'  I  grant  you,  your  Dearie  is  bonia  and  braw, 
She  '■  gentle,  and  itrappin,  and  stately  witha' ; 
But  see  yon  strappin  oaks  at  the  head  o'  the  shaw : 
'  Wi'  the  whaok  of  an  ax  how  sUtely  they  H  fa* !'  " 


BLYTHE  HAE  I  BEEN  ON  YON  HH-L 

Thomson  (Vol.  iL  1799).  Suggested  by  Fraser  the  oboist's 
interpretation  of  The  Quaker'e  W^ : — *  Mr.  Fraser  plays 
it  slow^  and  with  an  expression  that  quite  charms  me. 
I  got  such  an  enthusiast  in  it  that  I  made  a  song 
for  it^  which  I  here  subjoin^  and  enclose  Fhoer's  set 
of  the  tune.  If  they  hit  your  fancy  they  are  at  yottr 
service ;  if  not^  return  me  the  tune^  and  I  will  put  it  in 
Johnson's  MuMtum,  I  think  the  song  is  not  in  my  worst 
manner'  (R.  B.  to  Thomson,  June  1798). 

Later,  in  his  remarks  on  Thomson's  JJuit^  ha  isserted 
B^heHaelBeen  an  Yon  UiU :—' mUcIl,'  he  wrote,  'is 
one  of  the  finest  songs  ever  I  made  in  my  life ;  and  is 
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t    eompoted  on  a  young  lady,  pontiyely  the  most  beautiful 

lovely  woman  in  the  world.     As  1  purpoee  giving  70a 

«  the  name  and  designation  of  all  my  heroines  to  appev 

LLin  tome  future  edition  of  your  work,  perhaps  half  a 

century  henoe^  you  must  certainly  include  the  boniert 

lass  in  the  world  in  your  collection. '    For  the  '  boniest 

lass  in  the  world/  see  ante,  p.  468^  Prefiitorj  Note  to  Saw 

Ye  Borne  Lesley, 

The  MS.  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 


BY  ALLAN  STREAM 

Thomson  (VoL  iL  1790X  '  I  walked  out  yesterday  even- 
ing with  a  volume  of  the  liueeum  in  my  hand^  when, 
turning  up  AUan  Water  {'  What  number  shall  my  Mate 
repeat,'  etc.),  it  appeared  to  me  rather  unworthy  of  10 
fine  an  air ;  and  recollecting  it  is  on  jrour  list^  I  sat  snd 
raved  under  the  shade  of  an  old  thom^  till  I  wrote  one  to 
suit  the  measure.  I  may  be  wrong,  but  I  think  it  is  not 
in  my  worst  style '  (R.  B.  to  Thomson^  August  1793). 
There  are  mss.  at  Lochryan  and  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Stanza  i.  Link  z.  'By  AUan  sidg  1  chanced  to  rove,' 
Lochryan  MS.  3.  *  Benledi ' : — '  A  mountain  to  the  north  of 
Stirling'  (R.  B.  in  Lochryan  Ms.);  'A  mountain  in  Strath- 
allan,  3009  feet  *  (R.  B.  in  Thomson  MS.).  His  geogn^ifay  is 
faulty :  Strathallan  is  to  the  north  of  Stirling  [the  Allan  flovs 
by  Dunblane  and  Bridge  of  Allan  into  the  Forth],  but  Ben 
Ledi  is  about  20  miles  west-north-west.  7.  '  O  dearly  de  I 
love  ikee,  Annie^^  alternative  reading : — '  You  must  know  that 
in  Ramsay's  Tea-  Table,  where  the  modem  song  first  appeared, 
the  ancient  name  of  the  tune,  Allan  says,  is  AUan  Water,  or 
My  Love  Annie  *s  Very  Bonie,  This  hist  has  certainly  been  a 
line  of  the  original  song ;  so  I  took  up  the  idea,  and,  as  yoa 
will  see,  have  introduced  the  line  in  its  place,  which  I  piesuuie 
it  formerly  occupied ;  though  I  likewise  give  you  a  ekeesing 
line,  if  it  should  not  hit  the  cut  of  your  &ncy'  (R  B.  to 
Thomson).     It  did  not '  hit  the  cut '  of  Thomson's  *  &ncy,'  but 


^  Barns  himself  preferred  it,  we  have  adopted  it  in  our  text. 
The  original  Allan  WaUr^  or  A  Lvoer  in  Captivity^  is  one  of 
the  Laing  Broadsides  in  possession  of  the  E^rl  of  Rosebery. 
It  confirms,  but  partially,  the  conjecture  of  Bums,  the  words 
he  quotes  occurring  only  in  one  line : — 

*  Allan  Water 's  wide  and  deep, 

And  my  dear  Anny  's  very  bony. 
Wide 's  the  strath  that  lyes  above 't, 
If 't  were  mine  I  'd  give  it  all  for  Anny.' 

Stanza,  hi.  Linb  7.  '  Like  seeing\it.x^  our  bosom's  treasure,' 
tltemative  reading  in  Thomson  ms. 


CANST  THOU   LEAVE  ME 

Thovson  (VoL  ii.  1709).  Sent  to  Thomson,  20th 
November  1794.  *  Well,  I  think  this,  to  be  done  in  two 
or  three  turns  across  my  room,  and  with  two  or  three 
pinches  of  Irish  blackguard,  is  not  far  amiss.  You  see  1 
am  determined  to  have  my  quantum  of  applause  from 
somebody'  (R.  B.).  Bums  sent  a  copy  to  Maria  Riddell 
(ms.  in  the  possession  of  Dr.  De  Noe  Walker) ;  and  she 
replied  with  a  Stay^  My  Willie,  Now  Believe  Me,  about 
the  authorship  of  which  there  has  hitherto  been  some 
doubt.     The  ms.  sent  to  Thomson  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 

It  is  reminiscent  of  Burus's  own  song  sent  to  Johnson, 
Stay  My  Charmer  (p.  12  ;  see  also  Prefatory  Note  to 
this  last,  ante,  p.  312);  and  the  name  of  the  heroine  at 
least  may  have  been  suggested  by  a  similar  song.  Will 
Ye  Go  and  Marry  Katie,  found  in  The  Charmer  and  other 
books,  and  sometimes  credited  to  Burns. 


COME,   LET  ME  TAKE   THEE 

Thomson  (Vol.  ii.  1799).  'That  tune,  Cauld  Kail,  is  such 
a  fiivourite  of  yours  that  I  once  roved  out  yester  evening 
for  a  gloamin  shot  at  the  Muses ;  when  the  Muse  that 
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ne  preiidet  o'er  the  ahoree  of  Nith,  or  rather  1117  old  iinpir- 
I  ing  deereet  nymph^  Coilm,  whispered  me  the  following. 
I  have  two  reasons  for  thinking  th«t  it  was  my  early, 
sweet  Inspirer  that  was  by  my  elbow^  "  smooth-^ding 
without  step,"  and  pouring  the  song  on  my  glowing  hnej. 
In  the  first  place^  since  I  left  Coila's  natiye  haunts,  not  a 
fragment  of  a  Poet  has  arisen  to  dieer  her  aolitiry 
muainga  by  catching  inspiration  from  her,  so  I  more  than 
suspect  she  has  followed  me  hither,  or  at  least  made  me 
an  oeeasional  visit ;  secondly,  the  last  stansa  of  this  wng 
I  sent  you  is  the  very  words  that  Coila  taught  me  naoj 
years  ago,  and  which  I  set  to  an  old  Scots  reel,  in  John- 
son's Muteum '  (R.  R  to  Thomson,  August  1793).  The 
song  referred  toi9  And  I'U fiat  Thee  Tei  (p.  34). 
The  MS.  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 


CONTENTED  Wl'  UTTLB 

Thomson  (VoL  iL  1799).  '  ApropoM  to  bacchanalian  eongs 
in  Scottish,  I  composed  one  yesterday  for  an  air  I  liked 
much — Lumps  o'  Pudding,  ...  If  you  do  not  relish  the 
air  I  will  send  it  to  Johnson'  (R.  B.  to  Thomiou, 
November  1794).  Also : — '  I  have  some  thoughts  of  sug- 
gesting to  you  to  prepare  a  vignette  ...  to  my  song 
Contented  wi*  Little  and  Cantie  wC  Mair,  in  order  the 
portrait  of  my  fiuse  and  the  picture  of  my  mind  may  go 
down  the  stream  of  Time  together '  (R.  B.  to  Thomson, 
May  1795). 

The  stanza  is  that  of  Lumpe  0'  Pudding,  with  which 
Bums  uo  doubt  designed  his  song  as  a  whimsical 
contrast.  But  the  sentiment  seems  to  have  been  partly 
suggested  by  a  G.  A.  Stevens : — 

*  Contented  I  am,  and  contented  I  '11  be ; 
For  what  can  this  world  more  affOTd, 
Than  a  friend  that  will  eooiablj  UppLe  with  me, 
And  a  cellar  that 'a  plentifollj  atarad.' 
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Ihe  Mt.  wnt  to  Thomaon— mi.  (B>— is  at  Brechin  Cattle,  contintid 
•Jid  for  an  opportunity  to  inspect  an  early  draft — xs.  (A)    wi  UTTLE 

on  exciae  paper^  we  are  indebted  to  Mr.  A.  P.  Watt, 

^^^uidon. 

Stanza  x.  Line  4I  See  VoL  L  p.  333,  Note  to  ScoUk 
^hrmk^  Stanxa  ix.  Line  4. 

Stanza  ii.  Lines  3-4.  A  deleted  reading  of  these  lines  in 
:^s.  < A)  is  :— 

'  For  Wmltk  I  am  merry,  how  can  I  btfcor^ 
And  wty  Fretdam  's  my  birthright  not  kings  shall  injurt* 

3.  *  My  merry  good-humour  is  coin  in  my  pouch,'  MS.  (A). 
Stanza  hi.  is  omitted  in  ms.  (A). 
Stanza  iv.  A  deleted  reading  of  Lines  3-4  in  ms.  (A)  is  :^ 

'  Come  ease,  or  come  travail ;  come  canker  or  joy 
Approach,  you  art  welcome^  you  lea't  me^  good-byr. ' 


FAREWELL,  THOU  STREAM 

Thomson  (VoL  ii.  1799).  The  second  set  of  a  sohk  which 
«ri||^nally  began : — 

*  The  last  time  I  oame  o'er  the  moor 
And  left  Maria's  dwelling.' 

Til  is  set,  of  which  the  ms. — ms.  (A) — is  at  Brechin  Castle^ 
was  sent  to  Thomson  in  April  1793: — 'I  had  scarcely 
jput  my  last  letter  into  the  poHt-office,  when  I  took  up  the 
subject  of  The  Last  Time  I  Oame  O'er  the  Moor,  and  ere  I 
slept  drew  the  outlines  of  the  foregoing.  How  far  I  have 
succeeded  I  leave  you  to  decide.' 

The  heroine  was  Maria  Riddell,  to  whom  Bums  sent 
a  copy — MS.  (B) — now  in  the  possession  of  Dr.  De  No^ 
AValker.  To  this  he  added  this  note  (unpublished) : — 
*  On  reading  over  the  song,  I  see  it  is  but  a  cold,  inani- 
mated  composition.  It  will  be  absolutely  necessary  for 
me  to  get  in  love,  else  1  shall  never  be  able  to  make 
a  line  worth  reading  on  the  subject'    As  ftrtt  written, 

VOL.  III.  S  G 
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JLFtfnumUy   TUml   Slrmm^    wm   suggtited   bj  an  Allan 
Kjunaay : — 

"Tbe  Uai  Ubm  I  «MM  oP«r  the  moor 
And  left  my  lore  behind  me '— 

itself  adapted  from  au  older  tong.  In  January  1794 
occurred  the  estrangement  from  Mrs.  Riddell  (see  VoL  H. 
p.  420,  Prefatory  Note  to  Imprampiu  wn  Mrs,  BU/USi 
Birthday) ;  and  in  July  1704  Bums  informed  Thomion 
that  he  meant  to  set  the  rerses  which  he  had  sent  him 
for  T%e  Latt  Time  I  Came  (/er  the  Moor  to  Naney  's  To  ike 
Qfmnwaod  Qamt,  and  that  be  had  'made  an  altemtion io 
the  beginning ' — both  which  circumstsnces  Thomson  Menu 
to  have  ignored.  In  November  Bums  sent  aoother 
copy— MS.  (C) — (now  at  Brechin  Castle) : — '  Now  fyt  my 
English  song  to  Nancy's  to  the  Oroenwood  Qene*; 
and  Thomson  answered  that  he  thought  the  song  an 
excellent  one,  but  'too  serious  to  come  after  AViscy'; 
so  he  set  it  to  a  melodj  called  The  Siher  Snood. 
Bums  borruwed  the  first  lines  of  his  new  version  from 
Smollett's  Adieu,  Thou  Stream  That  Smooth^  Flow:*, 

Stanza  i.  in  ms.  (A)  reads : — 

'  The  last  time  I  catme  o'er  ike  moor 
And  left  Maria's  dweUingt 
What  throes,  -what  tortures  passing  cure 

Were  in  my  bosom  swelling? 
Condemned  to  see  my  rioeds  woogn. 

While  J  in  secret  languish : 
To  feel  a  fire  in  every  vein. 

Yet  dare  Mot  speak  my  anguish. ' 

Ms.  (B)  corresponds,  except  Line  5  (which  agrees  with  MS.  [C] 
and  oar  text)  and  Line  6  (which  has  '  And  stiU% 
Stanza  ii.  in  ms.  (A)  reads :— 

'  Love's  veriest  wretch  despairing  I 

Fain,  fain  my  crime  would  cover ; 
The  unweetinggrean,  the  hmrtting  sijgh. 
Betray  the  guilty  lover. 


8T 
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I  know  my  doom  must  be  despair :  PAR 

Thou  wilt,  nor  canst  relieve  me,  «l« 

But  O  Maria,  hear  my  prayer : — 
For  pity's  sake,  forgive  me ! ' 

Ms.  (B)  agrees  with  Ms.  (C)  and  our  text,  except  that  Line  z 
reads  : — *  The  wretch  of  love  unseen,  unknown  ' ;  and  that  2 
has  *  crinu  *  as  in  MS.  (A)  for  *  griefs. ' 

Stanza  hi.  Line  7>  */«  circling  horrors,'  erroneous  reading. 
8.   •  To  overwhelming  rum/  MS.  (A). 


HAD  I   A  CAVE 

THomoN  (VoL  ii.  1799).     The  ms.  is  at  Brechin  Cagtle. 

*  That  crinkum-crankum  tune,  Robin  Adair,  has  run  so 
in  my  head,  and  I  succeeded  so  ill  in  my  last  attempt 
iPkii&s  the  Fair,  see  Vol.  iv.],  that  1  ventured  in  my 
mominii^'s  walk  one  essay  more.  You,  my  dear  Sir,  will 
remember  an  unfortunate  part  of  our  worthy  friend 
Cunningham's  story,  which  happened  about  three  years 
ago.  That  struck  my  fancy,  and  I  endeavoured  to  do 
the  idea  poetic  justice,  as  follows*  (K.  B.  to  Thomson, 
August  1793). 

See  further.  Prefatory  Notes  to  Anna  (V^ol.  i.  p.  447)  ; 
To  Alexander  Cunningham  (\''ol.  ii.  p.  371);  and  She's 
J'air  and  Fawte  (ante,  p.  399). 


HERE'S  A   HEALTH 

Thomson  (V^ol.  ii.  1799).  '  I  once  mentioned  to  you  an  air 
which  I  have  long  admired.  Here  '*  Health  to  Them  That  V 
AuHi,  Hinney  ;  but  1  forget  if  you  took  notice  of  it.  1  have 
just  been  trying  to  suit  it  with  verses  ;  and  I  beg  leave  to 
recommend  the  air  to  your  attention  once  more*  (R.  B. 
to  Thomson,  May  1796).  About  a  fortnight  before  his 
death  he  sent  a  copy  to  Alexander  Cunningham  : — '  Did 
Thomson  show  you  the  following  song,  the  last  I  made, 
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A  or  probably  will  make  for  womm  time ?*  After  hi&  death 
I  mn  additional  ttanai — not  in  tlie  mil  tent  to  Thomson 
(Brechin  Cartle),  nor  in  the  m.  sent  to  Cunningfaan 
(WatMm  Collecticni)— was  found  among^  his  papers.  But 
aa  there  is  no  eridence  that  he  paaaed  it,  we  hare  not 
included  it  in  the  text  :— 

'  I  gueM  b  V  the  dear  aogel  anile^ 

I  giMH  bj  the  love-rolling  e'o— 
But  whv  urge  the  tender  eoofenion 
*Gaintt  Fortune's  fell  cruel  decree,'  etc. 

The  heroine^  Jemie  Lemars,  sister  of  John  Lewars,  a 
fellow-exciseman,  was  of  great  service  to  the  BIum8hoas^ 
hold  during  the  last  illness.  She  is  also  commemonted 
in  certain  complimentary  verses  (VoL  iL  pp.  141,260), 
and  in  that  very  beautiful  song,  0,  Wert  Thau  in  the  CMf 
Biojtt  (Vol.  iv. ).  On  3rd  June  1 799  she  married  Mr.  James 
I'homson,  M'riter  in  Dumfries,  and  she  died  26th  Mar 
18.55. 

Stanza  ii.  Line  3.  *  But  welcome  the  k^rs  o*  sweet  slum- 
l>er,'  Watson  MS. 


HOW  CRUEL  ARE  THE  PARENTS 

Thomson  (Vol.  ii.  1799).  Sent  to  Thomson,  9tli  May  1799, 
as  ^  a  son^  altered  from  an  old  English  one ':  which '  old 
English  one  '  is  found  in  The  Hive  (London,  17^3),  in  The 
Thrueh  (London,  1749),  and  in  Apollo  tt  Oifttii«f  (London. 
176^5).     Here  it  i8:— 

'  How  cruel  is  that  parent's  care, 

Who  richea  only  prises, 
AVhcn  finding  out  some  booby  heir. 

He  thinks  he  wondrous  wise  is. 
AVIiile  the  poor  maid,  to  shun  her  fate. 
And  not  to  prove  a  \\Tetch  in  state. 
To  *8oape  the  blockhead  she  must  hate. 

She  wedfl  where  she  despises. 


NOTES 
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*  The  luurmleM  dore  thiu  trembling  fliee, 

The  rATenoui  hAwk  purtuing : 
A  while  her  tender  pinions  tries, 

Till  doomed  to  certain  rain. 
Afraid  her  worst  of  foes  to  meet, 
No  shelter  near,  no  kind  retreat, 
She  drops  beneath  the  faulkner's  feet, 

For  gentle  usage  suing.' 

The  MS.  it  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Stanza  i.  Line  7.  *  To  shun  a  cruel  Father's  hate,'  aller- 
JJative  reading  in  the  ms. 


HOW  CRUEL 
ARE  THE 
PARENTS 


HUSBAND,   HUSBAND,  CEASE  YOUR  STRIFE. 

Thomson  (Vol.  ii.  1799).  Sent  to  Thomson  in  December 
1793  : — *Tell  me  if  you  like  the  following  verses  to  My 
Jo  Janet* 

The  MS.  is  at  Brechin  Castle,  and  what  appears  to  be  an 
early  draft  is  among  the  Pickering  mss.  in  the  British 
Museum,  copied  by  W.  W.  C. 

Stanzas  i.  and  11.  Instead  of  these  two  the  draft  MS.  has 

this  one : — 

'  "  If  the  word  is  still  obey. 

Always  love  and  fear  you, 
I  will  take  myself  away 
And  never  more  come  near  you.'* 
"Sad  will  I  be  so  bereft. 
Nancy,  Nancy, 
StUl  I  '11  try  to  make  a  shift. 
My  spouse  Nancy."  * 

Stanza  iv.  Line  i.  *  Well  even  from  the  silent  dead/ 
draft  MS. 


IT  WAS  THE  CHARMING   MON'J'H 

Thomson  (Vol.  ii.  1799).  Meant  as  English  words  to 
Dainty  Dane,  and  abridged  from  a  song  in  The  Tea-Table 
Miitceffany,     '  You  may  think  meanly  of  this,  but  take 
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a  l(M)k  at  the  bombast  ori^ual  and  you  will  be  turprUed 
that  I  have  made  so  much  of  it'  (R.  B.  to  ThomiOD, 
Q  November  17W). 

All  the  same,  Bums  rather  selected  from  than  reneved 
and  re-inspired  the '  bombast  original'  Practically  nothing 
is  his  but  the  repeats  and  the  chorus ;  and  even  the§e 
have  their  fi^rms  iu  the  Afi^ctilany.  The  rest  of  hii  set 
is  '  lifted  '  almost  word  for  word^  and  simply  edited  tod 
rearranged. 


LAST  MAY   A  BRAW  WOOER 

Thomson  (Vol  ii.  1799).  Sent  to  Thomson  drd  Julyl71^- 
The  MS. — MS.  (A)— sent  to  Thomson  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 
Another — ms.  (B) — sent  to  Provost  Staig,  Dumfries,  ii  in 
the  Kilmarnock  Monument  Museum.  The  song  i1m> 
appeared  in  one  of  the  tracts  '  printed  by  Chapman  and 
Lang  for  Stewart  and  Meikle.'  A  corrupt  set  ww 
published  in  Johnson's  Museum  (VoL  vi.  1803). 

As  regards  the  Johnson  set  Stenhouse  is  both  &nciful 
and  false.     Thus  : — (1)  Johnson  did  not  publish  it  as 
'  originally  for  his  work/  but  simply  as  '  by  Bums/ and 
signed  it '  an  old  lover.'    (2)  There  is  no  evidence  that  it 
was  written  for  Vol.  ii.  in  1787.    (3)  That  Johnson's  re- 
ligious scruples  originally  prevented  his  inserting  it  is  a 
self-evident  absurdity.     (4)  There  is  no  need  to  assert" 
nor  even  to  surmise— that  Johnson  printed  it  from  a  Hi* 
for — under  the  title,  Gud  Forgie  Me  far  lAein — the  same 
set  had  already  appeared  as  one  of '  Seven  Excellent  Songit 
entered  according  to  order^  1799/  and,  in  fact,  thisspeoal 
chap-book  set,  frequently  reprinted,  was  not  copied  froOj 
but  utilised  by,  Johnson. 

Stanza  i.  Line  i.  '  Last  May  a  braw  wooer  came  dowo 
/raf  the  glen,'  Stewart.  The  chap-book  and  Johnson  set 
agrees  with  our  text,  except  for  the  substitution  of  ^At  day '  for 
*  Last  May. '     4.  *  But  how  could  the  gowk  eer  believe  me/ 
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^t«wart ;  'The  deuce  tak  the  lad,'  etc.,  chap-book,  but  John-  i 
*<^  accepted  the  reading  in  Thomson. 

Stanzas  n.  tnd  iii.  are  transposed  in  the  chap-book  and 


Stanza  ii.  Line  4.  ^Bnt  the  Lord  fbrgie  me  for  lying,* 
^•rwart;  *  lying^  MS.  (B).  *  The  GwU  forgic  me,*  etc.,  chap- 
^H>ok  and  Johnson. 

Stanza  iii.  Linb  2.  *  And  bridal  off-YitxA  were  his  proffers,' 

Ms.  (B),  and  also  chap-book  and  Johnson,  but  with  ^was  the 

A^yffer^  for  'were  his  proffers';    'Marriage  affhan  was  his 

J^»T^r,'  Stewart.    4.  *  But  I  thought  I  mighty/  a  waur  offer,* 

Stewart,  chap-book,  and  Johnson. 

Stanza  iv.  Line  i.  *  But  what  do  you  [or  *  ye ']  think  ?  * 
Stewart,  chap-book,  and  Johnson,  a.  ^Hc  has  a  poor  tctstc,^ 
chap-book  and  Johnson.  3.  *  He  up  the  lang  loan*  MS.  (B) 
and  Thomson;  ^ lang  lam,*  Stewart;  *■  He*s  down  to  the 
castle,*  chap-book  and  Johnson: — *  "Gate-Slack,"  the  word 
yon  object  to  in  my  last  ballad,  is  positively  the  name  of  a 
particular  place,  a  kind  of  passage  up  among  the  Lowther 
lulls,  on  the  confines  of  this  county  [Dumfries].  .  .  .  How- 
ever, let  the  line  run,  **  He  up  the  lang  loan"*  (R.  B.  to 
Thomson). 

Stanza  v.  Line  z.  *  But  a'  the  niest  week  as  \  fretted  vt\* 
care,'  Currie  and  Stewart,  but  both  Mss.  have  'petted.' 
3.  '  Dalgamock ' : — '  Also  the  name  of  a  romantic  spot  near 
the  Nith,  where  are  still  a  ruined  church  and  a  burial  place  * 
(R.  B.  to  Thomson).  3.  '  An*  wha  but  my  fine  fickle  wooer 
was  there,'  Stewart ;  '  braw  fickle  wooer,*  chap«book  and 
Johnson. 

Stanza  vi.  Line  3.  '  My  lover  he  capcr'd  as  heM  been  in 
drink,'  Stewart.  4.  ^An*  sivore  that  I  was  his  dear  lossy,* 
Stewart. 

Stanza  vii.  2.  *And  i/she  *d  recovered,'  etc,  chap-book  and 
Johnson.  3.  *  And  how  my  auld  shoon  fitted  her  shachVt  feet,* 
a  very  doubtful  reading,  taken  from  Johnson,  who  got  it  from 
the  chap.  Scott  Douglas  is  at  the  pains  to  explain  that  the 
line  '  has  been  changed  since  Bums's  day  to  give  it  additional 
point,'  and  to  make  '  it  correspond  with  a  common  proverbial 
expression  :  when  a  lover  deserts  one  mistress  for  another  the 
latter  is  twitted  with  wearing  the  old  shoes  of  her  predecessor. ' 
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Y  But  the  prorerb  was  as  well  known  to  Barns  as  to  Soott 
r  Douglas  and  other  impertinents :  he  clearly  had  it  in  his  mind 
when,  writing  with  art  and  discretion,  he  so  contrived  the  line 
as  to  make  his  heroine  at  once  flatter  her  sweetheart  and  reflect 
on  her  cousin.  Moreover,  to  substitute  '  auld '  is  to  rob  the 
lady's  inquiry  of  a  great  part  of  its  point,  for  there  is  m 
contrast  between  <  auld  '  and  *  shachl'L'  4.  '  But  Lord !  ho« 
he  fell  a-swearin,*  Stewart ;  'Gtide  sqf*  usy  chi4>-book  and 
Johnson. 

Stanza  viii.  Line  5.  *  So  just  to  preserve  the  poor  body 
in  life,' Stewart ;  ^Andjuity  chap-book  and  Johnson.  4.  '1 
hditvt  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow,'  Stewart. 


MY  NANIE'S  AWA 

Thommin  (V'ol.  ii.  1799).     Sent  to  Thomson,  9th  Deoem 
ber  1794.     The  xs.  is  at  Brechin  Castle,  and  another  wv 
before  the  Aldine  editor. 

*'  There  is  one  passage  in  your  charming  letter.    Thom- 
son nor  Sheustone  never  exceeded  it,  nor  often  came  up 
to  it     I  shall  certainly  steal  it,  and  set  it  in  some  future 
poetic  production  and  get  immortal  fame  by  it     Tis 
where  you  bid   the   scenes   of  Nature  remind  me  of 
Clarinda'  (Sylvander  to  Clarinda,  7th  February  1788). 
It   may  be,   as    some  suppose,  that   this  smooth  and 
pleasant  ditty  represents  the  theft. 

Stanza  i.  Line  z.  *  Gay  nature  arrays,'  Aldine  MS.  ^ 
'While  birds  warble  ttv/r<wyf,'  erroneous  reading;  'And*  for 
*  While,'  Aldine  MS. 

Stanza  ii.  Linr  i.  <The  primrose  ami  daisy  our  glens 
may  adorn,'  Aldine  Ms.     3.  'They  torhtn  my  bosom,'  Aldine 

MS. 

Stanza  hi.   Line  i.   *Thou  kv'rock  that  starts  frae  the 
dews  of  the  lawn,'  alternative  reading  in  the  Thomson  lis. 
Stanza  iv.  Line  z.  '  In  yellow  arrays  Aldine  MS. 
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NOW   RQSY   MAY 

Thomson  (V'^ol.  ii.  1799).     The  ms.  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 

A  rifaccimento  of  The  Gard*ner  tct  hU  Paidle  (p.  48), 
adapted  to  the  tune  of  Dainty  Davie,  The  original  Dainty 
Davie,  on  which  the  chorus  is  modelled^  is  preserved  in 
the  Herd  ms.  and  The  Merry  Mu^es,  ISee  also  VoL  ii.  p.  311, 
Note  to  The  Jolly  Beggars,  Recitativo  vii.  Stanza  ii.  Lines 
8-9.  '  The  words  "  Dainty  Davie  "  glide  so  sweetly  in  the 
air,  that  to  a  Scots  ear^  any  8ong  to  it^  without  Davie 
being  the  hero^  would  have  a  lame  effect'  (R.  B.  to 
Thomson^  August  1798). 


NOW   SPRING   HAS  CLAD 

Thomson  (VoL  ii.   1799).     Sent  to  Thomson  in  August 
1795.     The  MS.  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Stanzas  ii.-iv.  were  enclosed  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Uiddell, 
20th  January  1796,  and  a  facsimile  of  them  has  been 
published.  Another  copy,  sent  to  Cunningham,  was 
before  the  Aldine  editor. 

Stanza  ii.  Line  a.  ^  7 liat  glides  a  silver  dart/  Brechin 
Castle  MS. 


O,   THIS   IS   NO   MY   AIN  LASSIE 

Thomson  (Voi.ii.  1799).     Set  to  the  tune.  This  is  No  My 
Ain  House, 

According  to  Bums  (Interleaved  Copy  of  Johnson's 
Museum)^  the  original  of  Ramsay's  set  of  My  Ain  House 
begins : — 

*  O,  thin  i8  no  my  ain  hoiue. 

My  ain  house,  my  ain  house  ! 
This  is  no  my  ain  house — 
I  ken  by  the  biggin  o*t. 
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IS  'Ilii're  'h  brnnil  and  chvcac  arc  iny  iloor  cheeka, 

2^-  My  ilour  rheekii,  my  door  ob««ki ; 

There  'it  bread  and  cheese  are  1113-  door  cheeks, 
Aud  paii-cake*  the  riggin  o*t,* 

Hip  M*i-und  stMiiza  of  this  eaine  set  mhy  have  suggerted 
hiH  /^W  o'  St  urn  pi  ff  (see  ante,  p.  4'2'2). 

*  Thh  i*  Xo  My  Ain  Hoiuie  puxzleH  me  a  good  dad ;  in 
fact  I  think  to  chaiifj^  the  old  rhj-thm  of  the  first,  or 
rboruH  part  of  the  tune,  will  hare  n  good  effect.  I  wonld 
have  it  ai nnething  like  the  gallop  of  the  following '  (R.  B. 
to  Th(»mHon,  June  1795).  In  the  first  draft  of  the  Chorot 
lie  wrf»te  *  Body '  for  '  Lassie ';  but  in  August  he  directed 
'Ilioinsoii  to  substitute  '  Lfuwie.' 

'Hio  M*i.  is  at  Brerbin  Castle. 


{}.    WAT   YK   H'HA  THAT   LO'ES  ME 

Thomson  (Vol.  ii.  \7*M). 

There  i«  no  evidence  hh  to  when  this  soug  was  sent 
to  Tliomson  :  but  he  printed  it  as  '  written  for  this  work 
by  Burns.'  A  ropy  tiont  to  Cieghom  lu  January'  1796— 
now  in  the  Ltiing  Collection  in  the  University  of  EdiiH 
bur^h — afrrees  with  Thomson's  text 

CiioKus.  Line  3.  *0  ske*s  the  queen  o'  womankind.' 
crruneous  reading. 

Stanza  i.  Linr  i.  *  O  wha  is  she  that  lo*es  me,'  Currie— 
evidently  his  own. 

scars,  WHA  hae 

Thomson  (Vol.  ii.  ITJ^O). 

First  published  in  The  Morning  Chronicle,  May  1794. 
KeplyiniT  to  Perry's  olfer  of  un  engagement  on  tluit  print 
(see  Hih/io(frnphicn/,  Vol.  ii.  p.  282),  Bums  wrote:— 
'In  tbe  meantime  they  are  nu»st  welcome  to  my  ode; 
only  lot  them  insert  it  as  a  thing  they  have  met  with 
I'V  Mcrident  imd  unknown  to  me.'     Acrordiugly,  the  ode 
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thus  iugenuously  prefaced  : — '  If  the  following  warm 
tad  animating  ode  was  not  written  near  the  times  to  y 
^luch  it  applies^  it  is  one  of  the  most  faithftil  imita- 
^ons  of  the  simple  and  beautiful  style  of  the  Scottish 
^•i^  we  ever  read^  and  we  know  but  of  one  living  Poet 
^  "Whom  to  ascribe  it ' :  a  piece  of  criticism  which,  if  you 
^'^Aeet  that  in  grammar^  style,  cast^  sentiment,  diction, 
*>m1  turn  of  phrase,  the  ode,  though  here  and  there  its 
^P^ing  deviates  into  Scots,  is  pure  Eighteenth  Century 
»liglish,  says  little  for  the  soundness  of  Perry's  judgment, 
*o^ever  it  may  approve  the  kindness  of  his  heart  The 
^e  appeared,  too^  in  Vol.  iv.  of  Brash  and  Reid's  Poetry 
^Hfinal  and  Select  (171«),  and  in  No.  2  of  the  Gray 
Cruets  (1799). 

Varying  accounts  are  given  of  the  time  and  circum- 
^imees  of  its  origin.  John  Syme  connects  it  with  a  tour 
^ith  Boms  in  GaUoway  in  July  1793 : — *  1  told  you  that 
EI  the  midst  of  the  storm  on  the  wilds  of  Kenmure, 
^vms  was  rapt  in  meditation.  What  do  you  think  he 
^^M  about  .^  He  was  charging  the  English  army  along 
^ith  Bruce  at  Bannockbum.  He  was  engaged  in  the 
uae  manner  on  our  ride  from  St.  Mary's  Isle,  and  I  did 
lot  disturb  him.  Next  day  he  produced  me  the  follow- 
0^  address  of  Bruce  to  his  troops,  and  gave  me  a  copy 
or  Dalzell.'  Bums  tells  a  different  tale.  After  some 
emarks  to  Thomson  (August  or  September  1798)  on  the 
»ld  air  Hey  Tutti  Taiti,  and  on  the  tradition  that '  it  was 
iobert  Bruce's  march  at  the  battle  of  Bannockbum,'  he 
Dtroduces  Scot*  Wha  Hae : — '  This  thought,  in  my  yester- 
light's  evening  walk^  roused  me  to  a  pitch  of  enthusiasm 
m.  the  theme  of  liberty  and  independence,  which  I  threw 
nto  a  kind  of  Scots  ode,  fitted  to  the  air,  that  one  might 
•uppose  to  be  the  gallant  royal  Scot's  address  to  his  heroic 
bUowers  on  that  eventful  morning. '  The  two  statements 
ire  irreconcilable ;  and  we  must  conclude  either  that 
$yme  misdated  the  tour,  and  that  the  *  yesternight '  of 
Sums  was  the  night  uf  his  return  to  Dumfries,  or  that 
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Rumii  did  iiot  give  Sjme  a  copy  until  some  time  tfttf 
E  hiA  return,  and  that,  like  some  other  ctrcumstinoci  be 
was  pleued  to  &ther,  his  '  yester-night's  evening  wilk 
need  not  be  literally  interpreted. 

Thomson  reprobated  the  '  iiloa  of  giving  it  a  tuns  n 
totally  devoid  of  interest  or  grandeur'  as  Ht$  lUfi 
Taitif  and  Hu^^re^ted  certain  ailditions  in  the  fourth  line 
of  each  staiizii  to  fit  it  to  that  of  Lewie  Gordon.  Tosccept 
these  expletives  wai«  to  ruin  the  effect ;  hut,  as  in  the  cm 
of  IV  Fhtrery  Hfwkjt  o  lionif  Doon^  accepted  they  were. 
Some  other  nu^^estions  Bums  declined : — '  I  have  trruti- 
nixed  it  over  and  over ;  and  to  the  world,  some  wty  or 
other,  it  sliall  ^o  as  it  is.'  At  the  same  time,  he  seem 
to  have  fn^en  scarce  reconciled  to  the  change  to  Im 
Gordon,  for  says  lie : — '  It  will  not  in  the  least  hurt  me, 
tho'  you  leave  the  son^  out  altogether,  and  adhere  to  yoor 
first  idea  of  adopting  Logan's  verses.'  But,  having  screed 
to  it,  he  adopted  the  changes  in  all  such  copies  as  he  sent 
out  in  MS. ,  not  even  excepting  that  given  to  Mrs.  Gilbert 
Burns  (now  in  the  possession  of  Mrs.  J.  G.  Bums,  Knock- 
niaroon,  Dublin)  ;  so  that  if  transcripts  from  the  esriier 
set — to  the  tune  Hey  Tutti  Taiti — were  sent  to  Syme  ind 
Dalzell,  they  have  not  turned  u]».  After  the  publication 
of  the  Thonuon  Correspondence ^  general  opinion  pro- 
nounced in  favour  of  Hey  Tutti  Tniti ;  and  Thomson,  iu 
Vol.  iii.  (1802),  published  the  ode  as  written,  and  set  it 
to  the  air  for  whicli  it  was  made,  and  to  which  (as  »uiu: 
by  Braliani  and  others)  it  owes  no  little  of  its  fortune 
This  st»t — of  which  the  ms.  is  at  Brechin  Castle — we  have 
ndo]>ted  as  our  text. 

In  sending  a  copy  (now  in  Hansard  University  Libran', 
I.-.S.A.)  to  Lord  Buchan,  Bums  was  moved  to  descant  on 
the  battle  itself: — '  Independently  of  my  enthusiasm  as  a 
Scotsman,  1  have  nirely  met  with  anything  in  history 
whirli  interests  my  feelings  as  a  man  equal  with  the  «tory 
of  Bann(Mrkbuni.  On  the  one  hand  a  cruel,  but  able 
usurper,  leading  on  the  finest  army  in  Europe,  to  extin- 
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guish  the  last  spark  of  freedom  among  a  greatly-daring  acoTS 
and  greatly-injured  people;  on  tlie  other  hand^  the  de-  whahac 
sperate  relics  of  a  gallant  nation^  devoting  themselves 
to  rescue  their  bleeding  country  or  perish  with  her. 
Liberty !  thou  art  a  prize  truly  and  indeed  invaluable^  for 
never  canst  thou  be  too  dearly  bought. '  Some  have  con- 
cluded herefrom  that  the  writer  had  mixed  his  usurpers^ 
and  thought  that  the  Edward  beaten  at  Bannockbum 
was  the  Malleus  Snoforum,  the  victor  of  Falkirk  and  the 
hangman  of  Sir  William  Wallace.  But  if  he  did^  he 
was  afterwards  better  informed ;  for  to  a  copy  (now  in 
the  Corporation  Council  Chamber,  Edinburgh)  presented 
to  Dr.  Hughes  of  Hereford  (8th  August  1795)  he  appended 
the  following  note : — '  This  battle  was  the  decisive  blow 
which  first  put  Robert  the  Firsts  commonly  called  Robert 
de  Bruce^  in  quiet  possession  of  the  Scottish  throne.  It 
was  fought  against  Edward  the  Second,  son  to  that  Eklward 
who  shed  so  much  blood  in  Scotland  in  consequence  of  the 
dispute  between  Bruce  and  Baliol.'  It  is  also  to  the  pur- 
pose to  note  that,  on  the  poet's  own  showing  (letter  to 
Thomson),  this  very  famous  lyric  was  inspired,  not  only 
by  the  thought  of  Bannockbum  but  also,  *  by  the  glowing 
ideas  of  some  other  struggles  of  the  same  nature  not  quite 
so  ancient ' :  that,  in  other  words,  it  is  partly  an  effect 
of  the  French  Revolution. 

The  stanza,  binding-rln-me  and  all,  is  that  of  Helen  of 
Kirkconnel,  a  balhid  which  Burns  thought  '  silly  to  con- 
temptibility ' : — 

*  I  wish  I  were  where  Helen  lies  ! 
Night  and  day  on  me  she  cries ; 
O,  that  I  were  where  Helen  licB 
On  fair  Kirkconnel  Lea  ! ' 

Another  classic  in  much  the  same  rhythmus  is  The  Evne 
wi'  the  Crooked  Horn,  by  the  Rev.  John  Skinner.  The 
song,  however,  was  written  to  Tutti  Taiti ;  and  here  is  the 
chorus  of  a  Jacobite  lyric  (mk.  copy  included  in  a  Collection 
qf  Miscellaneous  Poems  in  the  Advocates*  Library,  Edin- 
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biirfhy  made  •ome  time  beibre  1706)  to  the  tame  tmn:- 

Dimlti,  draiii  yo«r  bamli  dxy  ! 
Ont  mpon  him,  fia,  fla 
That  will  nai  do  *i  afain.' 

See  alao  Landlady ,  Count  the  Lawin  (p.  26)^  and  (M,n 
ike  King  Came  (p.  07). 

There  are  no  variations  of  any  importance  in  the  copies  of 
the  second  set.  These  are  the  last  lines :— Stana  i.  *0r  to 
glorioos  victorie';  Stania  IX.  'Edward,  chains  and  sUfcrie'; 
Stana  iii.  'Traitor!  Coward,  torn  and  flee!';  Stana  it. 
*  Caledonian  [Bums  in  his  first  copy  wrote '  soger  herol  oaiT 
me';  Stansa  v.  'Bnt  they  shall,  they  shall  be  liee';  nd 
Stansa  vi.  *  Forward  !  let  us  do  or  die ! ' 

Stanza  il  Lines  a-4  in  the  early  draft  (in  the  poiiemnn 
of  Mrs.  Lampson- Locker)  read  :— 

'  Sti  approtuh  frond  BdmanTs  power, 
SktLffly  maun  we  Hde  ike  siomr, 
Eiiker  tkey  or  we,' 

Stanza  v.  reads  thus  in  the  early  draft : — 

*  Do  you  hear  your  children  cry  : — 
**  IVere  we  kom  in  ckains  to  He  f " 
No/  Come  Death  or  Uieriy/ 
Yes,  they  shall  be  free.' 

Line  z.  '  By  oppression's  wrongs  and  pains ! '  some  MSS. 

Stanza  vi.  '  I  have  borrowed  the  last  Stanta  from  tbe 
common  stall  edition  of  fVa/laee  >-* 

'"A  false  usurper  sinks  in  every  foe. 
And  liberty  returns  with  every  blow  '*>— 

a  couplet  worthy  of  Homer '  (R.  B.  to  Thomson). 


THEIR  GROVES  O'  SWEET   BfYRTLB 

Thomson  (Vol  ii.  1799).  'The  Irish  mir,  Uwamn^ 
Glen,  is  a  i^reat  favourite  of  mine,  and  am,  except  the  §11^7 
verses  iu  The  Poor  Soldier^  there  are  not  any  decent  woi^ 
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fop  it,  I  have  written  for  it  as  follows '  (R.  B.  to  Thom- 
son, April  1795). 

The  MS.  is  at  Brechiu  Castle.  The  soiig  was  published 
in  TbB  Edinburgh  Magazine  for  May  1707,  and  in  Tht 
9b^t  Magazine  for  June  1797.  It  is  included  also  in 
Brash  and  Reid's  Poetry  Original  and  Select  (VoL  ill. 
1798).     But  there  are  no  variations  to  record. 


THINE  AM   I 

T^omoir  (Vol.  ii.  1799).    Sent  to  Thomson  about  October 
1796.     The  MB.  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Intended  as  English  words  to  The  Quaker's  Wife,  It 
is  possible  that  the  verses  had  done  duty  with  Clarinda : 
— -*  I  have  altered  the  first  stanza,  whicli  I  would  have  to 
«tand  thus : — 

*  "Thine  am  I,  my  faithful  Fair, 
Well  thou  may 'at  diacover  ! 
Every  pulise  along  my  veins 
Tells  the  ardent  Lover"  * 

CR.  B.  to  Thomson,   19th  October  1794).      But  on  2na 

-Aug'ust  1795,  being  long,  long  off  with  Clarinda  and  very 

^Knuch  on  with  Jean  I»rimer,  he  wants  his  first  line  changed 

Xo  'Thine  am  1,  my  Chloris  fair': — 'If  you  neglect  the 

•iteration,  I  call  on  all  the  Nine  conjunctly  and  severally 

to  anathematise  you.'     A   parallel  case  is  that  of  Mr. 

Arthur    Pendennis,   thriftily   turning    his    Fotheringay 

rhymes  to  account  with  Miss  Amory. 

In  a  MS.  now  at  Liverpool  Free  Library  '  lovely  Kate '  is 
an  alternative  reading  in  Line  1  for  'faitliful  fair' ;  and 
in  2  the  choice  is  between  '  Well  thou  mayst  discern  *  and 
our  text ;  and  in  4  between  '  TeMst  the  ardent  Lover '  and 
our  text.  As  Burns's  changes  were  rather  due  to  whim 
than  to  inspiration,  we  have  ventured  to  retain  his  original 
readings. 
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THOU   HAST  LEFT  ME   EVER,   JAMIE 

Thomion  (Vol.  iL  1799).    The  ms.  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Suggested  to  Thomson  (September  1703)  as  words  for 
Fee  Him  Father : — 'I  enclose  you  Eraser's  set  of  this  tune 
when  he  plays  it  slow :  in  fiict,  he  makes  it  the  languige 
of  despair !  I  shall  here  give  you  two  stanzas  in  that 
style,  merely  to  try  if  it  will  be  any  improvement.  Were 
it  possible^  in  singing,  to  give  it  half  the  pathos  which 
Eraser  gives  it  in  playing,  it  would  make  an  admirably 
pathetic  song.  1  do  not  give  these  verses  for  any  merit 
they  have.  I  composed  them  at  the  time  in  which  "  Pktae 
AUnn's  mither  de'ed  " — that  was,  **  about  the  back  o'  mid- 
night " — and  by  the  leeside  of  a  bowl  of  punch,  which 
had  overset  every  mortal  in  company  except  the  HauAoU 
and  the  Muse.* 

Thomson  accepted  the  song  as  ^an  additional  one'; 
but,  setting  it  to  My  Boy  Tammie,  felt  bound  to  change, 
tlie  hero's  name  to  *  Tarn,'  and  did  so  without  a  blush. 
It  Ik  slightly  reminiscent  of  an  older  lyric.  Thou  Art  Gone 
Awa  Frae  Me,  Mary. 


HIGHLAND  MARY 

Thomson  (V^ol.  ii.  1799).     The  ms.  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Sent  to  llionison,  14th  November  1792 :— -'  The  fore- 
going song  pleases  myself;  I  think  it  is  in  my  happiest 
manner  ;  you  will  see  at  first  glance  that  it  suits  the  air. 
The  subject  of  the  Hong  is  one  of  the  moet  interesting 
passages  of  my  youthful  days  ;  and  I  own  that  I  would  be 
much  flattered  to  see  the  verses  set  to  an  air  which  would 
ensure  celebrit}'.  Perhaps,  after  all,  'tis  the  still  glowing 
prejudice  of  my  heart  that  throws  a  borrowed  lustre  over 
the  merits  of  the  composition.'  For  Mary  CampbdU  see 
ante,  j).  308,  Prefatory  Note  to  My  Highland  Laseie, 


MV  CHLOR19.  MARK 

l^ooiODit  (Vol.  ill  1801)  and  Currie  (1800).  The  ho.  U 
t  Brechin  Cartle. 

'On  my  Tiiit  the  other  day  to  mj  fair  Chloris  (that  is 
he  poetic  naine  of  the  lovely  g-oddess  of  my  inspiration) 
he  nigg«ated  an  idea  which  on  my  return  from  tlie  vUit 
'.  wrought  iaUi  the  following  song '  (R.  B.  to  Thomson  in 
■TovemlMr  1794).  For  Chloria  see  pott,  p.  482,  Pre&tory 
fote  to  Ltuiie  tri'  the  Lint-tahite  Lockt, 

Stanza  i.  Line  t.  'Bthald mji  love,  how  green  the  gioves,' 
rhomioii.  In  Fcbmaiy  1796  Bunu  wrote :— '  In  my  by-pait 
Migs  I  dislike  one  thing — Ihe  name  of  Chloris';  but  there  is 
10  evidence  lliat  he  eilher  suggested  as  peimiited  Ihe  change. 
|.  *  And  wave  Vhj  gaming  hair,'  Thomson  ; — '  Wiiat  you  once 
ncaliolied  of  'flnien  locks'  is  just;  they  cannot  cntcT  into 
loel^aot  description  of  beauty'  {R.  B.  to  Thomson,  February 
179Q.  Bui  the  pcrtineney  of  Thomson's  ciiticism  dawned  on 
■am  only  when  Chloiis  had  gone  the  way  of  Clarinda  and  Maria 
lUddelL 

Stanza  hi.  Line  i.  *  Let  minstrels,'  eli. :— Burns  gave 
rhonuon  the  choice  of '  leucA '  and  '  roust'  as  weii  as  '  sweep." 
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LASSIE  Wl'  THE  UNT-WHITB  LOCKS 

Tkoiooif  (VoL  iiL  1801)  and  Ciirrie  (1800).  'I  hm 
inished  mj  •ong  to  Rothiemvrekie'9  BmmL  ...  He 
piece  bet  at  least  the  merit  of  being  a  icgnlar  paatanl; 
the  renial  mom^  the  sammer  noon^  the  sstnmzial  etCD- 
ing,  and  the  winter  ni^t,  are  regnlarlj  nmnded '  (B.  & 
to  Thornton,  Norember  1794). 

The  Chloris^  who  did  duty  as  Bnma't  Mnae  for  wmt 
time  after  his  break  with  Biaria  Riddell,  was  the  dan^der 
of  William  Lorimer,  fiumer  and  publican,  KwnmidisD, 
near  Dumfries.     She  was  bom  in  September  1775,  at 
Craigiebum    Wood,    which    her    poet    has    aMOfiitri 
with  a  Mr.  Gillespie,  a  brother  ganger  (see  p.  964)  and  hii 
passion  for  her :   Gillespie's  diiappointmenty  when  ike 
eloped  to  Gretna  Green  with  a  prodigal  joung  Eof^idi- 
man,  one  Whepdale,  tenant  of  a  fiurm  near  MoAity  bsing 
shadowed  forth  in  0  PootiUh  CatM  (p.  221).    The  hidy 
was  still  a  bride,  when  her  husband  fled  his  creditors 
across  the  border ;  and,  her  illusion  being  no  more,  ihe 
returned  to  her  parents  and  resumed  her  maiden  name. 
Her  misfortunes  so  touched  the  Bard  that  he  became 
exceedingly  enamoured  of  her.     He  re-wrote  Wkutk  and 
I  *U  Come  to  You  My  Lad  in  her  honour ;  on  her  behalf 
appropriated  part  of  an  earlier  song,  Andl'O  Kiu  TkeeYet 
(p.  84),  to  complete  Come,  Let  Me  Take  Thee  to  My  Bread 
(p.  238) ;  celebrated  her  iUness  in  a  new  set  of  ^jr  Wauketif 
0  (p.  260)  ;  and  exalted  her  in  such  '  rereries  of  passion' 
as  the  present  song,  as  My  Chkrie,  Mark  (p.  256),  as  Mairk 
Yonder  Pomp  (p.  278),  as  Forlcm  My  Lace  (p.  206X  and  as 
0,  Bwiw  WaM  Yon  Boey  Brier  (p.  263),  to  name  but  these. 
He  thus  described  to  Thomson  her  relation  to  his  work  :— 
'  The  ladj  on  whom  it  [Craigiebum  Wood]  was  made  is  one 
of  the  finest  women  in  Scotland  ;  and,  in  fact  (entre  noui) 
is,  in  a  manner  to  me,  what  Sterne's  Eliza  waa  to  him— a 
Mistress,  or  Friend,  or  what  you  will,  in  the  guileless 
simplicity  of  Platonic  love.      (Now  don't  put  any  of 


—coma  nre  Aim  witb  entnusiasxn  or  melt 
equal  to  the  genius  of  your  Book  ?  No^ 
I  want  to  be  more  than  ordinary  in  song 
legree  equal  to  your  diviner  airs — do  you 
d  pray  for  the  celestial  emanation  ?    Tout 

have  a  glorious  recipe ;  the  very  one 
1  use  was  invented  to  the  Divinity  of 
i9y,  when  erst  he  piped  to  the  flocks  of 
t  mjTself  in  the  regimen  of  admiring  a 

in  proportion  to  the  adorability  of  her 
rtion  you  are  delighted  with  my  verses.' 
J  of  1795  he  (for  whatever  reason)  grew 
h  the  '  adorability '  of  this  particular 
id  would  rather,  as  we  have  seen,  that 
5  nor  her  ^  charms '  were  associated  with 
)oor  lady's  later  years  were  unfortunate, 
s  money,  and^  compelled  to  support  her- 
to  service,  dying  as  late  as  September 

Mss.  at  Brechin  Castle,  one  containing 
was  omitted  by  both  Carrie  and  Thom- 
K^ond  copy  whereof  we  are  indebted  to 
ill,  Dundee.  (It  is  included  as  well  in 
Kilmarnock  Monument  Museum.) 

NE  2.  '  Has  chtared  ecuh  drooping  little 
k  MS. 
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LONG,  LONG  THE  NIGHT 

Tbomboiv  (Vol  lit  1801)  and  Currie  (1800). 

Sent  to  Thomson  in  Blay  1705.     A  nthar  tawdry 
of  Ay  Wttuken  0  (p.  46).    See  ante,  p.  4B2,  IViIklui^^ 
Note  to  Loiiie  w%'  the  Lini^hiU  Loek§. 


LOGAN  WATER 

TBOMBOir  (Vol  iiL  1801)  and  Currie  (1800).  'Haye  you 
ever^  my  dear  Sir,  felt  your  boeom  ready  to  burst  with 
indignation  on  reading,  or  seeing  how  these  mighty 
villains  who  divide  kingdom  against  kingdom,  desolate 
provinces,  and  lay  Nations  waste,  out  of  the  wantonness 
of  ambition,  or  often  from  still  more  ignoble  passions? 
In  a  mood  of  this  kind  to-day,  I  recollected  the  air  of 
Logan  Water,  and  it  occurred  to  me  that  its  querulous 
melody  probably  had  its  origin  from  the  plaintive  indig- 
nation of  some  swelling,  suffering  heart,  fired  at  the 
tyrannic  strides  of  some  Public  Destroyer,  and  over- 
whelmed with  private  distress,  the  consequences  of  a 
country's  ruin.  If  I  have  done  anything  like  justice  to 
my  feelings,  the  following  song,  composed  in  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour's  lucubrations  in  my  elbow-chair, 
ought  to  have  some  merit '  (R.  B.  to  Thomson,  26th  June 
1793). 

'  I  remember  two  ending  lines  of  a  verse  in  some  of  the 
old  songs  of  Logan  Water  (for  I  know  a  good  many  dif- 
ferent ones)  which  I  think  pretty : — 


'  '*  Now  my  dear  lad  maun  faoe  his  laet 
Far,  far  f rae  me  and  Logan  Braes. 


» t 


(R.  B.  to  Thomson,  3rd  April  1703).  It  may  be  that 
these  lines  occur  in  an  old  song ;  but  in  any  case  they 
were  used  as  a  refrain  in  the  Logan  Water  of  John  Mayne 
(author  of  The  SiUer  Oun,  and  joint  editor  with  Peter 
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.Stuart  of  Thi'  I.oitdon  Star),  wliich  was  popularat  XauxJiall     Locjan 

some  years   before  Burns  wrote.      Burus's  set  was  iu-    waT£R 

tended  as  the  Seoti  altenuitiTe  to  Jamm  Thmnson's  Far 

Ecer,  Fortune,  WiU  Th&u  Pnve,  which  wm  wt  to  Logan 

WmlmrmTkommm'9  0rphmi(Mledaniut(l7Z6),    Chappell 

(Mmtbuvgkg  BMOadt,  iiL  475)  tappoMt  the  origmel  to 

hste  been  e  dialogne  duet  in  en  Engliah  plmy,  afterwerds 

lengthened  into  a  broadside^  of  which  a  bUcldetter  copy^ 

printed  by  '  J.  Conjren  at  the  Black  Raven  in  Holbom^' 

is  in  the  Rozburghe  Collection  (ii.  41) :  a  whiteletter  by 

the  same  publisher^  with  the  music^  being  in  the  P^ys 

CoDeetion  (V.  269).    It  im  eatitled '  The  Bonny  SeoUish  lad 

imd  the  Yielding  Lasi,  to  an  excellent  new  tune  much  in 

lequest^  called  The  Liggan    Watere,'     Consistently  to 

melntain  the  impossibility  of  a  Scots  original^  Chappell 

CTotred  an  amusing  theory : — '  In  adopting  an  imitation 

Seottieh  dialect,  the  ballad-writer  seems  to  have  imagined 

that  Logan  Water  is  somewhere  in  the  north  of  our 

lalend   histead  of  beings  where  It  really  is^  in  Ireland, 

abmit  north-west  of  Drogheda.'    But  (1)  how  came  the 

English  writer  to  think  of  Logan  Water  at  all,  unless  it 

lied  been  associated  with  some  older  tune  ?  (2) '  Water '  is 

m  distinctively  Scottish  equivalent  for  '  river '  or '  stream.' 

.And  (3)  there  are  several  Logan  Waters  in  Scotland — 

«ne,  a  tributary  of  the  North  Esk  in    Midlothian,  and 

another  in  Lanarkshire.     The  English  broadside  begins 

thus: — 

Lad,   *  Bonny  Lase,  I  love  thee  weU.' 
Lou,  'Bonny  L^d,  I  love  thee  better.' 
Lad,   '  Wilt  thou  pull  off  thy  hoee  and  ihooii 

And  wend  with  me  to  Liggan  WaterT' 
La$$.   '  Liggan  Water  ii  so  deep, 

And  I  am  loath  to  wet  my  f  eet^ 

But  if  yoall  promise  to  many  me 

I  *U  put  off  my  shoon  and  follow  thee.' 

It  is  dear  that  this  ballad  is  closely  related  to  an  old 
Scots  thing  in  Herd  (1776) :— 
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*LofHi-WAter  and  Lopu&-BnM» 
I  hdptd  a  boon&e  liMie  on  wi*  Imt  oliitlia, 
OawVhmtiUtMnwi,  and  on  wT  Imt  ■boon ; 
And  iIm  gaa  mo  tho  g^aOn  whmi  a'  waa  done*'  eic 


•nd  included  with  verlMl  differencaa  in  The  Merr^  Mmm. 
And  it  11  Terf  much  Ich  likely  thmt  the  Seoti  belladiit  got 
hit  inipiration  from  the  very  ailly  blsekletter  than  tbit 
the  bleekletter  it  a  fiunt  derivatiTe  from  this  or  from  aome 
earlier  Scota  originaL  A  hallad,  Logan  Water,  erALut 
In  Oaftirity,  ia  included  in  a  certain  collection  (1060-1720), 
which  we  hare  fidled  to  trace. 

There  are  me.  at  Lochryan — ^iia.  (A)— and  at  Dalhonae 
—MB.  (B). 

Stania  I.  Like  a.  *  7X#  day  I  was  my  Willie^s  bride,' 
MS.  (A). 

Stania  hi.  Line  3.  *  Her  fiuthfo'  niate  U  ihare  her  toilf' 
MS.  (A). 

Stanza  iv.  Line  z.  '  O  wae  Af  ie  yoo.  Men  o'  Sttte,' 
enoueouf  reading.  5-6  were  objected  to  by  Thomaon.  Boms 
replied  : — ' The  fnulty  line  in  Logan  WaUr  I  mend  thus:— 

**  Haw  cam  your  Jiiniy  hearts  ettfoy 
The  widow's  Uar,  the  orphan's  ay,** ' 

Having  no  fear  of  Thomson,  we  have  preferred  the  original 
reading. 

YON  ROSY  BRIER 

Thomon  (VoL  iiL  1801)  and  Currie  (1800).  Sent  to 
Thomaon  in  August  1795.    The  mb.  ia  at  Brechin  CtfUei 


WHERE  ARE  THE  JOTS 

Thomson  (VoL  iiL  1801)  and  Currie  (1800)l  '  Aiw  Fe  J^ 
Father  f  is  one  of  my  greatest  fiivouritea.  The  evening 
before  last  I  wandered  out,  and  began  a  tender  song  i& 
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what  I  tbink  is  Ha  native  style.  ...  My  song  is  but  just    whirs 
hegun  ;  and  I  should  like^  before  I  proceed^  to  know  your  are  the 
opinion  of  it'  (R.  B.  to  Thomson  in  his  comments  on      JOYS 
the  latter's  list  of  an  hundred  songs,  September  1793). 
The  completed  song  he  sent  to  Thomson  shortly  after- 
wards, with  the  advice  to  set  the  air  to  the  old  words,  and 
let  his  '  follow  as  £nglish  vci-ses.' 

Both  Mss.  are  at  Brechin  Castle.  The  later  has  an 
additional  stanxa,  and  is  in  English.  Except  for  this  the 
two  agree. 

BEHOLD  THE  HOUR 

Thomson  (Vol.  iv.  1806)  and  Currie  (1800).  Sent  to 
Thomson  in  December  1798 : — 'The  following  song  1  have 
composed  for  Oran  Gaoil,  the  Highland  air  that  you  tell 
me  in  your  last  you  have  resolved  to  give  a  place  in  your 
book.  I  have  this  moment  finished  the  song,  so  you  have 
it  glowing  from  the  mint.  If  it  suit  you,  well !  if  not 
'tis  also  well !'  (R.  B.  to  Thomson,  September  1798). 

It  is  from  a  song  sent  to  Clarinda  in  1791 ;  but  this 
itself  was  little  more  than  a  transcript  of  a  certain  Fare- 
weO  to  Nice,  to  be  found  in  The  Charmer  and  other  books 
(see  Vol.  iv.). 

FORLORN  MY  LOVE 

Thomson  (Vol  iv.  1805)  and  Currie  (1800).  '  How  do 
you  like  the  foregoing?  I  have  written  it  within  this 
hour ;  so  much  for  the  speed  of  my  Pegasus,  but  what  say 
you  to  his  bottom?'  (Bums  to  Thomson,  May  1795). 
Thomson  appears  to  have  objected  to  the  grammar  of 
Lines  1-2  of  Stanza  in.,  and  on  2nd  August  Bums^ 
admitting  that  his  objection  was  'just,'  sent,  hoping  it 
would  '  please '  him,  this : — 

'  Gold,  alter'd  friendi,  wttk  sruel  art, 
Poisoninff  fell  liitf&rtun^i  dart.  * 
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Both  MM.  are  at  Brechin  GMtle.  A  mb.  in  the  p«i- 
mmIoii  of  Mr.  A.  P.  Watt,  London*  retains  the  old 
readinff. 

CA*  THE  YOWES  TO  THE  KNOWES 

8B00ND  SBT 

Thomson  (VoL  iv.  1805)  ati  1  Carrie  (180d).  Sent  to 
Thomson  in  September  1794.  See  ante,  p.  360,  Pre&torf 
Note  to  Cki'  the  Yowi  to  the  Knowm  (Firat  Set).  Tkt 
MS.  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Stanza  i.  Linb  3.  'Then  a-&ulding  let  us  gang':—!./,  to 
gather  the  sheep  into  the  fold.  C/,  the  song,  Afy  JhfO  " 
a  Young  Things  in  Ramsay's  GeniU  Skipkcrdi — 

*  My  Peggy  is  a  young  thing 

And  I  'm  not  veiy  auld. 
Yet  well  I  like  to  meet  her 
At  the  wauking  of  the  lauld.' 

HOW  CAN  MY  POOR  HEART 

Thomon  (VoL  iv.  1805)  and  Carrie  (1800).     The  as.  is 
at  Brechin  Castle. 

*  The  last  evening  as  I  was  straying  out,  and  thinking  of 
(fer  the  HilU  and  Far  Atpojf,  1  span  the  following  stsnzss 
for  it ;  but  whether  my  spinning  will  deserve  to  he  laid  up  in 
store,  like  the  precious  thread  of  the  silkworm,  or  brushed 
to  the  devil,  like  the  vile  manafactare  of  the  spider^  1 
leave,  my  dear   sir,  to   your  usual  candid  criticism.    1 
was  pleased  with  several  lines  in  it  at  first,  but  I  own 
that  it  appears  rather  a  flimsy  business.  ...  I  give  yoa 
leave  to   abuse  this  song,   but  do  it  in  the  spirit  of 
Christian  meekness'  (R.  B.  to  Thomson,   90th  August 
1794).     Thomson  took  him  at  his  word,  whereupon  he 
replied : — '  I  shall  withdraw  my  O'er  the  Seas  and  Per 
Away  altogether ;   it  is  unequal,  and  unworthy  of  the 
work.     Making  a  poem  is  like  begetting  a  aon ;  yoa  can- 
not know  wheUier  you  have  a  wise  man  or  a  fool,  until 
you  produce  him  to  the  world  and  try  him.' 
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IS  THERE  FOR  HONEST  POVERTY 

Thomson  (VoL  iv.  1805)  and  Currie  (1800).  *  A  great 
critic  (Aikin)  on  songs  says  that  Love  and  Wine  are  the 
exclusive  themes  for  song-writing.  The  following  is  on 
neither  subject,  and  consequently  is  no  song.  ...  I  do 
not  give  you  the  foregoing  song  for  your  hook^  but  merely 
by  way  of  vive  la  bagatelle ;  for  the  piece  is  not  really 
poetry '  (R.  B.  to  Thomson,  January  1705). 

In  all  likelihood  the  oldest  set  of  For  A*  That  is  one 
in  The  Merry  Musee  (see  VoL  ii.  p.  304,  Prefatory  Note 
to  The  Jolly  Beggars),  Apparently  suggested  by  the 
Highlander's  imperfect  Scots  (the  hero  is  specifically  some 
bare-breeched  Donald),  the  phrase  was  found  effective  for 
a  certain  class  of  ditty — ^the  ditty  which  (as  Bums  says 
of  this  one)  '  is  not  really  poetry. '  A  Jacobite  derivative, 
which  he  knew  likewise,  is  included  in  a  Collection  qf 
Loyal  Songs,  1750.     It  begins  thus  : — 

*  Tho* reigns  in atead 

I  'm  grieved,  yet  eoom  to  shaw  that : 
I  '11  ne'er  look  down  nor  hang  my  head 
On  rebel  Whig  for  a'  that  *  ;— 

and  has  this  chorus : — 

'  For  a'  that  and  a'  that, 

And  twice  aa  muckle  's  a'  that. 
He  'b  far  beyond  the  seas  the  night. 
Yet  he  '11  be  here  for  a'  that.' 

A  slightly  different  set  is  included  in  the  True  Loyalist 
(1779) ;  a  corrupted  one  in  Hogg's  Relics. 

lake  Scots  WhaHae — ('the  Scottish  Marseillaise':  what- 
ever that  may  mean) — this  famous  song — ('the  Marseillaise 
of  humanity  *:  whatever  that  may  mean)— which,  accord- 
ing to  Chambers,  '  may  be  said  to  embody  all  the  false 
philosophy  of  Burns's  time  and  of  his  own  mind/  is  very 
plainly  an  effect  of  the  writer's  sympathies  with  the 
spirit  and  the  fact  of  the  French   Revolution^  and  of 
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thst  «ttraiig«iiient  firom  wMlthier  loyalltt  friends,  with 
which  hit  expression  of  these  sympftthies  and  hii  friend- 
ship with  such  '  sons  of  sedition '  as  Maxwell  (see  VoL  iL 
p.  440,  Pre&torjr  Note  to  Ye  True  Lo^  iVo/iost,  ud 
Vol.  iL  p.  443,  Prefatory  Note  to  To  Dr.  Maxwell)  had 
been  visited.  It  appeared  in  Tke  Oktegow  Magazine  for 
August  1705 ;  in  Tke  Oracle  for  June  2nd,  1796;  in  a 
chap-book.  Paisley  1796 ;  in  the  8ooU  Magazine  for 
August  1797  ;  and  in  the  tracts  of  Brash  and  Reid(VoL 
ii  of  the  Collected  Series,  1797),  and  of  Stewart  and 
Meikle. 

The  MS.  sent  to  Thomson  is  at  Brechin  Castle.  A  copy 
inscribed  in  a  1794  Edition  was  first  made  known  hj 
Mr.  J.  R.  Tutin  in  his  Edition  in  the  series  of  Newbery 
Classics ;  it  agrees  with  that  published  in  The  Oracle, 

Stanza  i.  is  wanting  in  the  sets  in  Tke  Glatgem  Megmnt, 
OnuUy  and  Sceis  Magajtine^  and  the  Tutin  MS. 
LiNBS  I -a  in  Brash  and  Reid  read  thus  :— 

'  Wha  wad  for  honest  poverty 
Hing  dcwn  his  head  an'  a'  that' 

4.  ^  And  dare  be  poor  for  a'  that,'  Brash  and  Reid,  and 
Stewart.  5-8.  In  some  copies  of  Brash  and  Reid  there  is  an 
absurd  version  of  this  half  stanza,  apparently  the  inrentioo  of 
the  ingenious  Reid  : — 

*  For  a*  that  and  a'  that, 

Their  purse-proud  looks  and  a'  that,'  etc. 

Line  7.  '  The  rank  is  but  the  guinea  stamp,'  Stewart  It 
has  been  pointed  out  that  the  thought  in  this  verse  and  the  next 
is  conveyed  from  a  sentence  in  Wycherly's  Plain  Dealer,  It  is 
also  found  in  Tristram  Skandy  and  other  works.  Indeed,  it 
might  be  found  anywhere. 

Stanza  ii.  Link  3.  *  Gie  fools  their  silk^*  early  sets.    7-S  in 
the  early  sets  read : — 

'  Ah*  honest  man  tho'  nder  sae  [or  jo]  poor 
Is  ckie/o*  [or  of]  men  for  a'  that.' 

Stanza  hi.  Link  3.   <  Tho'  hundreds  beckon  at  his  ued^' 


;  esiriy  sees.  4.  '  ra  mai  : —  1  nis  pnrase  nas  puzzica 
,  Here  they  usually  translate  it  *  attempt. '  But  the 
aeaning  is  'have*  {i.e,  'possess'),  or,  better  still, 
r  May  claim  to,*  as  in  the  following  examples: — 
jids  manna  fa'  To  eat  sae  nice  and  gang  sae  braw  * 
*  The  Whigs  think  a'  that  weal  is  won.  But  faith 
L  fa'  that '  {Collection  of  Loyal  Songs ,  ui  sup. ) ;  *  He 
jUs  of  this  may  fa' '  (Fergusson) ;  *  Or  wha  in  a'  the 
md,  The  best  deserves  to  fa'  that'  (Bums).  This, 
sense  in  the  archetypal  song : — *  Put  butter  in  my 
>rose,  For  weel  does  Donald  fa*  that  * : — as  in  the 
rivative,  where  '  Gude  faith,  he  manna  fa*  that  * 
ins  that  the  power  of  making  an  honest  man,  as  a 
^ht  is  made,  is  one  no  king  can  be  allowed  to  claim, 
gnities  and  a*  that,'  Glasgow  Magaziiu^  Scots  Maga- 
I  and  Reid,  and  Stewart ;  '  Nis  garters^  stars^  and 
'racU  and  Tutin  MS.  8.  *  Are  better  far  than  a* 
cle  and  Tutin  MS.;  *  Are  grander  far  y  Glasgow 
Scots  Magazine^  Brash  and  Reid,  and  Stewart. 
V.  Link  i.  'Then  let  us  pray  the  time  may  come^ 
Tutin  MS.  ;  ^  And  \An'\  come  it  will,'  Oracle  and 

'  As  come  it  shall,*  Glasgow  Magazine ,  Scots  Maga- 
h  and  Reid,  and  Stewart.     3.  '  When  Sense  and 

a'  the  earth,'  early  sets.  4.  *  Shall  bear  the  grec 
'  Oracle  and  Tutin  MS.  6.  *  At^  [And]  come  it  will 
'  OrcLcle  and  Tutin  MS.    7-8  in  the  Scots  Magaxint 


'  And  man  to  man  shall  brothers  be 
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MARK  YONDER  POMP 

TBOMoir  (VoL  IT.  1806)  and  Carrie  (1800).    The  ml  is 
at  Brechin  Gertie. 

A  'reverie'  on  Chloria.      'Well,  this  is  not  amki' 
(R.  &  to  Thomson,  May  1786). 


O,  LET  ME  IN  THIS  AE  NIGHT 

l^omoif  (VoL  IT.  1806)  and  Carrie  (1800).    Both  n. 
are  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Founded  on  a  song  in  Herd's  OaUecHon  07^)>  ^^ 
Bams  rerised  for  Johnson's  if tueiciii.  Tho  first  stantt 
and  the  choras  are  borrowed  from  the  Herd  set,  which 
b  one  of  many  deriTatiTee  from  a  group  of  hiackletter 
ballads  (see  ante,  p.  377,  Prefatory  Note  to  Wka  It 
That  at  iff  B9wer  D^or,  and  p.  460,  Pre&tory  Note 
to  Oy  Open  the  i>sor)i  In  August  1793  Bums  sent  Thom- 
son a  second ;  in  September  1784  a  third ;  in  February 
1796  '  another  trial/  with  the  remark : — '  I  do  not  knov 
whether  it  will  da'  This  last  one  Thomson  used.  AfUr 
the  Chorus  and  Stann  l  the  earlier  version  rons  tiius  i-^ 

*  Tho*  nerer  dant  my  Umgae  rereal, 
Lsog,  Ung  my  heart  to  thee  *■  been  leal ; 
O  LMsde  dear,  ae  Uet  fareweel. 

For  Pity's  eaue  ahuie,  jo. 

*  O  wyte  aa  me  ontfl  thou  pitnre 
The  fatal  foroe  o*  mighty  lore; 
nien  ihoald  on  me  thy  Haaj  town 
Oount  my  oare  by  thine  ala,  jtK 

'  O  Pitj  '•  ay  to  woman  dear : 
She  heav'd  a  eigh,  ihe  diapt  a  tear; — 
*Twmi  love  for  me  that  broaght  him  htK% 
See  how  can  I  oomplain,  jo?' 

Chokus.  Line  3.  *  For  Pity's  saki  this  ae  nicht,'  Tboneoa 
and  Currie,  but  there  is  no  MS.  authority.    4.  *  VU  m 
back  agtun^  jo,'  Herd  and  earlier  Bums. 


NOTES  49S 

Stanza  i.  Line  i.  <0  LMtit,  art  tkm  slefipin [or  skipmgl  o,  tw  m 
yet,'  Herd  and  earlier  Burnt.  IN  THI^AE 

Stanza  ii.  Line  z.  '  O  hcar'st  thou  n^i  ilU  wind  an*  weet  ? '     nioht 
erroneous  reading. 

Stanza  iv.  of  Her  Answer,     Lines  a-4  read  in  the  MS. 

thus: — 

*  Is  now  the  crud  fowler's  prey, 

Let  witless,  trusting  woman  say 

How  aft  JUrfate  's  tkg  same,  jo '  :— 

but  Bums  discarded  this  for  the  reading  in  the  text,  with  th« 
remark : — *  By  God  I  hare  thought  better.' 


o  philly,  happy  be  that  day 

Thomson  (Vol.  iv.  1806)  and  Currie  (1800).  '  Did  you  not 
once  propose  The  Sow'i  Tail  to  Otordie  as  an  mir  for  your 
work  ?  I  am  quite  delighted  with  it ;  bnt  I  acknowledge 
that  is  no  mark  of  its  real  excellence.  I  once  set  about 
verses  for  it,  which  I  meant  to  be  in  the  alternate 
way  of  a  lover  and  his  mistress  chanting  together.  .  .  . 
I  have  just  written  four  stanzas  at  random,  which  I 
intended  to  have  woven  somewhere  into,  probably  at  the 
conclusion  of, the  song'  (R.  B.  to  Thomson,  September 
17M). 

He  finished  the  duet  one  morning  in  November, 
'though  a  keen  blowing  frost/  in  his  'walk  before 
breakfast'  The  portion  written  in  September  consisted 
of  Stanzas  iv.  and  v.  In  the  earlier  ms.  '  Jeanie '  and 
' Geordie '  were  the  '  He '  and  '  She.' 

Both  MSB.  are  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Stanza  v.  Line  7.  *  I  care  na  wealth  a  single  flie,'  earlier 
MS.    8.  '  The  lad  I  ^V  the  lad  for  me/  earlier  MS. 

O,  WERE  MY  LOVE 

Thomson  (Vol.  iv.  1805)  and  Currie  (1800). 

The  second  stanza  is  a  fragment  preserved  in  Herd's 
Collection  :—' This  thought  is  inexpressibly  beautiful. 
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and,  10  fiv  M  I  know,  quite  originaL  It  ii  teo  ihort  for 
a  mmg,  elte  I  would  fonwear  jou  altogether  except  you 
gare  it  a  place.  I  liaTe  often  tried  to  eke  a  atana  toit, 
but  in  Tain.  After  balancing  myaelf  for  a  mutmg  fire 
minutes  on  the  hind-legs  of  my  elbow-ehair,  I  produced 
the  foUowing  [Were  My  Lave  Yam  LUae  Fair,  etcl  The 
▼erses  are  fiur  inferior  to  the  foregoing  I  frankly  confefls ; 
but,  if  worthy  of  insertion  at  all,  they  might  be  fint  in 
place,  as  every  Poet  who  knows  anything  of  hii  trade 
will  husband  his  best  thoughts  for  a  concluding  stroke ' 
(R.  B.  to  Thomson,  June  1703). 

In  the  Herd  mb.  there  is  also  a  set  three  stsnai  in 
length : — 

'O,  if  my  lore  was  a  pi^le  d  wheat. 

And  growing  upon  jon  lilly  white  lea, 
And  I  myielf  a  bonnj  eweet  bird, 
Awaj  with  that  piokle  I  would  flie. 

*  O,  if  m  J  lore  was  a  boon  j  red  roae, 
And  growing  upon  some  barren  wa\ 

And  I  mjielf  a  drap  of  dew, 
Down  in  that  red  roae  I  would  fa'. 

'  O,  if  my  love  waa  a  oofFer  of  gold,'  etc. 

And  of  burlesque  fancies  (not  to  be  repeated  here),  there 
is  no  lack. 
The  MS.  is  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Stanza  i.  Linb  8.  ^Gdllant*  and  *  nuny*  are  altematiTe 
readings  with  *  jouthfu*,*  and  *  lutf^  is  an  altematiTe  reading 
for  *  bloom.* 

SLEEPST  THOU 

TnoifsoN  (VoL  iv.  1805)  and  Currie  (1800).  Bums  sent 
a  copy  to  Thomson,  19th  October  1794,  and  a  revised 
copy  on  the  27th  October. 

Both  MSB.  are  at  Brechin  Castle.  An  early  sketeh  is  in 
the  possession  of  the  Earl  of  Roeebery. 

Stanza  i.  Lines  5-9  originally  read  :— 
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*  Now  ikrtf  tkt  Uefy  wtods  MLMMP'wt 

And  iy  Uu  rttkimg/cotb,  THOU 

Wild  NaHmts  UnaMisfrufy,  gkuUy,  stray, 
Tki  HntwkiU  in  his  homer 
Chants  o'er  the  WmtkingJUmer' 

Stanza  ii.  Links  5-12  origioally  read  :— 

•  When  absent  from  my  fair. 

The  mnriy  shades  of  care 
With  starless  gloom  o'ercast  my  sullen  shy. 

But  when  in  Beauty's  light 

She  meets  my  ravish' d  sight. 

When  thro'  my  very  heart 

Her  beaming  glories  dart, 
*Tb  then  I  wahe  to  life,  to  light,  and  joy.* 


THERE  WAS  A  LASS 

Thomson  (Vol.  iv.  1805)  and  Currie  (1800). 

Certain  stanzas  were  sent  to  Thomson  in  April  1793, 
and  the  finished  ballad  on  July  2nd.  The  heroine  was 
Jean  M'Murdo^  daughter  of  Bums's  friend^  John  M'Murdo 
(see  Vol.  ii.  p.  375^  Pre&tory  Note  to  To  John  M'Murdo). 
To  her  he  sent  a  copy  : — '  In  the  inclosed  ballad  I  have, 
I  think,  hit  off  a  few  outlines  of  your  portrait.  The 
personal  charms,  the  purity  of  mind,  the  ingenuous 
naivite  of  heart  and  manners  in  my  heroine  are,  I  flatter 
myself,  a  pretty  just  likeness  of  Miss  M'Murdo  in  a 
cottage.' 

Slightly  reminiscent  of  Buttery  May  in  the  Tea'Tabk 
Miecelkmy,  and  other  books,  which  begins : — 

'  In  yonder  town  there  was  a  May 
Snack  and  perfyte  aa  can  be  ony':— 

and  of  which  this  is  Stanza  11.  : — 

'  Her  bonnynen  has  been  foreseen 

In  ilka  town  baith  far  and  near ; 
And  when  she  kima  her  minny's  kirn, 
She  rube  her  face  till  it  grows  dear : 
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Bat  wh«i  liflr  mlimj  iIm  did  ptratiTt 
Sie  grottl  IbImIi  ai— iig  tb«  bnttflr  :^ 

"  Smom  Ift' Uuit  fllth J  fMt  of  tldii^ 
TIs  eriab  tluit  pm  jour  fnm^  fUtter. 


The  Ml.  tent  to  Thomioii— m.  (B)-— ii  at  Breehm 
Castle^  and  anoUiar— mb.  (A>— f^rhif  aeTenl  intamtmg 
new  readingBy  is  in  tlie  poMeaslon  of  Mr.  R.  B.  Aim, 
Ohio,  U.S.A. 

Stanza  ii.  Linb  z.  *  And  ay  she  wrought  her  mdmnu^s 
walk,'  Carrie  and  Thomson ;  and  limilarly  in  lines  of  other 
Stanxas. 

Stanza  iv.  Line  a.  *  That  AmsV  iJkt  mamte  m/m  Um- 

#lt*,'  MS.  (A). 

Stanza  v.  Linb  z.  *  Tryste '  may  here  refer  to  the  ap- 
pointed meeting-place  of  lovers  (cf.  Mary  Mfris^m,  Stma  i. 
Linea, 'The  trysted  hoor').  It  ia  aJao  a  common  word  foe  t 
cattle  fair. 

Stanza  vi.  is  omitted  in  MS.  (A) :— '  Is  this  sttmt  not 
original  ? '  (R.  B.  to  Thomson). 

Stanza  vii.  Linbs  2-4  in  ms.  (A)  read  : — 

'  Ner  lift  was  nawgki  hti  eve  and  pain, 
Yet  iiriM/  na  what  her  ail  coold  be 
Or  what  «w»A/ «ttj)r  A^  Amt^ again.' 

Stanza  viii.  Line  3.  '  IVkem  Robie  taald  a  tale  o*  love/ 
MS.  (A). 
Stanza  ix.  in  ms.  (B)  and  as  hitherto  printed  reads  i^ 

'  TAe  sun  was  sinking  in  tki  wesi. 

The  birds  sang  swut  in  ilka  grove; 
His  cheeks  to  hers  Ytefmdfy  Udd, 
And  whisper'd  thos  his  te/f  #^  /mw.' 

Stanza  x.  Line  4.  '  And  learn  to  fmm  tig  fiuuUi  wi*  me,' 
MS.  (A). 
Stanza  xi.  in  ms.  (A)  reads : — 

'  Tky  kandsowufooi  thou  shtlt  ma  $ti 

In  iam  or  byrt  to  troobk  thee ; 
But  ji/»»i  a  cushion  andstmat  iky  mam^ 
And  Uara  to  turn  tki  ammt§  wi'  me.* 
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Stanza  xii.  Line  i.   *  Now  yirawiV  wist  tia  what  to  say^ 
MS.   (A).      4.  ^  And  bliss  was  ay  between  them  twa,'  MS. 
(A). 

THE  LEA.RIG 

Tbokboiv  (Vol  iv.  1806)  and  Cnrrie  (1800). 

'On  reading  orer  Thn  Lea-IUff,  I  immediately ast  tfNmt 
trying  my  hand  on  it,  and  after  all^  I  eould  miUce  nothing 
more  of  it  than  the  following^  whieh  Heaven  knena  la 
poor  enough.' — (R.  B.  to  ThomBonX  Here  he  inrebahlj 
referred  to  The  Lea-Big  in  Johnson's  Mueeum  (No.  49, 
VoL  i. ).  This  is  his  note  on  it  in  the  Interleaved  Copy : — 
'The  old  words  of  this  song  are  omitted  here,  thou^ 
mnch  more  beautiful  than  those  inserted,  which  were 
mostly  composed  by  poor  Fergnsson  in  one  of  hit  merry 
humours.     The  old  words  began  thus : — 


i  t( 


I  'U  rowe  thee  o'er  the  lea-rig, 

Mj  ain  kind  deary,  O, 
I  '11  rowe  thee  o'er  Uie  lei^rig. 

My  ain  kind  deary,  O. 
Altho'  the  night  were  ae'er  sae  wat, 

And  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary,  O, 
1 11  rowe  thee  o'er  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  deary,  O."' 

A  fuller  set  of  the  Mueeum  words  is  in  the  Herd  us. — Qt 
may  be  noted  here  that  Fezgusson  and  Herd  were 
cronies) — and  a  set  is  preserved  in  The  Merry  Mueee, 
which,  save  for  a  difference  in  the  refrain — 'I'll  lay 
thee '  for  '  I  '11  row  thee ';  and  '  My  lovely  Mary,  dearie, 
O '  (used  six  times)  for  '  My  ain  kind  dearie,  O '  (uaed 
once) — is  very  nearly  identical  with  the  'old  worda' 
quoted  by  Bums  in  the  Interleaved  Copy.  The  set 
in  the  Herd  ms.  has  this  stanza : — 

'  I  'II  row  yon  east,  I  'U  row  yon  west, 
I  '11  row  you  the  way  yon  like  bait ; 
And  I  '11  row  you  o'er  the  lea  rig, 
Mine  ain  kind  dearie,  O.' 

VOL.  III.  g  I 
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Bmt  tlM  Bm4  mh  tJm  eootiinB  m  fin^mflot,  whidi  is, 
pghiyij  tlM  ardMtjpil  original : — 

'  TW  tlM  ni^  w««  ■•*«  MM  dvk, 

And  I  wm  iw'«  m  wmij, 
I'dBMSIontlMLejBlf 
Mjb  «in  kind  Dmy.' 

Tbflra  are  two  iiML-<A)  and  (B>-Hii  Braddn  CMtk 

Stamza  l  Liks  I.  *  £'imimtf  ttaa*  and  '/crfn^  jwi'aie 

altcraathre  icMliiigt  far  *Eaitcni  star';  but  *  I  will  haft  it  die 

aUr»(R.B.y.  S  *  Down  bf  the  ban,  where  itfteM,* 

(A);  *  iw  Afli  hi/s,'  deleted  wading  in  MS,  (B). 

Stamza  u.  Limb  i.  '  /«  wuriui  gUm,  mi  mudH^git  hm^ 

MS»(Ay.    S  '  Altho' the  ni^  were  ne'er  MC  m^,' MS.  (A). 

Stamza  III.  was  added  in  MS.  (B).    3.  *  At  noon  the  fiiha 
aiab  the  gUn,'  altenialave  reading  in  MS.  (By. 


MY  WIFE'S  A  WINSOME  WEE  THING 

TeoMaoN  (VoL  t.  1818)  and  Cnrrie  (1800).     'In  the  air- 
My  Wif§'§  a  Waniom  Wee  Thin§-4f  a  few  lines  smooth 
and  pretty  can  be  adapted  to  it,  it  is  all  jou  can  expect 
The  following  I  made  eateaipofv  to  it;  and  though,  00 
further  study,  I  might  giro  jou  aomething  more  pro- 
found, yet  it  might  not  suit  the  light-bone  gallop  of  the 
air,  ao  well  as  this  random  dink'  (R.  B.  to  Thomson, 
8th  November  1792X    To  this  Thomson  replied:— '(K 
the  other  song^  Jtfjr  H^t^*#  a  Wbueme  Wee  Tking,  I 
think  the  first  eight  lines  very  good,  bat  I  do  not  admire 
the  other  eight,  because  four  of  them  are  a  bare  r^eti- 
tion  of  the  first  verse.    I  have  been  trying  to  i^  • 
stansa,  bat  could  make  nothing  better  tiian  the  fbUov- 
ing :  do  yoa  mend  it,  or,  as  Yorick  did  with  the  love- 
letter,  "  whip  it  up  in  your  own  way  " : — 


( tt 


O  leeie  me  on  my  wee  thing, 
My  bonie  Uytheeome  wte  thing  1 
8ae  lang's  I  hae  my  wte  things 
Illthfaikmyloidivine, 


"  Polish  mkrld'iatnwtspkno^  ] 

And  ma;  iw  maiklc  mail  o't,  ^ 

Wl'  her  I  'U  blythdy  h«r  it,  , 
And  na'ei  ft  word  repine."' 

Bunu,  being  eapeciollf  resolved  that  he  would  not  alter 
Bonie  Lttla/,  thought  fit  to  flatter  Thornton  bjr  stating 
that  his  correetioDi  were  '  perfectly  right,'  and  that  the 
klterstion  of  the  lecond  Btama  was  '  a  positive  improve- 
ment.' He  gave,  however,  no  further  sign,  and  HiomMia 
did  not  publish  the  song  till  1818,  when  he  incorporated 
bia  own  amendment! : — '  My  Looe  '*  a  WiitMom  Wee  Thing, 
changed  ham  the  old  name  of  the  air,  Mg  W^e't  a 
Wanton  Wet  Thing,  the  first  stsiu»  hj  Bums,  the  others 
by  George  Thomson.' 
Bunu's  MB.  ia  at  Brechin  Castle. 

Chorus.  Tbii  wat  all  the  origiiul  Bunu  that  Thomion 
kft,  and  in  Line  3  be  (ubstituted  'iimie'  for  'lo'etome.'  4. 
'  This  dtar  wee  wife  o'  mine,'  deleted  reading. 

Stanza  II.  Linb  I.  '  Wrack '=' Vengeance' 01 'wiath,' 
but  here  probably  used  in  the  lenie  of '  evil '  in  general. 


MARY  MORISON 

Tbomson  (Vol.  V.  1818)  and  Currie  (1800).     The  la.  Is 
at  Brechin  Castle. 

This  little  masterpiece  of  feeling  and  ezpreasion  waa 
sent  to  Thomson,  20th  March  1793.  'The  song  prefixed 
is  one  of  my  juvenile  works.  I  leave  it  among  your 
lumda.  I  do  not  think  it  very  remarkable  either  for  ita 
merits  or  demerits '  (R.  B.  to  Thomson) ;  and  Thomson 
sat  on  it  for  upwards  of  tweuty-five  years.  GUhert 
Bums  told  him  that  Mary  Morison  was  the  heroine  of 
some  light  verses  beginning:— jlnd  I'll  kUt  thtt  yet,  get 
(see  p.  34).  She  has  therefore  been  identified  with  Elison 
Begbie.  But  a  Mary  Morisoa,  the  daughter  of  one 
Adjutant  Morison,  who  lived  at  MsucHline  from  I7&4,  is 
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nid  to  bare  hmn  m  hmmtiM  m  sndaUe.    She  died  of 
f  eoDsnmption,  29lh  An^ittt  1791. 

For  the  stansi  of  Mofy  Moriton  see  ante,  VoL  L  p.  371-2, 
Pre&toiy  Note  to  The  LamenL  It  is  prettily  exunpled, 
with  the  additioii  of  a  refrain^  as  in  the  ballade  proper,  in 
the  three  oetavea  of  a  aong  (here  modemiaed)  in  tlie 
Bannatyna  jb.,  which  Bnma  moat  eertaiiilj  read  in  Tk 
Mcmrgrmn^  and  which  may  very  well  have  given  him  tk 
metrical  aehenie  of  hia  own  inunortal  Ijrrie : — 

*  When  Fkxa  had  o'erfret  the  firth 
In  May,  of  erery  moiieth  queen ; 


When  Merle  and  Mavto  rfngi 
Sweet  melliag  in  the  eohewCe 
When  all  loren  rejoieM  been 

And  maiflt  deeiroiu  ol  their  pr^ ; 
I  heard  a  lusty  Iottt  mene : — 

*' Whom  I  love  I  dara  BDofat  aoar !" ' 


Stanza  i.  Limb  a.  *Thetrystedhoiir*=thehoiirtppointai' 
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